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BOOK I. 



CHAPTER I. 

THB QUEEN BOFHIA. DOBOTBBA. 

The palace glittered with light and 
aplendor; the servants ran here and 
there, arranging the so&s and chairs; 
the court gardener cast a searching 
glance at the groups of flowers which 
he had placed in the saloons ; and the 
major-domo superintended the tables 
in the picture-gallery. The guests of 
the queen will enjoy to-night a rich 
and costly feast Every thing wore 
the gay and festive appearance whidi, 
in the good old times, the king's pal- 
ace in Berlin had been wont to exhibit. 
Jesting and merry-making were the 
order of the day, and even the busy 
servants were good-humored and smil- 
ing, knowing that this evening there 
was no daoger of blows and kicks, of 
fierce threats and trembling terrcMr. 
Happily the king could not apx)ear at 
this ball, which he had commanded 
Bophia to give to the court and nobili- 
ty of Berlin. 

The king was ill, the gout chained 
him to his chamber, and, during the 
last few Bleepless nights, a presentiment 
weighed upon the spirit of the ruler of 
Prussia. He felt that the reign of 
Frederick the First would soon be at 



an end; that the 'doom of hia loyal 
vault would soon open to receive a 
kingly corpse, and a new king would 
mount the throne of Prussia, 

This last thought filled the heart of 
the king with rage and bitterness. 
Frederick William would not die I he 
would not that his son should reign 
in his stead; that this weak, riotous 
youth, this dreamer, surrounded in 
Rheinsberg with poets and musicians, 
sowing flowers and composing ballads, 
should take the place which Frederick 
the First had filled so many years vrith 
glory and great results. 

Prussia had no need of this senti- 
mental boy, this hero of fashion, who 
adorned himself like a French fop, and 
preferred the life of a sybarite, in his 
romantic castle, to the battle-field and 
the night-parade; who found the tones 
of his flute sweeter than the sounds of 
trumpets and drums; who declared 
that there were not only kings by ''the 
grace of Gk>d, but kings by the power 
of genius and intellect, and that Vol- 
taire was as great a king—yes, greater 
than all the kings anointed by the 
Pope I'' What use has Prussia for 
such a sovereign ? No, Frederick Wil- 
liam would not, could not diet Bis 
son should not reign in Prussia, de- 
stroying what his fi&ther had built up I 
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Never should Prussia fall into the 
hands of a dreaming poet I The king 
was resolved, therefore, that no one 
should know he was ill ; no one should 
believe that he had any disease but 
gout ; this was insignificant, — never 
£ital. A man can live to be eighty 
years old with the gout; it is like a 
faithful wife, who lives with us even 
to old age, and with whom we can 
celebrate a golden wedding. The 
king confessed to himself that he was 
once more clasped in her tender em- 
braces, but the people and the prince 
should not hope that his life was 
threatened. 

For this reason should Sophia give 
a ball, and the world should see that 
the queen and her daughters were gay' 
and happy. 

The queen was indeed really gay to- 
day ; she waa free. It seemed as if the 
chains which bound her had fallen 
apart, and the yoke to which she had 
bowed her royal neck was removed. 
To-day she was at liberty to raise her 
head proudly, like a queen, to adorn 
herself with royal apparel. Away, for 
to-day at least, with sober robes and 
fflmple coifiure ! The king was fastened 
to his arm-chair, and Sophia dared 
once more to make a glittering and 
queenly toilet. With a smile of proud 
satisfaction, she arrayed herself in a 
silken robe, embroidered in silver, 
which she had secretly ordered for the 
baJl from her native Hanover. Her 
eyes beamed with joy, as she at last 
opened the silver-bound casket, and 
released from their imprisonment for a 
few hours these costly brilliants, which 
for many years had not seen the light. 
With a smiling glance her eyes rested 
upon the glittering stones, which 
sparkled and flamed like falling stars, 
and her heart beat high with delight 
For a queen is still a woman, and 
Sophia Dorothea had so often suffered 
the pains and sorrows of woman, that 



she longed once more to experience 
the proud happiness of a queen, ^he 
resolved to wear all her jewels; fas- 
tened, herself, the sparkling diadem 
upon her brow, clasped upon her neck 
and arms the splendid brilliants, and 
adorned her ears with the long pen- 
dants; then stepping to the Venetian 
mirror, she examined herself critically. 
Yes, Sophia had reason to be pleased ; 
hers was a queenly toilet. She looked 
in the glass, and thought on bygone 
days, on buried hopes and vanished 
dreams. These diamonds her exalted 
father had given when she was be- 
trothed to Frederick William. This 
diadem had adorned her brow when 
she married. The necklace her brother 
had sent at the birth of her first child ; 
the bracelet her husband had clasped 
upon her arm when at last, after long 
waiting, and many prayers, Prince 
Frederick was bom. Each of these 
jewels was a proud memento of the 
past, a star of her youth. Alas, the 
diamonds had retained their brilliancy ; 
they were still stars, but all else was 
vanished or dead — ^her youth and her 
dreams, her hopes and her love! So- 
phia had so often trembled before her 
husband, that she no longer loved him. 
With her, " perfect love " had not " cast 
out fear/' Fear had extinguished love. 
How could she love a man who had 
been only a tyrant and a despot to her 
and to her children ? who had broken 
their wills, cut off their hopes, and 
trodden under foot, not only the queen, 
but the mother ? As Sophia looked at 
the superb bracelet, the same age of 
her darling, she thought how unlike 
the glitter and splendor of these gems 
his life had been ; how dark and sad 
his youth; how colorless and full of 
tears. She kissed the bracelet, and 
wafted her greeting to her absent son. 
Suddenly the door opened, and the 
Princesses Ulrica and Amelia entered. 
The queen turned to them, and the 
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sad ezpres&don yanislied from her feii- 
t tures as her eyes rested upon the lovely 
and loving faces of her daughters. 

"Oh, how splendid you look, gra- 
cious mamma 1 " exclaimed the Princess 
Amelia, as she danced gayly aroimd 
her mother. "Heaven, with all its 
stars, has fallen around you, but your 
sweet face shines out amongst them 
like the sun in his glory." 

"Flatterer," said the queen, "if your 
father heard you, he would scold fear- 
fully. If you compare me to the sun, 
how can you describe him ? " 

"Well, he is Phoebus, who harnesses 
the sun and points out his path." 

" True, indeed," said the queen, "he 
appoints his path. Poor sun! — poor 
queen I — she has not the right to send 
one ray where she will ! " 

" Who, notwithstanding, assumes the 
right, gracious mamma," said Amelia, 
smiling, and pointing to the diadem, 
"for I imagine that our most royal 
king and father has not commanded 
you to appear in those splendid jewels." 

" Comman^^ed," said the queen, 
trembling; "if he could see me he 
would expire with rage and scorn. 
You know he despises expense and 
ornament." 

"He would immediately calculate," 
said Amelia, "that he could build an 
entire street with this diadem, and 
that at least ten giants could be pur- 
chased for the Guard with this neck- 
lace." She turned to her sister, who 
had withdrawn, and said : 

"Ulrica, you say nothing. Has the 
splendor of our mother bewildered 
you? Have you lost your speech, or 
are you thinking whom you will com- 
mand to dance with you at the baU 
this evening?" 

"Not so," replied the little Ubica, 
" I was thinking that when I am to be 
a queen, I will make it a condition 
with my husband that I shall be en- 
tirely free to choose my toilet, and I 



will never be forbidden to wear dia- 
monds! When I am a queen I will 
wear diamonds every day ; they belong 
to mfyesty, and our royal mother was 
never more a queen than to-day ! " 

"Listen," said Amelia, "to this 
proud and all - conquering little prin-. 
cess, who speaks of being a queen, as 
if it were all arranged, and not a doubt 
remained! Ejiow you that the king, 
our &ther, intends you for a queen? 
Perhaps he has already selected for 
you a little margrave, or some un- 
known and salaried prince, such as our 
poor sister of Baireuth has wedded." 

" I would not give my hand to such 
a one ! " said the princess, hastily. 

"You would be forced to yield, if 
your father commanded it," said the 
queen. 

" No," said Ulrica, " I would rather 
die!" 

"2>i«.^" said Sophia; "man sighs 
often for Death, but he comes not ; our 
sighs have not the power to bring him, 
and our hands are too weak to clasp 
him to our hearts! Ko, Ulrica, you 
must bow your will to your father, as 
we have all done — as even the prince, 
your brother, was forced to do." 

" Poor brother," said Amelia, " bound 
to a wife whom he loves not — how 
wretched he must be ! " 

Ulrica shrugged her shoulders. " Is 
not that the fate of all princes and 
princesses; are we not all bom to be 
handled like a piece of goods, and 
knocked down to the highest bidder ? 
I, for my part, will sell myself as dear- 
ly as possible; and, as I cannot be a 
happy shepherdess, I will be a power- 
ful queen." 

" And I," said Amelia, " would rather 
wed the poorest and most obscure man, 
if I loved him, than the richest and 
greatest king^s son, to whom I was in- 
different." 

''Foolish children," said the queen, 
"it Is well for you that your &ther 
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does not bear you; be would crush 
you in his rage, and even to-day he 
would choose a king for you, Amelia ; 
and for you, little Ulrica, he would 
seek a small margrave I — Hark, ladies ! 
I hear the voice of the m^jor - domo ; 
he qomes to announce that the guests 
are assembled. Put on a cheerful 
countenance. The king commands us 
to be joyous and merry 1 but remem- 
ber that Frederick has his spies every- 
where. When you speak with Poll- 
nitz. never forget that he repeats every 
word to your father ; be friendly with 
him, and above all things when he 
leads the conversation to the prince 
royal, speak of him with the most un- 
embarrassed indifference; show as lit- 
tle interest and love for him as possi- 
ble, and rather ridicule his romantic 
life in Rheinsberg. That is the way to 
the heart of the king; and now, my 
daughters, come.'' 

At this moment the grand chamber- 
lain, PoUnitz, threw open the doors 
and announced that the company was 
assembled. The queen and princesses 
followed the master of ceremonies 
through the room, giviug here and 
there a smile or a gracious word, which 
seemed a shower of gold to the ob- 
sequious, admiring crowd of courtiers. 
Pride swelled the heart of Sophia, as 
she stepped, to the sound of soft music, 
into the throne saloon, and saw all 
those cavaliers, covered with stars and 
orders — all those beautiful and richly- 
dressed women bowing humbly before 
her. She knew that her will was more 
powerful than the will of all assembled 
there ; that her smiles were more dear- 
ly prized than those of the most-be- 
loved bride; that her glance gave 
warmth and gladness like the sun. 
While all bowed before her, there was 
no one to whom she must bend the 
knee. The king was not near to-night ; 
she was not bound by his presence and 
his rude violence. To-night she was 



no trembling, subjected wife, but a 
proud queen; while Frederick was a 
poor, gouty, trembling, teeth-gnashing 
man — nothing more. 



CHAPTER n. 

FBXDSSaXJK WILLIAM L 

MiBTH and gayety reigned in one 
wing of the palace, while in the other, 
and that occupied by the king himself^ 
all was silent and solitary; in one 
might be heard joyous strains of music, 
in the other no sound reached the ear 
but a monotonous hammering, which 
seemed to come immediately from the 
room of the king. 

Frederick William, when in health, 
had accustomed himself to use his 
crutch as a rod of correction ; he would 
shower down his blows, careless whether 
they fell on the backs of his lackeys, 
his nunisters of state, or his wife. 
When ill, he was contented to vent hia 
wrath upon more senseless objects, and 
to flourish a hammer instead of his 
crutch. Under the influence of the 
gout, this proud and haughty monarch 
became an humble carpenter ; when 
chained to one spot by his disease, and 
unable to direct the affairs of state, 
he attempted to banish thought and 
suffering, by working with his tools. 
Often in passing near the palace at a 
late hour of the night, you might hear 
the heavy blows of a hammer, and 
consider them a bulletin of the king's 
health. If he worked at night, the 
good people of Berlin knew their king 
to be sleepless and suffering, and that 
it would be dangerous to meet him in 
his walk on the following day, for some 
thoughtless word, or careless look, or 
even the cut of a coat, would bring 
down on the offender a stinging blow 
or a severe reprimand. Only a few 
days had passed since the king had 
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caused the arrest of two young ladies, 
a&d sent them to the fortress of Span- 
daUf because, in walking through the 
park at Schonhausen, he overheard 
tbem declare the royal garden to be 
<< charmant I charmant I ^ One French 
word was sufficient to condemn these 
young girls in the eyes of the king; 
and it was only after long pleading 
that they were released from confino- 
ment. The men were fearfiil of being 
seized by the king, and held as recruits 
for some regiment ; and the youths 
trembled if they were caught lounging 
about the streets. As soon, therefore, 
as the king left the proud castle of his 
ancestors, all who could fled from the 
streets into some house or by-way, that 
they might avoid him. 

But now they had nothing to fear. 
His queen dared to wear her jewels ; 
his subjects walked unmolested through 
the streets, for the king was suffering, 
chained to his chair, and occupying 
himself with his tools. This employ- 
ment had a beneficial effect: it not 
only caused the king to forget his suf- 
ferings, but was often the means of ro- 
lie£ The constant and rapid motion 
of his hands and arms imparted a salu- 
tary warmth to his whole body, excited 
a gentle perspiration, which quieted 
his nervous system, and soothed him in 
some of his most fearful attacks. 

To-day the king was once more freed 
&om his enemy, the gout; this evil 
spirit had been exorcised by honest la- 
bor, and its victim could hope for a 
few painless hoiu^ 

The king raised himself from his 
chair, and with a loud cry of delight 
extended his arms, as if he would 
gladly embrace the universe. He com- 
manded the servant, who was waiting 
in the adjoining room, to call together 
the gentlemen who composed the To- 
bacco Olubf and to arrange every thing 
for a meeting of that august body. 

*^But those gentlemen are at the 



queen^s ball," said the astonished ser- 
vant 

" Gk) there for them, then,'^ said the 
king; "happily there are no dancers 
among them ; their limbs are stiff, and 
the ladies would be alarmed at their ca- 
pers if they attempted to dance. Bring 
them quickly. P511nitz must come, 
and Eckert, and Baron von Goltz, and 
Hacke, the Duke of Holstein, and Gen- 
eral Schwerin. Quick, quick I In ten 
minutes they must all be here, but let 
no one know why he is sent for. Whis- 
per to each one that he must come to 
me, and that he must tell no one where 
he is going. I will not have the queen^s 
ball disturbed. Quick, now, and if 
these gentlemen are not all here in ten 
minutes, I will give a ball upon your 
back, and your own howls will be the 
most appropriate music." 

This was a threat which lent wings 
to the feet of the servant, who flew like 
a whirlwind through the halls, ordered, 
with breathless haste, two servants to 
carry the tobacco, the pipes, and the 
beer-mugs into the king^s chamber, 
and then hurried to the other wing of 
the palace, where the ball of the queen 
was held. 

Fortune favored the poor servants 
In ten minutes the six gentlemen stood 
in the king^s anteroom, asking each 
other, with pale faces, what could be 
the occasion of this singular and unex- 
pected summons. 

The servant shrugged his shoulders, 
and silently entered the king^s room. 
His majesty, dressed in the full uniform 
of his beloved Guard, sat at the round 
table, on which the pipes, and the 
mugs, filled with foaming beer, were 
already placed. He had condescended 
to fill a pipe with his own hands, and 
was on the point of lighting it at the 
smoking tallow candle which stood 
near him. 

"Sire," said the servant, "the gen- 
tlemen are waiting in the next room." 
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** Do they know why I have sent for 
them ? ^' said the king, blowing a cloud 
of smoke firom his mouth. 

"Your majesty forbade me to tell 
them." 

'^ Well, go now, and tell them I am 
more furiously angry to-day than you 
have ever seen me ; that I am standing 
by the door with my crutch, and I 
command them to come singly into my 
presence." 

The servant hurried out to the gen- 
tlemen, who, as the door was opened, 
perceived the king standing in a threat- 
ening attitude near the door, with his 
crutch raised in his hand. 

"What is the matter? Why is the 
king so furious ? What orders do you 
bring us from his majesty ? " asked the 
gentlemen anxiously and hurriedly. 

The servant assumed a terrified ex- 
pression, and said : 

"His majesty is outrageous to-day. 
Woe unto him over whom the cloud 
"bursts ! He commanded me to say that 
'each of you must enter the room alone. 
*Gk> now, for Heaven's sake, and do not 
\eep the king waiting I " 

The gentlemen glanced into each 
other's pale and hesitating counte- 
nances. They had all seen the threat- 
ening appearance of the king, as he 
stood by the door with his raised 
crutdh, and no one wished to be the 
first to pass under the yoke. 

"Your grace has the precedence," 
said the grand-chamberlain, bowing to 
the Duke of Holstain. 

"No," he replied, "you are well 
«ware that his majesty does not regard 
etiquette, and would be most indignant 
if we paid any attention to it Go iSrst 
yourself, my dear friend." 

"Not I, your grace, I would not 
dare to take precedence of you all. If 
you decline the honor, it is due to 
General Schwerin. He should lead on 
thebatffle." 

" There is no question of a battle," 



said General Schwerin, "but a most 
probable beating, and Baron von P511- 
nitz understands that better than I 
do." 

"(Gentlemen," said the servant, "his 
majesty will become impatient, and 
then woe unto all of us 1 " 

" But, my God ! " said Count von 
€k)ltz, " who will dare go forward ? " 

" I will," said Councillor Eckert ; " I 
owe every thing to his majesty, there- 
fore I will place my back or even my 
life at his service." 

He approached the door with a firm 
step, and opened it quickly. 

The others saw the fiashing eyes of 
the king, as he raised his stick still 
higher. Thej saw Eckert enter, with 
his head bowed down, and then the 
door was closed, and nothing more 
was heard. 

"Against which of us is the anger 
of the king directed?" fettered P611- 
nitz. 

" Against one and all," said the ser- 
vant, with a most malicious expression. 

" Who will go now ? " the gentlemen 
asked each other, and, after a long 
struggle, the grand chamberlain, Yon 
Pdllnitz, concluded to take the bitter 
step. Once more, as the door opened, 
the king was seen waiting, crutch in 
hand, but the door closed, and nothing 
more was seen. Four times was this 
scene repeated; four times was the 
king seen in this threatening attitude. 
But as General Schwerin, the last of 
the six gentlemen, entered the room, 
the king no longer stood near the door, 
but lay in his arm-chair, laughing un- 
til the tears stood in his eyes, and 
Baron von PdUnitz stood before him, 
giving a most humorous account of the 
scene which had just taken place in 
the ant«room, imitating the voices of 
the difierent gentlemen, and relating 
their conversation. 

" You all believed in my rage," said 
the king, almost breathless with laugh- 
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ing. "The joke succeeded to perfec- 
tion. Yours also, Schwerin. Do you 
at last know what it is to be afraid, 
you who never experienced the feeling 
on the field of battle ? " 

" Yes, sire, a shot is a small thing in 
comparison with the flashing of your 
eye. When the cannon thunders my 
heart is joyful, but it is very heavy 
under the thunder of your voice. I do 
not fear death, but I do fear the anger 
and displeasure of my sovereign." 

*^0h, you are a brave fellow," said 
the king, warmly giving the general 
his hand. "And now, gentlemen, 
away with all constraint and etiquette. 
We will suppose the king to be at the 
ball. I am only your companion, 
Frederick William, and will now pro- 
ceed to the opening of the Tobacco 
Club." 

He once more lighted his pipe, and 
threw himself into one of the chairs, 
which were placed round the table; 
the other gentlemen followed his ex- 
ample, and the Tobacco Club was now 
in session. 



CHAPTER IIL 

THE TOBACCO CLT7B. 

Thbbe was a short interval of si- 
lence. Each one busied himself with 
pipe and tobacco. The dense clouds 
of smoke which rolled from the lips 
of all had soon enveloped the room 
with a veil of bluish vapor, from the 
midst of which the tallow candle 
emitted a faint, sickly light. 

The king ordered the man in wait- 
ing to light several additional candles. 
"To-day our Tobacco Club must also 
present a festive appearance, that the 
contrast between it and the ball may 
not be too great. Tell me, Pollnitz, 
how are matters progressing over there ? 
Is the assemblage a handsome one? 
Are they enjoying themselves ? Is the 



queen gay? and the princesses, are 
they dancing merrily ? " 

" Sire," said PSllnitss, " a more mag- 
nifi(;ent festival than to - day's I have 
never witnessed. Her mi^esty was 
never more beautifrd, more radiant, or 
gayer than to - day. She shone like 
a sun in the midst of the handsomely 
dressed and adorned ladies of the 
court" 

" Indeed I she was then magnificently 
attired ? " said the king, and his coun- 
tenance darkened. 

" Sire, I had no idea the queen pos- 
sessed so princely a treasure in jewels." 

"She has put on her jewels, then, 
has she ? It seems they are taking ad- 
vantage of my absence. They are 
merry and of good cheer, while I am 
writhing on a bed of pain," exclaimed 
the king, who, in his easily excited ir- 
ritability, never once remembered that 
he himself had appointed this festival, 
and had demanded of his wife that 
she should lay aside care, and be cheer- 
ful and happy. 

"Happily, however, your majesty is 
not ill, and not on a bed of pain. The 
queen has, therefore, good reason to 
be happy." 

The king made no reply, but raised 
his mug to his lips, and took a long 
draught of beer, and let &.\l its lid 
with an angry movement 

" I should not be surprised if Fred- 
erick had clandestinely come over to 
this ball," murmured the king. " They 
dare any thing when not apprehensive 
of my taking them by surprise." 

" But taking by surprise is your ma- 
jesty's /<?r^" exclaimed Count Hacke, 
endeavoring to give the conversation 
another direction. "Never before in 
my life did I feel my heart beat as it 
did when I crossed the threshold of 
this chamber to-day." 

The king, who was easily soothed, 
laughed heartily. "And never before 
did I see such pale faces as youis. 
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Beally, if the gout had not made my 
fingers so stiff and unwieldy, I would 
paint you a picture of this scene that 
would make a magnificent counterpart 
to my representation of the Tobacco 
Club, and I would call it "The Six 
Tailor Apprentices who are afraid of 
Blue Monday.' See 1 we will now de- 
vote ourselves to poetry and the arts, 
and our learned and fantastic son will 
soon have no advantage over us what- 
ever. If he plays the flute, we paint. 
While he writes sentimental, we will 
write satirical poems; and while he 
flings to sun, moon, and stars, we will 
do as the gods, and, like Jupiter, en- 
velop ourselves in a cloud. Let it be 
well understood, however, not for the 
purpose of deluding a Semele or any 
other woman, at all times, and in all 
circumstances, we have been true to 
our wives, and in this particular the 
prince royal might well take his father 
as an example.'' 

" Sire, he could do that in all things," 
exclaimed Count von Gk)Uz, blowing a 
cloud of smoke from his lips. 

^'He thinks at some fatxae day to 
govern the kingdom with his book- 
learning and his poems,*" said the king, 
laughing. '^ Instead of occupying him- 
self with useful things, drilUng re- 
cruits, drawing plans, and studying the 
art of war, he devotes his time to the 
acquirement of useless and superficial 
knowledge, which benefits no one, and 
is most injurious to himself. A dream- 
ing scholar can never be a good king ; 
and he who, instead of sword and scep- 
tre, wields the pen and fiddle-bow, wOl 
never be a good generaL" 

"Nevertheless, no regiment made a 
finer appearance, or was better drilled, 
at the last review, than that of the 
prince royal," said the Duke of Hoi- 
stein. 

The king cast a distrustful look at 
him, and muttered a few words which 
no one understood. He was never 



pleased to hear any defence of the 
prince royal, and suspected every one 
who praised him. 

" Tour nugesty forgets that this is a 
sitting of the Tobacco Club and not 
of the State Council," said Pollnitz, in 
a fawning voice. " If your majesty de- 
signed to he angry, it was not neces- 
sary to light the pipes and fill the beer- 
mugs ; for while you are neither smo- 
king nor drinking, the pipe goes out, 
and the beer becomes stale." 

" True," replied the king, and rais- 
ing his glass he continued : " I drink 
this to the health of him who first 
overcame his timid heart and dared to 
enter my chamber. Who was it? I 
have forgotten." 

"It was the privy coimcillor Von 
Eckert, sire," said Count Hacke, with 
an ironical smile. Eckert bowed. 

" He entered the chamber as if going 
to battle," exclaimed Von PSllnitz, 
laughing. " In the spirit he took leave 
of all the fine breweries, and artfully 
constructed never -smoking chimneys 
which he had built ; he also took leave 
of the city exchanges, which he had 
not yet provided with royal commis- 
sioners, destined to despoil them of 
their riches ; he bade adieu to his dec- 
oration and to his money-bags, and ex- 
claiming, * To the king I owe all that I 
am, it is therefore but proper that my 
back as well as my life should be at 
his service,' marched courageously into 
the royal presence." 

" Did he really do that ? Did he 
say that ? " exclaimed the king. " Eck- 
ert, I am pleased with you for that, 
and will reward you. It is true that I 
have elevated you from a lowly condi- 
tion ; that I have made a gentleman of 
the chimney-sweep ; but gratitude is a 
rare virtue, men seldom remember the 
benefits they have received ; your doing 
so, is an evidence that you have a no- 
ble heart, one which I know how to 
appreciate. The new house which I 
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am building in Jager Street sTiall be 
yours ; and I will not present you witb 
the naked walls, but it shall be hand- 
somely furnished and fitted up at my 
expense." 

" Your majesty is the most gracious, 
the best of monarchs ! " exclaimed 
Sckert, hastening to the king and 
pressing his hand to his lips. "Yes, 
your majesty is right in saying that 
you have elevated me from the dust, 
but my heart, at least, was always 
pure, and I will endeavor to preserve 
it so. You have rescued me from the 
scum of the people. As the ancient 
Homans gave freedom to those slaves 
who had rendered themselves worthy 
of it by good and noble deeds, so has 
my king also delivered me from the 
bondage of poverty and lowliness, and 
given me freedom, and I also will 
strive to render myself worthy of this 
great boon by good and noble ac- 
tions." 

"And Berlin offers you the best op- 
portunities of doing so. There are 
still many smoking chimneys and in- 
different beer breweries. Privy Coun- 
cillor Von Eckert can, therefore, still 
execute many glorious deeds before he 
is gathered to his forefathers," ex- 
claimed Von POllnitz. 

All were mnused at this, and the 
king himself could not refrain from 
smiling. Von Eckert's countenance 
had become pale and lowering, and 
casting an angry look at Von P511nitz, 
he said, wi& a forced laugh : 

"Really, your wit to-day is dazzling, 
and I am so charmed with your pleas- 
antries, ^hat should your wine-mer- 
chant refrise to supply you with any 
more wine until your old accounts 
have been settled, I shall be perfectly 
willing to send you a few bottles from 
my own cellar, that your grace may be 
able to drink my health." 

" That I will gladly dp," said P611- 
nitz, affEibly. "Yes, I will drink to 



your long and lasting health, for the 
longer you live the more time your an- 
cestors will have to increase and to 
multiply themselves. And, ^s it seems 
that you are not destined to become 
the father of a coming generation, you 
should, at least, endeavor to become 
the progenitor of your ancestors and 
the father of your fathers. Ancestors 
are bom to you as children are to oth- 
ers, and, if I am not mistaken, you are 
already the possessor of three. For a 
gentleman of wealth and quality, this 
is, however, too few. I will, therefore, 
drink to your health, that you may 
still be able to create many ancestors. 
And I propose to your majesty to give 
him an ancestor for every chimney 
which he frees from smoke." 

"Silence, P611nitz I " exclaimed the 
king, laughing. "No more of this 
raillery. Listen to what I have to say. 
I have given Eckert the new house, 
and as I have invested him with a title 
of nobility, it is but proper that a no- 
ble coat-of-arms should be placed over 
his door. Gentlemen, let us consider 
what the escutcheon of Eckert shall 
be. Each of you, in his turn, shall 
give me his opinion. You, duke, com- 
mence." 

"With grave and sober mien the gen- 
tlemen began to confer with each other 
in regard to Von Eckert's escptcheon ; 
and each one considering the fsivor in 
which the former stood with the king, 
took pains to propose the most mag- 
nificent coat-of-arms imaginable. But 
the king was not pleased with the 
grave and learned devices which were 
proposed. He disliked giving the 
newly -made baron a coat-of-arms 
worthy of any house of old and estab- 
lished nobility, which would have 
placed him on an equality with the 
oldest counts and barons of the king- 
dom. 

"When I build a house," said the 
king, " I wish every one to see that it 
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is a new one ; I therefore give it a nice 
white coat of paint, and not an old 
graystone color to make it look like a 
robber castle. Eckert should, there- 
fore, have a fresh touch of paint for his 
new dignity, a spick and span new 
coat-of-anns." 

"I am entirely of your miyesty's 
opinion," exclaimed Von Pdllnitz, 
solemnly; *'and as every noble family 
bears on its coat-of-arms some emblem 
and reminiscence of the deeds and 
events through which it became great, 
so should also the escutcheon of the 
noble house of Eckert contain some 
such reminiscence. I propose to quar- 
ter this shield. The first field shall 
show on a silver ground a black chim- 
ney, in which we will also have indi- 
cated the Prussian colors. The second 
field is blue, with a golden vat in the 
centre, having reference to Eckert's 
great ability as a beer-brewer. The 
third field is green, with a golden 
pheasant in the middle, suggestive of 
Bckert's earlier occupation as game- 
keeper in Brunswick; and the fourth 
field shows on a red ground a cock and 
a knife, a reminiscence of the good old 
times when Privy Councillor Von Eck- 
ert fed and dressed fowls in Baireuth." 

A peal of laughter from the entire 
club rewarded Von PoUnitz for his 
proposition. The king was also so 
well pleased, that he, ^in all gravity, 
determined to accept it, and to have a 
coat-of-arms with the above designated 
emblems adjusted over the door of the 
new house in Jager Street. 

The merriment of the gentlemen of 
the Tobacco Chib was now becoming 
energetic, and jests and jokes were con- 
tributed by alL The grand-chamber- 
lain. Von Pdllnitz, was, however, the 
gayest of the gay. And if the pleas- 
antries which bubbled from his lips 
like water from a fountain at any time 
threatened to flag, a glance at the 
pale face of Von Eckert, who fairly 



trembled with stippressed rage, was 
sufiEicient to renew his merriment. 

While the king was conversing with 
Von Eckert on the subject of his new 
house, Pdllnii2 turned to his neighbor 
and asked if he had not made ample 
amends for his awkwardness in the 
first instance. 

"By my thoughtless repetition of 
that hypocritical man's words, I pro- 
cured him the new house, but I have 
also given him a coat-of-arms; and I 
wager the privy councillor would will- 
ingly relinquish the former, if he 
could thereby get rid of the latter." 

"P511nitz, why are you looking so 
grave?" asked the king at this mo- 
ment "I wager you are in a bad 
humor, because the handsome house in 
Jager Street was not given to you." 

''By no means, your migesty; as 
handsome as the house is, it would not 
suit me at all." 

"Ah, yes, you are right; it would 
be much too large a one for you 1 " 
said Frederick William, laughing. 

"No, your majesty, it would be 
much too small for me. When a cava- 
lier of my quality once determines to 
build a house, it should be arranged in 
accordance with his rank and standing, 
and that costs a great deal of money, 
much more than I ever possessed. It 
is true that my father left me a fortune 
of about two hundred thousand dol- 
lars, but what is such a trifle to a 
nobleman? It was not enough for a 
decent support, and it was too much to 
go begging on. I calculated how long 
this sum might be made to last, and 
finding that, with considerable econ- 
omy, it would perhaps do for four 
years, I lived like a noble and generous 
cavalier for that time ; and during that 
l^eriod I was fortunate enough to have 
the most devoted friends and the truest 
sweethearts, who never deserted me 
until tlie last dollar of my fortune was 
expended 1 " 
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**Do I understajid yon to say that 
you expended two hundred thousand 
dollars in four years ? " asked the king. 

*'Tes, your majesty; and I assure 
yon that I was obliged to practise the 
most rigorous economy." 

Frederick William regarded him 
with surprise, almost Ynth. admiration. 
To the king there was something in 
this man^s nature which was imposing. 
It was perhaps the great contrast be- 
Ifween the unlimited extravagance of 
the baron and his own frugality, which 
exerted so great an influence on the 
king, excited his astonishment, and 
enlisted his admiration in behalf of this 
ready, witty, and ever-merry courtier. 

'^An income of fifty thousand dol* 
lars is, therefore, not sufficient for a 
decent support ? " asked the king. 

"Tour majesty, if one attempted to 
live in a style befitting a nobleman, on 
that sum, he might die of hunger." 

(«Ah, explain that. What sum 
would you consider necessary to enable 
you to live in a style befitting a noble- 
man?" 

Pdllnitz remained lost in thought 
for a moment, and then replied : 

"Your mijesty, in order to live 
somewhat respectably, I should require 
four hundred thousand dollars yearly." 

" That is not true, not possible 1 " ex- 
claimed the king. 

" That is so very possible, sire, that 
I hardly know whether it would suffice 
or not" 

"Gentlemen, do you believe that?" 
asked the. king. 

" I, for my part, have not the fourth 
part of this income," said the Duke of 
Holstein, smiling. 

" I not the tenth I " said Count von 
der Qoltz. 

"And I not the twentieth!" ex- 
claimed General von Sc^werin and 
Count Hacke at the same time. 

"And yet," said the king, "ypu all 
live as respected cavaliers, as esteemed 



gentlemen of my court. Let us hear 
how P511nitz would manage to spend 
so much money. Quick, Jochen, 
quick, give us a sheet of paper and a 
pencil." 

The valet hastily executed this com- 
mission, and handed the king paper 
and pencil. 

"Fill the glasses, Jochen," ordered 
the king, "and then seat yourself at 
the foot of the table, and pay attention 
to what Yon Pdllnitz is about to ex- 
plain. It is worth the trouble to learn 
how an income of four hundred thou- 
sand dollars can be spent in a respect- 
able manner. You shall dictate, and I 
will be your secretary. Woe to you, 
however, if you do not keep your 
word, if you expend less 1 For every 
thousand which you fail to account 
for, you shall drink ten glasses of beer, 
and smoke a pipe of the strong Ha- 
vana tobacco recently sent me by the 
Stadtholder of Holland." 

" But what shall I receive for every 
thousand which I expend over and 
above that sum ? " asked Von PSllnitas, 
laughing. 

"Oh, it is impossible that a noble- 
man should need more, that is, pro- 
vided he does not ex}>end it in a fool- 
ish manner, like a madman." 

" And if, in order to live in a style 
befitting a nobleman, I should never- 
theless need more, what am I to re- 
ceive for every thousand ? " 

"Well, then, for every thousand, I 
will pay a hundred of your oldest 
debts," said the king. "But com- 
mence. And you, gentlemen, drink 
and smoke, and pay attention to what 
he has to say." 
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CHAPTER IV. 



AIB-GASTLEB. 



"I WILL begin," said Pflllnitas. 
*^ First of all, I shall need a respecta- 
ble house, to receive my gaests in, to 
exhibit my collectioos, and entertain 
my friends; to pnrsae my studies, 
without being disturbed by the slight- 
est noise; a house, in which my wife 
must have her separate apartments, and 
as I shall wish to hare my friends 
with me, every now and then, to 
smoke, my wife's recepticm-rooms must 
be entirely separated from mina** 

"But," exclaimed the king, "your 
wife will certainly allow you to smoke 
in her rooms I " 

"And if she permitted it, your mar 
jesty, I would not do so; it becomes 
not a cavalier to smoke in a lady's 
room." 

The king reddened a little, and car- 
ried the mug to his lips, to hide his 
embarrasRnent ; he remembered how 
often he had smoked in the que^i's 
rooms, notwithstanding her sigha. 

P311nitz continued quietly : " I must 
then have several different reception- 
rooms, and as my wife and myself will 
frequently be at variance with each 
other, two different and widely-sepa- 
rated staircases will be necessary, that 
we may not meet, unless we wish it I " 

^^ Oh I you mean to lead a wretched 
life with your wife; to quarrel with 
her every now and then, do you ? " 

" No, sire, we will never quarrel ; it 
ill becomes a cavalier to have a contest 
with his wife." 

The king* reddened again, this time 
from anger. This exposition of a cav- 
alier began to offend him; it seemed 
to be a satire upon himself; for un- 
happily the king net only smoked in 
the queen's rooms, but the world knew 
that his wife and children were often 
the objects of his violent temx)er, and 



that t)ie queen had more than once 
been terribly frightened by hia thun- 
dering r^MToaches and unbeaniUe 
threats. 

^Your faighneflB tees thfrt; my houae 
must be large, and as it is so, a host of 
servants and a large income will be 
necessary. But of this hereafter. Let 
us speak of my houses, Ibr it is easily 
understood that I must have a coontrf 
residence." 

"Yes, that Is a reasonable demand,** 
said the king, in adding the comtiy 
house to his list 

"But, as I do not go to the couatiy 
to live as I do in the city, but to ei^oy 
the beautieB of nature and scenery, I 
must have a garden, with vineyards, 
and beautiful walks, and, fbr their cul- 
tivation, many sorvants. And, as I 
cannot ask my friends to visit me sim- 
ply to pluck my flow^is, and eat my 
fruits, I must procure to them other 
and rarer pleasures. I must have a 
park for hunting, and a lake for fldi- 
ing." 

" Yes, that is well argued and true,** 
said the king, noting^ the park and lake 
on his paper. 

"Now we are coming to the most 
important points — the kitchen axtd 
wine-cellar. On these two I muB^ be- 
stow most particular care. It would 
be most unworthy a cavalier to present 
such dishes to his fri^ids as they can 
enjoy every day at h^ne. No, if I in- 
vite my friends, they must be certain 
of having such luxuries as they cannot 
procure elsewhere — such rare and cos&y 
viands as wiU recall l^e wonders of 
fjEdry land I " 

" I am quite of your <^inion," cried 
the king, and his &ce brightened at 
the thought of the delightful and costly 
dishes that the rich P511nitz would set 
before his friends. " Listen : from time 
to time you can prepare for me the de- 
lightfril bacon-pie that I once tasted at 
Grumbkou's. Oh, that was really 
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splendid, and reminded one, as you 
say, of the wonders of fairy-land I 
My cook obtained the receipt imme- 
diately ; but what do you think ? three 
bottles of champagne and three bottles 
of burgundy were necessary to stew 
the meat I had to give up the inten-^ 
tion of haying such a pie, but I told 
Grumpkou that when I felt like eating 
such an expensive dish, I would be his 
guesf 

" I will obey yom: commands, your 
highness,^' said Pollnitz, earnestly, and 
bowing low to the king. " Let us con- 
tinue to furnish my house ; after that 
we will speak of the pie. As hunting 
is decided upon, we must now consider 
the horses, for I cannot ask my iriends 
to hunt on foot, or walk to the lake. I 
must have beautiful and noble steeds, 
and as horses and carriages do not take 
care of themselves, I must have a num- 
ber of servants to attend to them." 

" That is true," said the king, add- 
ing the carriages and horses .to his 
list "That is true; but I find that 
you think a great deal of your friends 
and very little of yourself. Your whole 
demand, so far, is Sor the benefit of 
your friends." 

" Sire, hospitality is one of the no^ 
blest virtues of a cavalier, for which 
one can never do too much, but easily 
too little." 

The king frowned and looked threat- 
eningly before him; the rest of the 
club gazed at Pollnitz with increasing 
astonishment, surprised at his daring 
to i^ow the king in this manner his 
faults and weaknesses. 

P511nitz alone remained gay and un- 
embarrassed. "Now, as I have at- 
tended sufiiciently to the pleasure and 
comfort of my friends, it is time I should 
think a little of myselfl I therefore beg 
your highness to name the sum yon 
deem necessary for my yearly expenses 
for charities and presents for my sweet- 
heart." 

2 



" Your wife is your sweetheart You 
intend to be a very tender husband, 
notwithstanding the two staircases." 

" Sire, it would not become a cava- 
lier to possess a wife and sweetheart in 
the same person. Yoiu: wife represents 
your family, your sweetheart amuses 
you. You give your wife name and 
rank, your sweetheart your love and 
whole heart. A true cavalier does not 
love his vnfe, but he demands that the 
world shall honor her as the lady that 
bears his name." 

"P61hiitz, P5Unitz," said the kmg, 
shaking his hand threateningly at him, 
" take care that I never see your cava- 
lier in my house, and no one that is 
like him ; I would have no pity with 
him, but crush him with my kingly 
anger I " 

Pailnitz was frightened, and covered 
himself in a cloud of smoke, that the 
king might not see his perplexity. 

" Continue," said Frederick William, 
after a short pause. " I have set aside 
a certain amount for every single arti- 
cle you have mentioned, but I truly 
hope you have concluded; and that 
the demon that dwells in you, and 
masters you, will make no further sug- 
gestions to your luxurious and insane 
fancies." 

" Yes, yqur highness ; and I beg you 
will calculate the sum total necessary 
for these difierent articles." 

The king calculated, his guests 
smoked and drank in silence, and Poll- 
nitz listened attentively to the sound 
' of voices, and noise of horses in the 
comt. 

The king suddenly uttered an oath, 
and brought his fist heavik^down on 
the paper. "As truly as efod lives, 
Pollnitz is right I Four hundred 
thousand dollars are not sufficient to 
support a cavalier of his pretensions. 
The sum here amounts to four hundred 
and fifty thousand dollars." 

" Your highness confesses that I have 
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demanded nothing saperfluous or ex- 
af gerated ? " 

'* Yes, I confess it." 

"Consequently, your highness will 
be kind enough to pay me five thousand 
dollars." 

" The devil ! How can I understand 
that ? " 

" Your majesty forgets that you 
promised me one hundred dollars for 
every thousand over and above the 
sum of four hundred thousand." 

"Did I say that?" said the king; 
and as all present confirmed it, he 
laughed aloud, saying, "I see that 
none of you understand Pollnitz. That 
was not my meaning. I did not say I 
would pay Pollnitz the gold ; but for 
every thousand above his four hundred 
thousand I would pay a hundred of his 
oldest debts, and that is quite a differ- 
ent affair. You know well, if I gave 
him the gold, his creditors would never 
receive a cent of it. But what I have 
.promised I will do; bring me, to-mor- 
•Tow, a list of your oldest debts, and 
I will pay five thousand dollars upon 
them." 

"Your highness, my account is not 
yet finished. I have only mentioned 
the most pressing and necessary arti- 
cles, and much has been forgotten. I 
must have a forester to chase the poach- 
ers from my park, and a night watch 
to guard my country house, to feed the 
:fish in my pond, to strike upon the wa- 
ter in order to silence the frogs, that 
/my sleep and that of my friends may 
not be disturbed." 

"Enough, enough of your castles in 
the air, fool that you are ! " cried the 
king, ha^ngry, half amused. " Seek 
anotlirr sovereign, who is rich enough 
to provide for your follies." 

"Sire," said Pollnitz, "I will seek 
nothing elsewhere. I am too happy 
to have found so noble and gracious a 
monarch. I only wished to prove to 
your majesty, and ^tihese gentlemen that 



do me the honor to consider me a 
spendthrift, that a great fortune can be 
easily spent without extravagance and 
folly, and you .will now understand 
that I have given a worthy proof of 
economy in firing my yearly income at 
four hundred thousand dollars, when I 
could easily dispose of that sum in six 
months." 

The king laughed, and, raising the 
beer-pot aloft, commanded the gentle- 
men to drink to the health of the miser 
Pdllnitz. 

The beer-pots were raised, and were 
jingling merrily, when suddenly it 
seemed as if an electric shock had 
struck them all simultaneously — all 
with the exception of the king. The 
six cavaliers placed their beer-pots 
upon the table, and, rising with breath- 
less haste from their chairs, bowed 
lowly and humbly. 



CHAPTER V. 

FATHEB AND SON. 

The king, in speechless amazemen|^ 
sank back in Ills cbair. He could not 
yet conceive what spell had taken hold 
of these gentlemen, that made th&A 
rise from their seats in spite of the 
rules of the Tobacco Club. The king 
did not see that, behind him, the door 
had opened, and, in the mi#t of the 
smoke that filled the whole room, a 
young man was visible, whose appear- 
ance had produced thi^ astoudting 
impression upon the six cavaliers. 
And, certainly, there was something 
exalted and imposing in this youth. 
A wondrous combination of beauty, 
nobility of soul, youth, royalty, and 
melancholy was expressed in this face, 
whose sharp and marked lines spoke 
of severe pain and bitter experience, 
while so fresh and youthful a smile 
played upon a soft red lip, you could 
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but suppose the heart young, confiding, 
and impressible. But the eyes were in 
\vonderful contrast to these beautiiul 
lips ; they shone like great, mysterious, 
unfathomable stars — one moment spark- 
ling with youthful superciliousness, the 
next with the firm, steady, piercing 
glance of an observing sage. The 
lofty, somewhat retreating forehead, 
and the straight, finely-pointed nose, 
formed a profile indicating command- 
ing elevation of character. And the 
soul imprisoned behind these temples 
was powerfully agitated, seeking ever 
for freedom of thought and expression. 
It was the eye, the head of a hero ; 
and, had his form corresponded with 
the giant strength of his glance, he 
would have been a Titan, and might 
have crushed the world like a toy in 
his hand. But his slender, symmetri- 
cal, and graceful form was more weak 
than powerfol, more maidenly than he- 
roic. 

You felt, however, that this head 
might lend strength to the body, and 
if the Titan could not overcome by 
physical strength, he could rule and 
•conquer by the comman4ing power of 
his genius.* 

This was the unexpected apparition 
that shocked the gentlemen of the To- 
bacco Club, and forced them hastily 
from their seats ! The king sat speech- 
less and amazed in his chair, while the 
youth stood close behind him. 

"Allow me to wish your majesty 
good-evening," said the prince, with 
Llill, cleJ-ringing voice 

The king was greatly agitated, and 
the blood rushed to his face. " Fritz 1 " 
said he, in a light tone. " Fritz 1 " re- 



♦ A. French traveller, by the name of Blrr6, who 
went from Paris to Berlin to see Frederick, de- 
scribes hioi in this oAnner: ** Baste admirable et 
vraiment royal, male panvre et miserable piddestaL 
Sa tdte et sa poitrine sont au-dessns des ^loges, le 
train d*en bas ati-dessons de la critique.'^— («%e 
ThUbaU. 



peated he more sternly, and already 
the sound of a coming storm was per- 
ceptible in his voice. 

"I come from Ruppin," said the 
prince, in a quiet, kindly voice, " where 
I was reviewing my regiment, and I 
beg pardon for my imexpected appear- 
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ance. 

The king made no reply; his mi^ 
trust was scornfully exhibited. He 
thought that the queen believed him 
to be suffering and confined to his 
room. He did not doubt for a mo- 
ment that she had sent for the prince, 
and Frederick was there to see if the 
life of the king was not in danger ; if 
the throne of Prussia wquld not soon 
be empty, and ready for its successor. 

These dark suspicions excited the 
king's ire, and filled his heart with 
bitter distrust "With a hasty move- 
ment he dashed back the hand of the 
prince royal, and arose from his chair. 
His scornful eye took in at a glance the 
whole circle, still standing in awe-struck 
silence around the table. 

"Why have you arisen from your 
chairs?" cried the king, with trem- 
bling voice. "How dare you arise 
contrary to my command, and thus set 
yourselves in opposition to my kingly 
power? Do you no longer know the 
laws of the Tobacco Club? Do you 
not know that these laws positively 
forbid you to arise from your seats to 
greet any one ? You are all silent, mis- 
erable cowards that you are, who do 
not attempt to defend yourselves, who 
go always with wind and tide, and de- 
ceive and flatter in every (ttrection. 
Answer me, Pollnitz, did you not know 
the law of the Tobacco ^Pb, forbid- 
ding you to arise from your seaW" 

"I know it, sire, but thought I 
might be allowed to make an excep- 
tion of the prince royal." 

"So thought we all," said GeneraJi 
Schwerin, in a steady voice. 

The king struck with doubled fist 
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on the table, aud the pitchers and 
beer-mugs trembled. 

" You thought that," said the king, 
" and yet knew that no exception was 
ever made for me I But certainly the 
prince royal is of more consequence 
than the king. The prince royal is the 
future sovereign, the rising sim I What 
the king was not able to give, the 
prince royal may bestow. From the 
king there is nothing left to hope, 
nothing to fear; for this reason you 
turn to the prince royal ; for this rea- 
son you ridicule the laws of the father 
to flatter the son. The son is a fine 
French cavalier, who loves ornament 
and courtesy, to whom the question of 
etiquette is important. Ton stand up 
also when the prince royal enters, al- 
though you know in this room all are 
equal, and here you have often forgot- 
ten that I am king. Yes, the king can 
be forgotten — ^the prince royal never; 
he may soon be king 1 " 

" God grant your majesty a long and 
happy life," said the prince royaL 

During this passionate speech of the 
, king, he had stood silent and immova- 
able behind his chair. 

"Who spoke to you? Who told 
you to speak until you were ques- 
tioned?" said the king, whose whole 
form trembled with rage. " You, the 
slave of etiquette, should know that 
no man speaks to the king until he is 
spoken to. Truly you think the king 
does not understand etiquette. He is 
an old-fashioned man, and knows not 
how a true cavalier should conduct 
himsel£ Now, PSllnitz, you see there 
a cavalier^fter your own heart, a veri- 
table m^^l. Ah, you thought per- 
haps I did not see the face lurking be- 
hind your pictures, you suppose I did 
not recognize the cavalier you painted 
in such glowing colors, in order to 
prove that he must have four hundred 
thousand dollars yearly, or be forced 
to mak$ .debts. Patience! patience! 



My eyes are at last opened 1 Woe, woe 
to you all when I see that you dare 
brave me, in order to please the prince 
royal 1 I will prove to you that I yet 
live, and am your master. The To- 
bacco Club is closed, and you may all 
go to the devil I " 

"As I don't know the way there, 
will your majesty allow me to return 
to Rheinsberg I I now take my leave," 
said the prince royal, bowing respect- 
fully to the king. 

Frederick William turned his head, 
and said but one word — " Go I " 

The prince bowed again ; then, turn- 
ing to the cavaliers, he said : 

"Good -evening, gentlemen. I sin- 
cerely regret to have been the cause of 
the king's anger. Against you this 
displeasure is however just, for a com- 
mand of the king should never be dis- 
obeyed, not even with a kind and mag- 
nanimous intent." 

The prince had with these words 
put himself beyond the reach of the 
king's rage, and at the same time done 
justice to all : to the king in acknowl- 
edging the justice of his anger ; to the 
cavaliers in praising their good inten- 
tions. He was evidently master of the 
situation. 

With a firm, steady tread he left the 
room, while the king, in spite of his 
anger, could not help feeling that he 
had again failed in kindness to the 
prince royaL But this consciousness 
only made him the more passionate. 
He muttered a deep curse, and looked 
threateningly at the pale, trembling 
cavaliers. 

"Hypocrites and eye -servants are 
you all," muttered he, as he slowly 
passed by theuL " Give me your arm, 
Hacke, and lead me into the other robm. 
I cannot look at these men any longer." 

Count Hacke rushed forward, and, 
leaning on his arm, the king tottered 
into the adjoining room. 

When the door closed behind them 
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the cavaliers seemed to awaken from 
their torpidity. They raised their 
heads, and looked at one another with 
a half-confused, half-angry gaz€f. They 
had been scolded like children, and 
felt that they were men. Their honor 
had received a sensitive wound, but 
their awe of the king kept them from 
demanding satisfaction. 

When the count returned to order 
the gentlemen in the king's name to 
leave the palace, they did not have the 
courage to obey this command, but 
sent the count as their ambassador to 
the king to ask in the humblest manner 
for forgiveness and pardon, and to as- 
sure him that their behavior to the 
prince royal was but the consequence 
of involuntary thoughtlessness. 

The count, after much trembling, 
left the room to deliver this message 
to the king; the cavaliers waited in 
anxious silence for his return. At 
length the door opened, and the count 
appeared. 

"Well, what says the king? Has 
^he forgiven us ? WiU he take us into 
his favor again ? Is he convinced that 
we are his true, humble, and obedient 
servants ? " 

All these questions the count an- 
swered by a slight motion of the hand. 
It was a moment of anxious expecta- 
tion; all were eagerly looking at the 
count, who was to pronounce for them 
the words of forgiveness or condemna- 
tion. 

"Gentlemen," at length said the 
count, and his voice sounded to the 
trembling courtiers hollow and awful 
as that of an angel of death, " gentle- 
men, the king says if you do not leave 
here at once, he will easily find means 
to compel you to do so I " 

This was a menace that gave strength 
to the trembling limbs of the courtiers. 
Silently, with sad, troubled looks, they 
hastened away, and not until the great 
portals of the palace had closed upon 



them did they feel safe &om the fear 
of imprisonment, and the king's crutch. 

The king had not yet subdued his 
anger. He thirsted for another victim. 
The servants wisely remained at a dis- 
tance beyond the reach of the royal 
crutch ; the king's ungovernable anger 
had even banished Count Hacke from 
the room. 

The king was alone, entirely alone 
in this dark, empty room, and its com- 
fortless silence filled him with anxiety. 
He sank into his arm-chair, and looked 
with a- sad glance around this large 
room, which, because of his parsimony, 
was but badly lighted with four tallow 
candles. Nothing broke the silence 
but from time to time the gay music 
of the dance, which was heard from 
the other wing of the castle. Mirth 
still reigned in the saloons of the 
queen. The king sighed; his heart 
was filled with melancholy and rage. 
The queen was gay while her husband 
suflfered. The court was joyful, while 
he sat alone and neglected, gnashing 
his teeth in this dark and joyless room. 
And yet he was the king, the all-power- 
ful ruler of millions of subjects, who 
trembled before him, and yet not one 
of them loved him. 

All eyes were fixed upon the rising 
sun, upon Frederick, so unlike his fa- 
ther, and so little the son of his father's 
heart As the king thought of this, 
deep grief and a foreboding melan- 
choly overcame him. In the anguish 
of his heart he turned to Gk)d and 
prayed. He silenced the voice of self- 
accusation and remorse, now whisper- 
ing in his breast, by prayer. 

The king prayed. Exhi|(j6ted with 
rage, he fancied that he had given him- 
self up to pious contrition and world- 
despising godliness. 

As the tones of the music were again 
heard, he experienced a pious exasper- 
ation over this unholy levity, a peace- 
ful self-content ; he belonged not to the 
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ungodly, who gave themselves up to 
worldliness and vanity, but alone and 
deserted he prayed to his Father in 
heaven. How small, how pitiful, how 
contemptible did the gay dancers ap- 
pear to him I how pleased he was with 
himself, his holy walk and conversa- 
tion I At this moment the anxious 
face of his valet appeared at the door. 

"Your majesty commanded me to 
tell you so soon as the coffins which 
came yesterday were unpacked and 
placed in the white saloon : this is 
done, and the coffins can be seen." 

" Ah I My coffin is ready I " said 
the king, involuntarily shuddering. 
"My coffin, and that of the queen 1 
And Sophia gives a ball, and perhaps 
dances, in place of bowing her soul in 
contrition before God. I will awaken 
her from these soul-destroying vanities; 
the amval of the coffins now was an 
especial providence of God. The 
queen shall see them I ^' 

He called his two valets, commanded 
one to lead him to the ball-room, the 
other to illuminate the white saloon in 
which the coffins were placed. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE WHITE SALOON. 

The queen had no suspicion of all 
that had happened in the chambers of 
the king ; sh^ had not observed the ab- 
sence of the Tobacco Club, and after 
having made the grand tour of the sa^ 
loons, she seated herself at the card- 
table. 

Her majesty had no idea that her 
husband was free from pain, and had 
left his arm-chair ; she was, therefore, 
gay and careless, ffiled with a sense of 
freedom and power. The cruel eye of 
Frederick William was not bent upon 
her to look her down, and cast a veil 
of humility over the sparkUng dia- 



monds which adorned her brow; no, 
she was to-night entirely herself — every 
inch a queen I proud and happy, smil- 
ing and majestic. Rejoicing in her 
own greatness and glory, she was still 
amiable and obliging to this great 
crowd of devoted, submissive, flatter- 
ing, smiling men, who surrounded her ; 
never had she been so gracious, never 
so queenly. As we have said, she had 
seated herself at the card-table, and 
the Margravine Maria Dorothea and the 
English and French ambassadors were 
her partners; behind her chair stood 
her two maids of honor, to whom she 
now and then addressed a word, or 
sent them to look aft^r the young prin- 
cesses, who were dancing in the adjoin- 
ing room, and giving themselves up 
merrily to the pleasures of the evening. 
Suddenly the music ceased, and a 
strange, unaccustomed silence reigned 
throughout the rooms. 

The queen was arranging her cards, 
and turned smilingly to one of her 
maids of honor, commanding her as 
soon as the dance was ended to lead 
the princesses to her side; she then 
gave her attention to the game, when 
suddenly the Princess Amelia, pale and 
terrified, rushed hastily to her mother, 
and whispered a few words in her 
ear. 

Sophia Dorothea uttered a low cry 
of terror, and exclaimed : " The king I 
my God, the king ! he seems very an- 
gry I" said the princess: "do not let 
him see your diamonds." The partners 
of the queen sat in respectftil silence, 
waiting for her play; she dashed her 
cards upon the table, removed her 
necklace and bracelets hastily, and 
thrust the glittering heap into her 
dress pocket. * 

"Remove my long ear-rings," she 
whispered to Amelia, and while the 
princess obeyed the command, the 

• See Thl^baolt 
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queen took ber cards j&om the table. 
Tbe glory was departed ; tbe diamonds 
were biding timidly in ber pocket, and 
tbe fire of ber eye was quencbed. 

Tbe king was tbere ; Sopbia Doro- 
thea was no longer a royal queen, but 
a trembling, dependent woman, cower- 
ing before tbe rage of ber busband. 
Tbe partners of tbe queen sat quietly 
witb downcast eyes, and did not ap- 
pear to see tbe rasb cbange in tbe toi- 
let of ber majesty, still seemingly wait- 
ing for tb6 play of tbe queen. Sopbia 
played a queen. Lord Hastings played 
tbe king. 

" Lost 1 " said ber majesty, " so must 
tbe queen ever lose wben tbe king 
comes; but it is always a comfort," 
sbe said, witb a bitter smile, ^'to be 
ov.ercome ordy by a king." Sbe played 
on quietly, tbougb sbe knew tbat tbe 
king was already at tbe door of tbe 
room and watcbing ber closely. 

As tbe king stepped forward and 
called ber name, sbe rose and advanced 
toward bim witb an expression of joy- 
fvH surprise. 

"Ah, my busband, wbat a great 
pleasure you bave prepared for us I " 
sbe said, smiling ; " it is most amiable 
qf your majesty to glorify tbis feast 
witb your presence." 

"I come, however," said tbe king, 
in a rude, harsh voice, and thrusting 
the queen's arm in bis own, " to cast 
gloom upon tbis fite; it is good and 
necessary in tbe midst of tumultuous 
earthly pleasures to be reminded of the 
fleeting vanity of all sublunary things; 
and to stUl the voluptuous music witb 
prayer, I am come to administer tbis 
medicine to your vain and sin-sick 
soul. — Come with me, you tbere 1 " 
said tbe king, turning bis head back- 
ward to the courtiers, who were gath- 
ered in silent and frightened groups. 
— " You tbere, follow us I " He 
dragged tbe qaeen forward; silently 
tbe proQCSsion of richly-adorned guests 



followed tbe royal pair, no one knew 
where. 

Tbe queen bad in vain implored the 
king to make known bis purpose. 
This loiig procession, adorned witb 
flowers, diamonds, uniforms, and or- 
ders, bad a gay and festal appearance ; 
you might well suppose them wedding 
guests on their way to church. Tbe 
principal actors on Ibis occasion, bow- 
ever, did not promise to be a happy 
pair. 

The king looked steadily, witb a 
frowning brow and tightly-compressed 
lips, right before bim ; tbe queen, wan 
and trembling, turned ber eyes anx- 
iously from side to side, seeking every- 
where some new danger, some new ter- 
ror prepared for ber. Tbe procession 
stepped silently and earnestly through 
the dressing-rooms, odorous witb flow- 
ers ; through the illuminated ante- 
chamber ; further on through the corri- 
dors and up tbe wide stair steps ; on- 
ward still through long passages till 
they reached the great doors of the 
White Saloon, which Frederick bad 
built and adorned. 

"We bave arrived," said tbe king, 
opening the door and leading in tbe 
queen. Suddenly Sophia Dorothea 
uttered a cry of horror, and fell back- 
ward ; behind her stood tbe curious, 
astonished, and shocked courtiers, 
pressing themselves hastily through 
the door of the saloon. 

" Two coflfins 1 " murmured tbe queen, 
with horror; her timid glance rested 
first upon the solemn coffins, then wan- 
dered anxiously to the lofty, imposing 
marble statues of the prince-electors, 
who, in solemn rest, in this chamber of 
the dead, seemed to bold a watch over 
the coffins of tbe living. 

" Yes, two coffins," said the king — 
" our coffins, Sophia ; and I resolved in 
tbis hour to show them to you and tbe 
assembled court, that this solemn warn- 
ing might arouse you all from yoiu* un- 
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holy and sisfbl lusts. Death must 
strike at your heart to awaken it from 
voluptuous sleep and cause you to look 
within. In these cofiSns we will soon 
rest, and all earthly vanity and glory 
will be at an end. No one will fear 
my glance or my crutch ; no one will 
compliment the beautiful toilet of the 
queen, or admire her diamonds; dust 
will return to dust, and the king and 
the queen be nothing more than food 
for worms I " 

" Not so," said Sophia, whose noble 
and proud heart felt humbled by this 
pious grovelling of her husband ; " not 
so, we will be more than dust and food 
for worms. The dust of common mor- 
tals will be scattered in every direction 
by the hand of Time, and over their 
grav3s will History walk with destroy- 
ing feet ; but she will remain with us 
and will gather our dust, and build 
therewith a monument to our memory ; 
when our bodies of flesh and blood are 
placed in the vault of our ancestors, 
our forms will arise again with limbs 
of marble and bosoms without hearts. 
Look, my husband, at these statues of 
your exalted ancestors ; they have also 
gone down into the vaults, but their 
marble forms have the best places in 
our splendid rooms ; perhaps they listen 
to our words and behold our deeds." 

While the queen spoke, her counte- 
nance was illuminated with royal en- 
ergy and beauty ; she was now, indeed, 
truly imperial, without the aid of dia- 
mond coronets. The queen was her- 
self again ; she had conquered her wo- 
manish fears ; she felt herself not only 
the wife of Frederick, but the sister 
of the King of England, the mother 
of the future king. 

But Frederick, in what he consid- 
ered his holy penitential mood, was 
]made angry by her self-possession, her 
proudly-erected head ; he felt that this 
soul had made itself free from his 
heavy yoke, and claimed and enjoyed 



a separate existence; but she should 
acknowledge him again as her lord, 
and be bowed down with humble pen- 
itence. The queen should become the 
woman, the obedient wife; had not 
the Bible said, and " he shall rule over 
thee"? 

^ So, then, let our ancestors behold 
how we try our coflins before them," 
said the king, placing his hand heavily 
on the shoulder of the queen; ^Hhe 
world knows that diamonds become 
you, and that I, in my uniform, am a 
fine-looking fellow ; let us see now how 
our coffins will clothe us I " 

"What do you mean, my king?" 
said Sophia, fixing her trembling glance 
upon her husband. 

" I mean that we will see if we can 
take our places with dignity and wor- 
thily in our coffins ; that we will do to- 
day in sport what we must hereafter 
do in solemn earnest." 

** This is indeed a cruel jest ! " said 
the queen. 

"Oh, yes, to the children of this 
world every thing seems cruel which 
reminds them of death and the fleet- 
ing nature of all earthly joys," said 
the king, " but such a warning is good 
and healthy to the soul, and if we 
would accustom ourselves from time to 
time to leave the ballroom and rest 
awhile in our coffins, we would, with- 
out doubt, lead more holy and earnest 
lives. Lay yourself therefore, in your 
coffin, Sophia ; it will be to your souPs 
advantage, and my eyes will see a pic- 
ture which, praised be God, you can 
never behold. I shall see you in your 
coffin." 

"Oh, you are younger than I, my 
husband; you will surely see me bu- 
ried; it is not therefore necessary to 
put me to this trial." 

"Conquer your soul, and make it 
quiet and humble," said the king ; " we 
have come hither to try our coffins, and 
we will try them ! " 
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'* The king has a feverish attack of 
piety to-day. I would not have come 
if I had known the intentions of your 
majesty,'' said the queen. 

** You would have come as I willed 
it I" murmured the king, while his 
cheeks glowed with anger and his eyes 
flashed fire. 

Sophia saw these symptoms of a ris- 
ing storm, and she knew that all re- 
straints would be removed if she re- 
sisted longer. She called with a com- 
manding tone to one of her maids of 
honor, and said proudly : 

"Reach me your hand, duchess; I 
am weary, and will for awhile rest 
upon this bed, of a new and uncom- 
mon form." 

With the appearance and nobility of 
a truly royal soul, she raised her robe 
a little, lifted her foot over the edge of 
the coffin, and placed it firmly in the 
bottom. She stood in the coffin proud- 
ly erect, commanding and majestic to 
behold; then, with inimitable grace, 
she stooped and lay down slowly. — 
The coffin creaked and groaned, and 
amongst the crowd of courtiers a mur- 
mur of horror and disgust was heard. 
The king stood near the coffin, and So- 
phia Dorothea looked at him so stead- 
ily, so piercingly, that he had not the 
courage to meet her glance, and fixed 
his eyes upon the ground. The queen 
stood up quietly. The Countess Hacke 
held out her hand to assist her, but she 
waved her proudly back. 

" No," she said, " kings and queens 
leave their coffins by their own strength 
and greatness, and sustained by the 
hand of History alone." Sophia then 
stepped over the edge of the cofihi, 
and, bowing profoundly to the king, 
she said — 

" Your majesty, it la now your turn." 

The king was confused. He cast a 
dark, distrustful glance upon the queen. 
Her simple words had for him a pro- 
phetic meaning, and he shuddered as 



he drew near the coffin. With a pow- 
erful effort he overcame himself, stepped 
into the coffin, and nodded to some of 
his courtiers to assist him in lying 
down. 

" Ah, I rest well upon this couch," 
said Frederick. '* Here will I soon sleep 
till it shall please God to wake me at 
the resurrection ! " 

" May that time be fer removed, my 
king!" said Sophia, earnestly. "Al- 
low me to assist you." 

She reached her hand to the king ; 
he seized it with alacrity, and was in 
the act of rising, when a wild and un- 
accustomed sound was heard without 
— a loud, piercing cry, which was many 
times repeated, then the sound of hasty 
steps approaching the room 1 The pal- 
hd and awe-struck courtiers whispered 
to each other. 

" What is it ? " cried the king, who 
was still sitting in his coffin. 

No one answered. The courtiers 
whispered confused and wild words, 
but no one dared to answer. 

'* I demand to know what has hap- 
pened I " said the king, as with much 
difficulty he sought to raise himself up. 

The major-domo stepped forward. 
" Your majesty, two soldiers are with- 
out who held watch in the corridor ; 
they declare that a long, white figure, 
with a veiled face and black gloves, 
passed slowly by them the whole 
length of the corridor, and entered 
this room; they, believing that some 
unseemly mask wished to approach 
your majesty, followed the figure, and 
saw it enter this room. They ran 
hither to seize the maskers, but your 
majesty knows no such person is here." 

" The white lady I " cried the king, 
and sank powerless and as if broken to 
pieces in the coffin. " The white lady I 
veiled and with black gloves! That 
signifies my death ! " 

"The white lady!" murmured the 
courtiers, withdrawing involuntarily 
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from the door through which the evil- 
omened white lady should enter. 

The queen alone was silent. She 
looked around with a searching glance 
upon the marble statues of the prince- 
electors, and her soul was far away 
with her beloved son Frederick. 



CHAPTER VIL 

THB MAID OF HONOB, AKD THE GAB- 

DENEB. 

It w^s a lovely day in May. The 
lilacs were in bloom; the birds were 
singing their sweetest songs ; the swans 
floating upon the tranquil lake, which, 
bordered with water-lilies and other 
fragrant plants, was one of the chief 
ornaments in the garden of the prince 
* royal at Rheinsberg. It was still early ; 
the residents of the palace, which was 
surrounded by this beautiful garden, 
were sleeping; the windows were 
closed and curtained, and you heard 
none of the sounds which usually arose 
from this gay and charming p^ace. 
No music fell on the ear but the melt- 
ing tones of the nightingale and the 
morning song of the lark. 

The prince royal himself was still 
asleep, for his flute was silent, and 
that was a sure sign to all who lived 
in the palace, that the lord of the house 
was not awake, or at least that he had 
not yet begun the day. 

The music of his flute was the morn- 
ing sacrifice with which the young 
prince greeted the day; it, like the 
pUlar of Memnon, which gave forth a 
sound when touched by the rays of the 
sun, announced to his flattering cour- 
tiers that their sun had arisen. 

But the flute was silent ; th^ sun had 
therefore not arisen, although its beams 
had long been flooding the park in 
golden light, and drinking from every 



flower the dew that had fallen during 
the past sultry night. 

Fritz Wendel, the gardener, was al- 
ready busy with his watering-pot, and 
was at the same time anxiously select- 
ing and gathering the most beautiful 
flowers, and concealing them carefully 
under the various plants and bushes; 
perhaps to protect them from the heat 
of the sun, perhaps to secure them from 
the curious eyes of some observer. 
Such eyes were already observing him, 
{^d resting upon him vidth an e2[pre&* 
sion so tender and smiling, that you 
could see that the young girl to whom 
they belonged had a special interest in 
the tall, handsome gardener, who, in 
his modest, simple dress, and his great 
and imposing beauty, appeared to real- 
ize the truth of the old &bles, of the 
gods who visited the earth in dis- 
guise. He might have been Apollo 
charmed by some Daphne, and taking 
this rude dress to approach the shep- 
herdess he loved. Perhaps this chain- 
ing young girl thought thus, and on 
that account looked at him so smiling- 
ly from behind the lilacs, or perhaps 
she believed him to be a prince, and 
waited anxiously for the moment when 
he would throw off his disguise and 
declare himself her equal. For she 
was, although not a princess, maid of 
honor to one, and •of noble birth. 

But youth is indifferent to such 
things as a genealogical tree, or a coat- 
of-arms, and what cared this child of 
thirteen summers whether Fritz Wen- 
del was the son of a prince or a peas- 
ant ? He pleased her because he was 
young and handsome, and he had one 
other great charm, he was her first 
lover. Every one else called Made- 
moiselle von Schwerin a child, and 
jested with little Louise. The princess 
royal had begged her from her mother, 
as a sort of plaything with which to 
amuse her lonely hours, aud the title 
"maid of honor" was only a jest, 
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which served merely to secure the en- 
trance of the young lady to her royal 
mistress at any time. 

But Louise was only a child in years ; 
she possessed ah*eady the heart, the 
feelings, and the desires of a woman ; 
nothing, therefore, hurt her pride so 
much as being called a child, and she 
was never happier than when her 
beauty and talent caused her youth to 
be forgotten. 

Fritz Wendel, the young gardener, 
knew nothing of her age. For him 
she was Mademoiselle von Schwerin, a 
young lady, the goddess at whose shrine 
he worshipped, the fairy under whose 
glance his flowers bloomed, and his 
heart beat high. For her alone he 
tended the flowers and the fruits; for 
her alone had God created the earth ; 
was she not its queen, and was it not 
natural that Fritz Wendel lay at her 
feet, and called her the star of his ex- 
istence ? 

The young lady, having watched her 
silent, dreaming "first lover" long 
enough, and tired of this unnatural 
silence, walked forward from her place 
of concealment, and bade Fritz Wen- 
del good-morning, just as he was gath- 
ering a beautifnl narcissus. 

Poor Fritz trembled, and a deep 
blush overspread his face; he was so 
embarrassed that he forgot to return 
the young girl's greeting, and only 
bent still lower over the flower which 
he held in his hand. 

"For whom are your flowers in- 
tended ? " said Louise, " and why have 
you hidden the most beautiful ones? 
Will you not place them in the bou* 
quet which you arrange every morning 
for the princess ? " she continued, in an 
earnest tone. 

" I have never been ordered to gather 
the most beautiful flowers for the prin- 
cess," said Fritz Wendel, who had not 
yet dared to glance at the young lady. 
"The prince royal commanded me to 



place fresh flowers in the vases every 
morning ; that is all." 

" But it seems to me that is not all," 
said Louise, laughing, "ibr you were 
gathering other flowers ; for whom are 
they intended, if not for the princess 
royal 'i " 

Fritz Wendel at length dared to 
raise his eyes, and glance timidly at 
the smiling face of the young girl who 
stood near him. 

" They are also intended for a prin- 
cess," he said, in a low voice — "for 
my princess." 

" Oh I then you have a special prin- 
cess for whom you gather flowers ? " 

"Yes, I have my princess, whom I 
serve, and for whom I would willingly 
sacrifice my life," cried the impetuous 
young man, with all the energy of his 
passionate and untamed nature. 

Mademoiselle von Schwerin played 
carelessly with the branch of lilac 
which she held in her hand. She 
plucked off the small blossoms, and 
throwing them in the air, blew them 
about, as she danced here and there 
on tiptoe. 

"I would like to know how it is 
that I find a magnificent bouquet in 
my room every morning, and who it is 
that dares to gather more beautiful 
flowers for me than any to be found in 
the vases of the princess royal ? " 

'^It mast be some one who adores 
you," said the young gardener, with 
his eyes on the ground, and blushing 
deeply at his own temerity. 

"Then it is a nobleman, perhaps 
one of the court gentlemen," she said, 
casting a teasing glance on her em- 
barrassed lover. "Who else would 
dare to adore me, or to send me flow- 
ers?" 

"Yes, yon are right, who would 
dare ? " murmured Fritz Wendel ; " per- 
haps some poor, deluded mortal, led 
by a wild insanity to forget his humble 
condition, and consider himself your 
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equal. There bave been maniacs who 
imagined themselves great among 
earth's greatest men, and equal to the 
very God in heaven." 

" How pale you are I " cried Louise, 
looking at the young man with undis- 
sembled tenderness. "Why do you 
weep, Fritz ? " 

She took his hand, and gazed into 
his eyes with a most singular expres- 
sion, half curious, half questioning. 

Fritz Wendel trembled with delight 
at her touch, but withdrew his hand 
almost with violence. 

"I weep because I am a miserable 
gardener," he murmured ; " I weep be- 
cause I am not great and noble, like 
the gentlemen at court." 

"Yesterday Baron von Kaiserling 
gave an account of an Austrian gen- 
eral, who was the son of a peasant, 
and had been a cowherd. Now he is 
a general, and is married to the daugh- 
ter of a count." 

The countenance of Fritz "Wendel 
beamed with energy and courage. 

" Oh I why is there not a war ? " he 
cried, enthusiastically. "I could not 
fail to become a general, for I should 
fight like a lion." 

" You would like to become a gen- 
eral, in order to marry the daughter of 
a count ? " 

"Not the daughter of a count, but — " 

"Fritz Wendell Fritz Wendell" 
called a voice in the distance. 

" It is the head gardener," said poor 
Fritz, sadly. " Farewell, farewell ; be 
kind and gracious, and come again to- 
morrow to the garden." 

He took his basket of flowers, and 
hurried down the avenue. 

Mademoiselle v.on Schwerin followed 
him, with an angry glance. "Once 
more no declaration of love," she mur- 
mured, stamping on the groynd with 
the spitefulness of a child. " He shall 
make me a declaration. Madame von 
Morien says there is .nothing more 



heavenly than to hear for the first time 
that you are beloved. She also says it 
is wisest not to choose your lovers 
among your equals, but either above 
or beneath you, for then you may be 
sure that you will not be betrayed. 
She told me yesterday that she was 
never so worshipped as by a young 
huntsman who served her father when 
she was just my age, and that no other 
man had ever adored her as he had 
done. Now Fritz Wendel loves me 
also, and he shall make me a declara- 
tion, for I must know what ,this charm- 
ing sensation is. He shall do it to- 
morrow. I will be so kind and gentle 
that he will tell me of his love. But 
now I must return to the palace. I 
dare not be found here," and the young 
girl flew away lightly as a gazelle. 



CHAPTER VHI. 

VON MAWTBUFFBL, THE DIPLOMAT. 

The garden was again solitary. 
Nothing was heard but the chattering 
of birds, as they flitted from limb to 
limb, and the whispering of the wind 
among the trees ; all else was tranquil 
and still. But this did not last long. 
The noise of advancing footsteps gave 
evidence of the approach of some one, 
whose figure was soon visible at the 
entrance of the grand avenue. 

This person was again a ladyc^ who, 
if not so beautiful as Mademoiselle von 
Schwerin, was still pretty enough to be 
called one of the fair sex. She was 
dressed in a charming and tasteful 
morning robe, which was eminently 
adapted to display to advantage the 
beautiful contour of her tali and stately 
figure. 

Nor had she come into the garden 
merely to breathe the fresh morning 
air, and enjoy the delightful fragrance 
of flowers; these were scarcely ob- 
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served, as she hurriedly swept past 
them. She stood still for a moment at 
the end of the long avenue, and looked 
cautiously around in all directions. 
Seeing that no one was near, that she 
was alone and unobserved, she turned 
aside into the bushes, and, following a 
narrow, overgrown path, at last arrived 
at the garden wall, where she remained 
standing before a small door for a mo- 
ment, listening with suppressed breath- 
ing. Hearing nothing, she clapped her 
hands three times, and listened again. 
And now a repetition of her signal 
could be heard from the other side, 
and she cried in clear and silvery tones, 
" Good-morning, good-morning 1 " A 
deep, manly voice returned her greet- 
ing from the other side of the wall. 

" It is he ! " murmured the lady, and 
quickly drawing a key from her pock- 
et, she opened the door. 

The man who had been standing 
outside sprang forward through the' 
open gate, and, bowing low to the 
lady, pressed her proffered hand to his 
lips. 

" Good-morning, Count Manteuffel," 
said she, smiling. ^' Really you are as 
punctual as if coming to a rendezvous 
with your lady-love." 

" Tempi pcbMoti ! " sighed the count. 
" I am married." 

" So am I," said the lady, laughing ; 
"that is, however, no reason why — " 

*'You should not still have ardent 
and devoted admirers," said the coimt, 
interrupting her. "But you are still 
young and beautiful, while I have 
grown old. Tell me, kind lady, by 
what art you have preserved the charm- 
ing freshness of youth, and those bright 
and sparkling eyes by wliich I was so 
completely enslaved when I still had a 
heart ?" " 

The lady gave him a penetrating, 
mocking look. "Count Manteuffel," 
said she, "you are so friendly, and 
your adoration is of so profound a na- 



ture, that you undoubtedly have some 
very particular favor to solicit at my 
hands. But come, let us enter that Ut- 
tle pavilion; there we will find com- 
fortable seats, and be secure from all 
interruption." 

They passed silently along the wall 
to the pavilion, to which the same key 
gave access which had before opened 
the garden door. 

"Here we are safe," said the lady, 
throwing back the lace veil which had 
concealed her &ce. " Come, count, let 
us be seated; and now tell me why 
you desired this meeting, and why it 
is that your valet was not sent as usual 
to deliver your Jetters and lo receive 
mine ? " 

" I had an irresistible longing to see 
you, to behold once more your lovely * 
countenance," said the count, with a 
deep sigh. 

"But just now you said you had no 
heart," said the lady, laughing. 

" Toil are the enchantress who recalls 
it to life. Really you do credit to your 
name, and, thanks to Madame Brandt, 
my heart is again in flames." 

" Count, it is very evident that you 
are now playing a part to which you 
are not accustomed," exclaimed Ma- 
dame Brandt, laughing. "When you 
attempt to act the lover you become 
insipid, while you are known and 
aclniowledged to be one of the shrewd- 
est and most ingenious of diplomatists. 
But no diplomatic subterfuges with 
me, I pray. Let us waste no time on 
the shell, but to the kernel at once I 
What do you require of me ? In my 
last letter I gave you an accurate ac- 
count of the state of affairs at court, 
and also of the state of my finances, 
which is precisely that of the prince 
royal's; that is, his purse is as empty 
as mine." 

"And both of you have an empress 
who is only too happy to have the 
privilege of supplying this deficiency," 
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said Oount Manteuffel, drawing forth a 
well-filled parse, through the silken 
meshes of which gold glittered, and 
presenting it to the lady. " I am only 
sorry to say there are several empresses 
who have the inestimable privilege of 
assisting the prince royal and Madame 
Brandt" 

"What do you mean, count? "We 
no longer understand each other, and I 
beg of you not to speak in riddles, 
which I am not prepared to solve." 

" I mean to say that the prince royal, 
in his moneyed embarrassments, no long- 
er addresses himself to the Empress 
of Austria, although she, as his nearest 
relative, as the aunt of the princess 
royal, has undoubtedly the first claim 
to his confidence." 

" But perhaps the purse of the Em- 
press of Austria is insufilcient to meet 
his demands," said Madac^e von Brandt. 

"He should first have tested the 
purse of the empress, as he frequently 
did in former time&->in tim^ when 
not only the prince royal, but also his 
sister of Baireuth, experienced the gen- 
erosity of their imperial aunt. But 
the prince royal readily forgets the 
benefits which he has received." 

" That he does," sighed Madame von 
Brandt. "We poor women are the 
greatest sufiTerers. He has loved us all, 
and forgotten us all." 

"All ? " asked Counts ManteuffeL 

" Ail, count I We are nothing more 
to him than the plaything of an hour ; 
he then wearies of us, and throws us 
aside. There is but one whom he loves 
truly and constantly." 

" And this lady's name ? " 

" The flute, count 1 Ah, you looked 
sadly crestfallen. True, this lady cao- 
not be bribed, either with Austrian 
gold or with the flattery of the skilful 
Count Manteuffel; she is always dis- 
creet, always mysterious ; she never be- 
trays her lover. Ah, count, we might 
both learn something from this noble 



flute. Yes, believe me, I would try to 
be like her, if, unfortunately, I did not 
need so many things for which a flute 
has no use, and if the glitter of Aus- 
trian gold were not so alluring. But 
you. Count Manteuffel, why are you not 
like the flute? Why .have you spies 
and eavesdroppers at all places ? Why 
are you an Austrian spy at the c5urt 
of Prussia — ^you who have wealth, ratok, 
and standing which should place you 
above such paltry considerations ? " 

Count ManteuffePs brow darkened, 
and he compressed his lips angrily. 
But he quickly subdued this momen- 
tary irritation, and was once more the 
affable, easy, and attentive diplomat. 

" I serve the Austrian court from in- 
clination," said he, "from preference, 
and c^ainly with honest intentions. 
I serve that court, because I am deeply 
convinced that upon Austria devolves 
the privilege and duty of dethroning 
all other German princes, and uniting 
all Germany under one government, of 
converting Austria into Germany.— 
Prussia must then cease to exist in Aus- 
tria, and must bend the knee as a vas- 
sal That is my political conviction, 
and I act in accordance with it." 

"And for this political conviction 
you receive Austrian gold and Austrian 
decorations," observed Madame von 
Brandt, laughing. "For the sake of 
your political conviction you have 
spies at all points, at the court of Pots- 
dam, at the court of Dresden, and even 
here at the little court at Rheinsberg. 
Not satisfied with having bought over 
the prince royal's cook, and induced 
him to keep a diary for your inspec- 
tion,*, you have also succeeded in se- 
curing the services of that humble and 
modest little person, Madame von 
Brandt, who well knows that all this 
costs your grace a considerable amount 
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of money. And now you wisb to make 
me believe that you do these things on 
account of your political conviction. 
Softly, my dear count! I, too, am a 
little diplomat, and have my convic- 
tions, and one of these is, that Count 
Manteuffel has but one passion, and 
that is, to play a political rSle, and to 
make as much money in that way as 
he possibly can. And to the good 
Count Manteuffel it is a matter of per- 
fect indifference whether this money 
comes from Prussian or from Austrian 
sources." 

"And why these amiable pleasant- 
ries?" said the count, with a forced 
smiile. 

"They mean, my dear count, that 
. this miserable acting should cease ; that 
we should lay aside our masks, and 
deal with each other truly and sin- 
cerely, when alone, as we are at pres- 
ent. I serve you because I am paid for 
it ; you serve Austria, because you are 
paid for it. If, in time of need, you 
were not at hand with a well-filled 
purse, I would cease to serve you ; and 
you would no longer be enthusiastic 
on the subject of Austrian dominion, 
if Austria's money should cease to flow 
into your coffers. And now, my dear 
count, I believe we understand each 
other; and, without further circumlo- 
cution, what do you require of me — 
what have you to communicate ? " 

" I musfc speak with you on matters 
of very grave importance." 

" I knew it I your flattery betrayed 
you," said Madame Brandt. "Well, 
begin." 

"First of all, my dear baroness, you 
must know that the prince royal will 
in a few days be king." 

"Not so, count; a courier arrived 
yesterday evening with the intelligence 
that his m^esty was much better. The 
prince royal is so rejoiced that he has 
determined to give a fete in honor of 
Madame von Mcrien to-day," 



" Does the prince royal still love this 
lady ? " 

" I told you before that he loved his 
flute alone," said Madame Brandt. 

" Does he not, then, love the princess 
royal ? " • 

" No I And perhaps he would not 
love her even if she were changed into 
a flute. He would probably say to 
Quantz, * It is not made of good wood, 
and has a bad tone,' and would lay it 
aside." 

" And do you believe he would do 
that with the princess? although she 
is no flute, do you believe he would 
cast her aside ? " 

" The princess dreads it." 

" And so does the empress I " 

" But why was a woman, who not 
only knows nothing about music, but 
has a hoarse and discordant voice, and 
and who articulates so indistinctly that 
the prince royal could not imderstand 
her were she to say the wittiest things 
imaginable, why should such a woman 
have been given as a wife to a prince 
of such remarkable musical proclivi- 
ties? One does not marry a woman 
merely to look at her." 

" Then you believe the prince royal 
will separate himself from his wife as 
soon as he obtains his freedom, that is, 
when he becomes king?" observed 
Count Manteuffel, thoughtfully. 

"Of that I know nothing, count. 
The prince never speaks of his wife, 
even to his most intimate friends ; and 
in his tenderest moments Madame 
Morien herself endeavors in vain to 
obtain some information on this sub- 
ject." 

"The prince is very discreet and 
very suspicious. Madame Morien must 
therefore be bought over," murmured 
the count. 

" That will be a difficult task," said 
Madame Brandt. " She is unfortu- 
nately very rich, and attaches but little 
importance to money. I know of but 
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one means. Procure for her a lover 
who is handsomer, more ardent, and 
more passionate than the prince royal, 
and she can be won I For it is well 
known that Madame Morien has a very 
susceptible heart." 

" Baroness, no jesting, if you please ; 
the matters under discussion are of the 
gravest importance, and our time is 
limited. Madame Morien must be won 
over. She alone can influence the 
prince through his heart, and her influ- 
ence must be exerted to prevent a sep- 
aration of the prince royal firom his 
wife. You, my dear baroness, must 
induce Madame Morien to do this ; you, 
with your bewitching eloquence, must 
make Madame Morien comprehend that 
this is the only means of doing pen- 
ance for her sinful life, and that her 
only chance of reconciliation with 
Heaven depends upon her restoration 
of the faithless husband to the arms 
of his noble wife. She could, perhaps, 
save the princess royal and the impe- 
rial court the disgrace of a separation. 
The princess must remain the wife of 
the king. This is the only tie which 
can bind the king to Austria. The 
prince is surrounded by the enemies of 
Austria, of whom Suhm is the most 
dangerous." 

'^Well, he, at least, is not near the 
prince. You know that he is the am- 
bassador of Saxony at the court of St. 
Petersburg." 

^^ Therein lies the main difficulty! 
The prince royal places unlimited con- 
fidence in him, they correspond in 
characters which we have vainly en- 
deavored to decipher; and the result 
of this correspondence is, that Suhm 
has already procured the prince royal 
a loan of ten thousand dollars from 
the Duke of Courland, and that he has 
now secured him the annual sum of 
twenty-four thousand dollars from the 
Empress Anne. These payments will 
continue until the prince ascends the 



throne; the first has just been re- 
ceived." * 

"That is a fable," exclaimed Ma- 
dame Brandt, laughing. "The prince 
is as poor as Job, and for some time 
past has been literally besieged by his 
creditors I " 

" And it can be no other than Russia 
who assists him in these difficulties I " 
exclaimed Count Manteuffel, in despair. 
"We must leave nothing undone to 
lessen the influence of this dangerous 
enemy, and to win Prussia to Austrian 
interests. Germany wishes for peace, 
and Prussia and Austria must be on 
good terms. If Prussia and Austria 
were to take up arms against each 
other, the balance of power in Europe 
would be destroyed, and a war would 
be inaugurated which, perhaps, for 
years would deluge Germany with 
blood and tears 1 Austria will do all 
that lies in her power to avoid this; 
and we, my dear friend, will be Aus- 
tria's allies, and will assist her to the 
best of our ability. Russia has given 
Prussia money, it is true, but an in- 
debtedness of this kind ceases the mo- 
ment the money is returned. When 
the prince royal ascends the throne, he 
will pay to Russia what he owes her, 
and with that all obligations will be 
at an end. Then another tie must be 
found to bind Austria more firmly to 
Prussia. And you must help to weave 
this tie. The prince royal must never 
be separated from his wife I The fu- 
ture Queen of Prussia will then be the 
niece of the empress. The duties of a 
nephew will consequently devolve on 
the king. To unite the two houses 
more closely, another marriage must 
be brought about. The Prince Augus- 
tus William, the presumptive heir of 
the prince royal, must, like the latter, 
espouse a princess of the house of 



« ** (Bayres de FrMdrlo le Grand,** vol. xvl., pp 
840,856,860,884. 



VON MANTEUFFEL, THE DIPLOMAT. 



33 



Brunswick — a sister of the princess 
royal." 

'^ That is impossible I " exclaimed 
Madame Brandt, with vivacity. 

" Impossible 1 Why impossible ? " 

'^Because the heart of the Prince 
Augustus William is already filled 
-with a deep and passionate love — a 
love which would even touch you, 
that is, if you are susceptible to pity." 

^' My dear madame, we are speaking 
of afififdrs of state, and you discourse of 
love ! What have politics to do with 
love ! The prince may love whom he 
will, provided he marries the Princess 
of Brunswick." 

" But his Ls a great and noble, a real 
love, count — a love over which we 
have no power, in which the devil had 
no hand; a love as pure as Heaven, 
and deserving of Heaven's blessing 1 
You must give this plan up, count; 
the Prince Augustus William will 
never marry the Princess of Brunswick.* 
He is far too noble to give his hand 
without his heart, and that is devoted 
to the beautiful Laura von Panne- 
Witz." 

" A prince of the blood who loves 
a little maid of honor, and wishes to 
marry her?" exclaimed Von Man- 
teuffel, laughing loudly. ^'How ro- 
mantic I how sublime 1 what excellent 
materials for a sentimental romance 1 
My dear baroness, I congratulate you I 
This discovery does all honor to your 
poetical temperament." 

" Mock me, if you will, count ; but I 
repeat, nevertheless, that Prince Au- 
gustus William will not marry the 
Princnss of Brunswick, for he loves the 
beautiiful maid of honor of the queen, 
and is determined to make her his 
wife." 

*^We will know how to break this 
determination," said Count ManteuffeL 
*^The prince royal will assist us, de- 
pend upon it. He is not an enthusi- 
astic lover like Augustus William, and 



will never consent to his brother's 
making a misalliance." 

**And I tell you, the prince would 
rather die than give up the beautiful 
Laura." 

" Well, then she must give him up," 
said Count MauteufTel, with cruel com- 
posure. 

^ Poor Laura," said Madame Brandt, 
with a sigh, " she loves him ,so dearly ! 
it will break her heart to lose hinu" 

" Pshaw I the heart of every woman 
is broken one or more times, but it al- 
ways heals again, and when warmed 
by a new love, the old scars disappear 
entirely. You, dear baroness, have ex- 
perienced this in yourself. Have you 
no recollection of the days of our ar- 
dent and passionate love? Did we 
not expect to die when we were sepa- 
rated ? Did we not wring our hands, 
and pray for death as a relief? And 
are we not still living, to smile pitying- 
ly at the pangs we then endured, and 
to remember how often we have ex- 
perienced delight, how often love has 
since triumphed in our hearts ? " 

^' It is true," sighed Madame Brandt, 
" we outlive our sorrows ; the heart of 
women resembles the worm — ^it still 
lives and quivers, although cut in 
pieces." 

"Well," said Count Manteuffel, 
laughing, ^Hhe heart of Laura von 
Pannewitz is merely a worm, and we 
will not hesitate to cut it in pieces, as 
it will still live merrily on. You, my 
dear friend, shall be the knife which 
performs the operation. Are you will- 
ing?" 

For a moment Madame Brandt 
looked down sadly, and seemed lost 
in thonght. 

" True," she murmured, " we outlive 
it, but the best part of our being is 
destroyed! I should never have be- 
come what I am, if I had not been 
ruthlessly torn from my first dream of / 
love. We shall not kill Laura von 
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Pannewitz^s body, bat her soul will 
suflfer 1 " 

"And as it is not our province to 
look after souls, that need give us no 
care ; a political necessity demands that 
Prince Augustus William shall marry 
the Princess of Brunswick. It de- 
mands, moreover, that the prince royal 
shall not be divorced from his wife, 
bnt that the niece of the empress shall 
be Queen of Prussia. In both of these 
affairs we need your assistance. You 
must closely watch the Prince Augus- 
tus William and his lady-love, and, at 
i^e proper time, bring the affair to 
light. By your eloquence you must 
convince Madame Morien that it is her 
duty to exert her influence with the 
prince royal to prevent his separation 
from his wife. This is your task, and 
a noble task it is. Its objects are — to 
protect the peace of married life; to 
recall two noble hearts to the duties 
which they owe to the world; and 
lastly, to create a new bimd of union 
between two mighty Gterman powers. 
The wife of the Emperor Charles VI., 
the noble empress, will not be ungrate- 
ful to her ally, Madame Brandt. On 
the day on which Prince William 
espouses the Princess Louisa Amelia 
^of Brunswick, Madame Brandt will re- 
ceive * present of twenty thousand 
dollars from the empress.^' 

The countenance of Madame Brandt 
was radiant with pleasure and delight. 

"The prince shall and will marry 
the Princess Louisa Amelia — my word 
for it I I am then to be the demon who, 
with his poisonous breath, destroys 
. this romantic, this beautiful love; the 
evil genius who drives the fair Laura 
to despair! But why should I pity 
her ? She suffers the fate of all women 
— ^my fate. Who pitied, who saved 
me? No one listened to my cry of 
anguish, and no one shall heed the 
wailing cry of the fair Laura von Pan- 
newitz. Count, she is condenmed! — 



But, hark I Do you not hear fiunt 
tones of distant music? The prince 
royal has arisen, and is playing the 
flute at his open window. We must 
now separate; the garden will soon 
be full of people, and we are no longer 
safe from intrusion. A boat-ride on 
the lake is in contemplation for the 
early morning hours, and then Chazot 
will read Voltaire's last drama to the 
assembled court." 



CHAPTER IX. 

FBEDEBICK, THE FBINCE ROYAL. 

Madame BRAimx was not mistaken : 
the prince royal was awake, and was 
bringing a tribute to beautiful, sunny 
Nature in return for the sweetly-scented 
air that came through his window. 
There he stood, with the flute at his 
lips, and looked out at God's lovely, 
laughing world with a sparkling eye 
and joyful countenance. A cheerfril 
quiet, a holy peace shone in his beau- 
tiful face; his whole being seemed 
bathed in perfect harmony and content- 
ment, and the soft, melting tone . v^f L" s 
flute but echoed his thoughts. S '^- 
denly he ceased playing, and t- I'^hVj 
bowed his head to catch the -wee, 
dying notes that were still tr: '^^Ki if 
in the air. 

"That was good," said he, sailing, 
"and I believe I can note i* '"»\vd 
without exciting the anger of Q ' it /. " 
He took his flute again, and so it v . e- 
peated the air he had just flni hcjl. 
" I will write it immediately, ai I pl.ty 
it this evening before my critic nl inioi- 
dans." 

While speaking, Frederick mil iiis 
bedroom, and passed into hi^^ > a -nary. 
On entering this room, a U ; itifal 
smile flitted over his face, u . i he 
bowed his head as if saluting e^ome 
on^. It would be impossible f ima- 
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gine a more charming and tasteful apart- 
ment. It had been arranged according 
to the directions of the prince royal, 
and was in a great degree a true por- 
trait of himself, a temple which he had 
erected to art, science, and friendship. 

This room was in the new tower, and 
its circular form gave it a peculiar ap- 
pearance. It was most appropriately 
compared to a temple. High glass 
cases around the walls contained the 
works of Voltaire, Kacine, Molifere, and 
Comeille; those of Homer, CsBsar, Ci- 
cero, and Ovid ; also the Italian poets 
Dante, Petrarch, and Macchiavelli. — 
All that had a good name in the lit- 
erary world found its way into the li- 
brary of the prince royal — ^all, except- 
ing the works of German authors. 

Between the book-cases, the shelves 
of which were ornamented here and 
there with busts of celebrated writers, 
were alcoves, in which stood small 
satin damask sofas, over which hung, 
in heavily-gilt frames, the portraits of 
Frederick's friends and contempora- 
ries. 

The largest and most beautiful was 
one of Voltaire. He had received the 
honored place; and when Frederick 
raised his eyes from his work, while 
sitting at lus escritoire, they rested 
upon the smiling face of the talented 
French writer, whom the prince royal 
had selected as his favorite, and with 
whom he had for many years corre- 
sponded. 

The prince went with hasty steps to 
his table, and, without noticing the 
sealed letters that were lying there, he 
took a piece of lined paper, and began 
to write, humming softly the melody 
he had just composed. He occasion- 
ally threw down his pen, and took the 
flute that was lying at his side, to try, 
before noting them, different accords 
and passages. * 

«It is finished at last/' said the 
prince^ laying aside his pen. *^ My 



adagio is finished, and I think Quantz 
will have no excuse for grumbling to- 
day; he must be contented with his 
pupil This adagio is good ; I feel it 
—I know it; and if the Bendas as- 
sume their usual artiste airs, I will tell 
them — ^no, I will tell them nothing," 
said the prince, smiling. '' It is useless 
to show those gentlemen that I care for 
their approval, or court their applause. 
Ours is a pitiful race, and I see the 
time approaching when I shall despise 
and mistrust tlie whole world; and 
still my heart is soft, and gives a warm 
approval to all that is great and beau- 
tiful, and it would make me very happy 
to love and trust my fellow-men ; but 
they do not desire it — ^they would not 
appreciate it. Am I not surrounded 
by spies, who watch all my move- 
ments, listen to every word I utter, and 
then pour their poison into the ear of 
the king ? But enough of this," said 
the prince, after a pause. '' This May 
air makes me dreamy. Away with 
these cobwebs I I have not time to 
sigh or dream." 

He arose, and walked hastily up and 
down his room, then approached the 
escritoire, and took the letters. As his 
eye fell on the first, he smiled proudly. 

" From Voltaire," he murmured 
softly, breaking the seal, and. hastily 
opening the enclosure, which contained 
two letters and several loose scraps of 
printed matter. The prince uttered a 
cry of joyful astonishment, and scarcely 
noticing the two letters, he gazed with 
a half-tender, half-curious expression- 
on the printed papers he held in his 
hand. 

"At last! at last!" exclaimed the 
prince, " my wish will be accomplished. 
The first step toward fame is taken. I 
shall no longer be unknown, or only 
known as the son of a king, the inher- 
itor of a throne. I shall have a name. 
I shall acquire renown, for I will be a 
poet, an author, and shall claim a place 
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in the republic of genius. I shall not 
need a crown to preserve my name in 
history. The first step is taken. My 
' Anti-Macchiayelli* is in press. I will 
tread under foot this monster of knav- 
ish and diabolic statecraft, and all 
Europe shall see that a German prince 
is the first to break a lance against this 
Hacchiavelli, who is making the peo- 
ple the slaves of princes. By his vile 
principles, he is moulding princes into 
such monsters that all mankind must 
curse them." 

And again looking at the paper, the 
prince read a few lines, his voice trem- 
bling with displeasure : 

^' If it is a crime to destroy the inno- 
cence of a private individual who ex- 
ercises a limited infiuence, is it not far 
worse to undermine the moral charac- 
ter of princes who should exhibit to 
their subjects an example of goodness, 
greatness, kindness, and love? The 
plagues sent by Heaven are but pass- 
ing, and destroy only in certain locali- 
ties; and, although most disastrous, 
their efiects pass away in time. But 
the vices of kings create incurable mis- 
ery; yes, misery enduring for genera- 
tions. How deplorable is the condi- 
tion of nations who have every evil to 
fear from their ruler, their property ex- 
posed to the covetousness of a prince, 
their freedom to his humor, and their 
lives to his cruelty I " 

Frederick ceased, and turned over a 
few pages of his " Anti-Macchiavelli," 
and then continued to read : 

" Macchiavelli speaks in his ^Priih- 
eipe ' of miniature sovereigns, who, hav- 
ing but small states, can send no. armies 
to the field. The author advises them 
to fortify their capitals, and in time of 
war to confine themselves and their 
troops to them. 

" The Italian princes, of whom Mac- 
chiavelli speaks, only play the part of 
men before their servants. Most of the 
smaller princies, and especially those of 



Germany, ruin themselves by spending 
sums far exceeding their revenues, and 
thus by vanity are led to want. Even 
the youngest scion of the least impor- 
tant salaried prince imagines himself as 
great as Louis. He builds his Ver- 
sailles, and sustains his army. There 
is in reality a certain salaried prince of 
a noble house, who has in his service 
all the varieties of guards that usually 
form the households of great kings, 
but all on so minute a scale that it is 
necessary to employ a microscope to 
distinguish each separate corps, and 
whose army is perhaps strong enough 
to represent a battle on the stage of 
Verona." 

Prince Frederick laughed aloud. 
" WeU, I think my most worthy cousin, 
Ernest Augustus, of 8axe-Wiemar, will 
understand this allusion, and in grati- 
tude for my giving his name to posteri- 
ty in my * Anti-Macchiavelli ' will un- 
ravel the mystery, and inform the 
world how it is possible, with the an- 
nual income of four hundred dollars, to 
keep a retinue of seven hundred men, 
a squadron of one hundred and eighty, 
and a company of cavalry; if he is 
capable of accomplishing this, without 
plunging into debt, he is certainly my 
superior, and I could learn a great deal 
from him. I could learn of him how 
to rid myself of this torment that I 
endure from day to day, from hour to 
hour. What could be a greater degra- 
dation to an honorable man than to be 
compelled to flatter the base pride of 
these vile usurers to whom I am forced 
to resort for the money I need; this 
n^oney pressed, perhaps, frx>m widows 
and orphans I To think that I, the in- 
heritor of a kingdom, am in this con- 
dition — that I must lower myself to 
sue and plead before these men, while 
millions are lying in the cellars of my 
father^s palace at Berlin I But what I 
Have I the right to complain? am I 
the only one who suffers from the 
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closeness of the king I are not the 
people of Berlin crying for bread, 
while the royal larder is filled to over- 
flowing? But patience I the day will 
come when the keys will be in my 
hands — on that day I will give Uhe 
people what rightly belongs to them, 
bread. I will unlock the treasury and 
set free the imprisoned millions. — ^But 
what noise is this?" said the prince, 
approaching the door. 

Loud and angry noises were heard 
from without " I tell you I must and 
will speak with the prince royal," cried 
a threatening voice; "I have waited 
in vain for two months, in vain ad- 
dressed to him the most modest and 
respectful letters ; I have not even been 
deemed worthy to receive an answer. 
Now I have come to receive it in person, 
and I swear I will not leave this spot 
without an explanation v^th the prince 
royal I " 

"It is Ephraim," muttered Fred- 
erick, with a deep frown. 

" Well, you can stand here until you 
become a pillar of salt, like your great- 
gfandmother of old," cried another 
voice. 

"This is Knobelsdorf," said Fred- 
erick. 

"The idea is good," said the first 
voice, " yet it is not I who will become 
a pillar of salt, but others will from 
fright and terror, when I come with 
my avenging sword ; for justice I will 
have, and if I do not obtain it here, I 
shaU immediately go and demand it 
of the king." 

" From the king I You do not know, 
then, that his majesty is dying ? " 

" Not so, not so I if that were so, I 
would not be here; I would have 
waited quietly for that justice from the 
new king which I demanded in vain 
from the prince royaL The king is 
recovering; I saw him in his arm- 
chair in the garden ; for this reason I 
insist on speaking to the prince." 



"But if I tell you his royal highness 
is still asleep ? " 

"I would not believe you, for I 
heard him playing on his flute." 
^ "That was Quantz." 

"Quantzl He is not capable of 
playing such an adagio; no, no, it 
could only have been the prince royal." 

" Ah I this man wishes to bribe me 
with his flattery," said the prince, smil- 
ing, "and make me believe I am an 
Orpheus. Orpheus tamed lions and 
tigers with his music, but my flute is 
not even capable of taming a creditor." 

" But I say it was Quantz," cried the 
poor, frightened Knobelsdorf; "the 
prince still sleeps, or is in bed, for he 
is not well, and gave orders to admit 
no one." 

" Ah I I know all about that ; noble 
gentlemen are always ill if they have 
to breathe the same air with their cred- 
itors," said Ephraim, with a mocking 
smile ; " but I tell you I will stay here 
until I have spoken to the prince, until 
he returns me four thousand dollars 
that I lent to him, more than a year 
ago, without interest or security. I 
must and will have my money, or I 
shall be ruined myself! The prince 
cannot wish that; he will not punish 
me so severely for the kindness and 
pity I showed to him in his greatest 
need." 

"This is really too much," cried 
Knobelsdorf, "you are shameless; do 
you dare to speak of pity for the 
prince royal ? do you dare to boast of 
having lent him money, while you only 
did it knowing he could and would 
repay you vrith interest ? " 

"If Ephraim knows that, he is 
cleverer than I am," said Frederick, 
smiling sadly; "although I am a 
prince, I do not know how to get the 
miserable sum of four thousand dollars. 
But I must leave poor Knobelsdorf no 
longer in this condition ; I must quiet 
this uproar," And he hastened toward 
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the door, as the noise without became 
louder and louder. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE FBINCB BOTAL AND THE JEW. 

At this moment, while Knobelsdorf 
was threatening the Jew and calling 
the servants to thrust him out, the 
prince royal opened the door and 
showed his smiling face to the two 
combatants. 

"Come in," said the prince; "I 
grant you the audience you so importu- 
nately demand." 

Frederick stepped back quietly in 
his room, while Ephraim, confused 
and humiliated by the calm dignity of 
the prince, advanced with bowed head 
and downcast eyes. 

" Dear Knobelsdorf," said Frederick, 
turning to his gasping secretary, who 
stood amazed behind the Jew, " I pray 
you to assemble all the ladies and gen- 
tlemen in the garden; we are going 
yachting; I will be with you in five 
minutes." 

"Five minutes," said Ephraim to 
himself, as Knobelsdorf withdrew, 
" only one minute's audience for every 
thousand dollars I This is a proud 
debtor ; I would have done better not 
to place myself in his power. But I 
will not be frightened, I will stand up 
boldly for my rights I " 

" And now, what have you to say to 
me ? " said the prince, fixing his angry 
eyes upon Ephraim. 

" What have I to say to your high- 
ness I" replied Ephraim, astonished. 
"More than a year ago I lent your 
highness four thousand dollars! I 
have as yet received neither principal 
nor inteorest" 

" Well, what more ? " 

" What more I " said Ephraim. 

"Yes, what more? It is impossible 



that you have come from Berlin to 
Rheinsberg to tell me what I have 
known- for a year as well as yourself." 

"I thought your highness had for- 
gotten," said the Jew, fixing his eyes 
upon the prince, but casting them sud- 
denly to the floor, as he met the flash- 
ing glance of Frederick. 

" Forgotten," said he, shrugging his 
shoulders; "I have a good memory 
for every act of kindness, and also for 
every offence against the respect and 
reverence due to the son of a king." 

His voice was so harsh and threaten- 
ing, that Ephraim trembled in his in- 
most heart, and stammered some words 
of apology. 

'" My prince," said he, " I am a Jew, 
that is to say a despised, reviled, and 
persecuted man ! no — ^not a man, but a 
creature — ^kicked like a dog when poor 
and suffering, and even when the pos- 
sessor of gold and treasures, scarcely 
allowed human rights. It is better for 
the dogs than for the Jews in Prusda ! 
A dog dare have its young, and rejoice 
over them, but the Jews dare not re- 
joice over their children I The law 
of the land hangs like a sword over 
them, and it may happen that a Jewess 
may be driven out of Prussia because a 
child is bom to her, only a specified 
number of Jews being allowed in this 
enlightened land I Perhaps the &ther 
is not rich enough to pay the thousand 
dollars with which he must buy the 
right to be a father every time a child is 
bom to him ! For this reason is gold, 
and again gold, the ouly wall of pro- 
tection which a Jew can build up 
between himself' and wretchedness I 
Qold is our honor, our rank, our des- 
tiny,, our family, our home. We are 
nothing without gold, and even when 
we extend a golden hand, there is no 
hand advanced to meet it that does 
not feel itself contaminated by the 
touch of a Jew ! Judge, then, your 
royal highness, how much we love, 
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how highly we prize one to whom we 
giye a part of our happiness, a part of 
our honor. I have done for you, my 
prince, what I have done for no other 
man. I have given you four thousand 
dollars, without security and without 
Interest. I lent to Knobelsdorf, for the 
prince royal, upon his mere word, my 
honest gold, and what have I received ? 
My letters, in which I humbly solicit 
payment, remain unanswered. I am 
mocked and reviled — the door con- 
temptuously shut in my face, which 
door, however, was most graciously 
opened to me when I brought my gold. 
Such conduct is neither right nor wise ; 
and as the worm turns when it is trod- 
den upon, so is there also a limit to the 
endurance of the Jew. He remembers 
at last that he is also one of God^s 
creatures, and that Gk>d Himself has 
given him the passion of revenge as 
well as the passion of love. The Jew, 
when too long mishandled, revenges 
himself upon his torturers, and that 
will I also do, if I do not receive jus- 
tice at your hands. That will I also 
do, if you refuse me my gold to-day." 

" You have made a lengthy and im- 
pertinent speech!" replied Frederick. 
" You have threatened me I But I will 
forgive you, because you are a Jew; 
because the tongue is the only weapon 
a Jew has, and knows how to use. I 
now advise you to put your sword in 
its sheath, and listen calmly to me. It 
is true, you have lent me four thousand 
dollars without secmity and without 
interest. You need not extol yourself 
for this, for you well know it is not the 
wi^h or the intention of the prince 
royal to oppress even the most pitiful 
of his subjects, or to withhold the 
smallest of their rights. You knew 
this ; then why were you not satisfied 
to wait until I sent for you ? " 

**I can wait no longer, your high- 
ness," cried Ephraim, passionately. 
'^My honor and credit are at stake. 



Count Knobelsdorf gave me his sacred 
promise that at the end of six months 
my money with interest should be re- 
turned. I believed him, because he 
spoke in the name of the prince royal. 
I now need this money for my business. 
I can no longer do without it. I must 
have it to-day." 

** You must ? I say you shall not re- 
ceive one penny of it to-day, nor to- 
morrow, nor for weeks I " 

"If your highnefe is in earnest, I 
must go elsewhere and seek redress." 

"That means you will go to the 
king." 

" Yes, your highness, I will I " 

"Are you ignorant of the law by 
which all are forbidden to lend money 
to the princes of the royal house ? " 

" I am not ignorant of that law ; but 
I know that the king will make an ex- 
ception — ^that he will pay the money I 
lent to his successor. It is possible I 
may feel his crutch upon my back, but 
blows will not degrade me. The Jew 
is accustomed to blows and kicks — ^to 
be daily trodden under foot. Even if 
the king beats me, he will give me 
back my honor, for he will give me 
back my gold." 

" Suppose that he also refuses you ? " 

" Then I will raise my voice until it 
is heard over the whole earth," cried 
Ephraim, passionately. 

"Well, then, raise your voice and 
cry out I can give you no gold to- 
day." 

" No gold I " said Ephraim. " Am I 
again to be paid with cunning smiles 
and scornful words ? You will with- 
hold my gold from me ? Because you 
are great and powerful, you think you 
can oppress and mistreat a poor Jew 
with impunity, but there is a God for 
the just and unjust, and He — " 

He stopped. Before him stood Fred- 
erick, blazing with anger. His lips 
were pallid and trembling, his Wm up- 
lifted. 
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'* Strike, your highness I — strike 1 " 
cried Ephraim, fiercely. " I deserve to 
be beaten, for I was a fool, and allowed 
myself to be dazzled with the glory of 
lending my gold to an unhappy but 
noble prince I Strike on, your high- 
ness I I see now that this prince is but 
a man like the rest; he scorns and 
loathes the poor Jew, but he will bor- 
row his money, and defraud him of his 
rights." 

Frederick's arm had fallen, and a 
soft smile played about his lips. 

" No," said he, " you shall see that 
Frederick is not a man like other men. 
This day you shall have payment of 
your debt in full. I cannot pay you 
in money, but I wiU give you jewels, 
and horses from the stud that the king 
lately gave me." 

" Then your highness has really no 
money?" said Ephraim, thoughtfully. 
" It was not then to frighten and tor- 
ment the poor Jew that my gold was 
denied me. Can it be possible that the 
great Prince Frederick, on whom the 
hopes of the people rest, and who is 
already dearly loved by his future sub- 
jects, can be without money? Is it 
possible that he suffers like other men? 
My God I how dare we poor Jews 
complain when the heir to a throne is 
harassed for money, and must endure 
privations I " 

The prince was not listening to 
Ephraim ; he had opened a closet, and 
taken from it a silver-bound casket, 
and was gazing intently at its contents. 
He drew forth a large diamond cross 
and some solitaires, and approached the 
Jew. 

" Here are some jewels, I think, well 
worth your four thousand dollars ; sell 
them and pay yourself," said the prince, 
handing him the sparkling stones. 

Ephraim pushed the prince's hand 
gently back. ** I lent gold, and gold 
only will I accept in payment." 

The prince stamped impatiently upon 



the ground. ^'I told you I bad no 
gold I " 

''Then I cannot receive any," said 
Ephraim, passively. "The poor Jew 
will wait still longer ; he will give to 
the prince royal the gold which he 
needs, and of which the poor Jew still 
has a little. I humbly ask your high- 
ness if you would not like to borrow 
another thousand, which I will gladly 
lend upon one condition." 

" Well, and this condition ? " 

'' Tour highness is to pay me upon 
the spot the interest upon^the four 
thousand in ready money ? Does your 
highness understand ? Just now you 
wished to pay my capital with dia- 
monds and horses. Will you give me 
as interest a few costly pearls — ^pearls 
which lie hidden in that flute, and 
which appear at your magical touch ? 
I will count this as ready money I " 

Frederick came nearer to Ephraim, 
and eying him sternly, he said : 

" Are you mocking me ? Would you 
make of the prince royal a travelling 
musician, who must play before the Jew, 
in order to soften his heart? — would 
you — ? Ah, Fredersdorf," said he, in- 
terrupting himself, as his valet ap- 
proached him in a dusty travelling-suit, 
" have you just arrived from Berlin ? " 

"Yes, your highness; and as I was 
told who was importuning your high- 
ness, I came in without changing my 
dress. The banker gave me this pack- 
age for you. I believe it is from St. 
Petersburg." 

" From Suhm," said the prince, with 
a happy smile, and hastily breaking 
the seal, he drew from the package a 
letter and several books. Casting a 
loving glance at the letter, he laid it 
on his writing-table; then turning 
away, so as not to be seen by Ephraim, 
he took up the two books, and looked 
carefully at their heavily-gilded covers. 
Frederick smiled, and, taking a pen- 
knife, he hastily cut off the back of the 
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books, and took out a number of folded 
papers. As the prince saw them, a look 
of triumph passed over his ezpresdve 
face. 

" Ten thousand dollars ! " said he to 
himself. ** The empress and the Duke 
Biron have fulfilled their promise I " 

Frederick took some of the papers 
in his hand, and walked toward 
Ephraim. 

**Here are your four thousand dol- 
lars, and one hundred interest. Are 
you satisfied ? " 

** No, your royal highness, I am not 
satisfied ! I am not satisfied with my- 
8el£ When I came to Rheinsberg I 
thought I had been wronged. It now 
seems to me that I have wronged your 
highness I " 

^*Let that pass," said Frederick. 
"A prince must always be the scape- 
goat for the sin-ofiering of the people. 
They make us answerable for all their 
sufferings, but have no sympathy for us 
in our griefs. I owe you nothing more 
— you can go." 
/ Ephraim bowed silently, and turned 
slowly toward the door. The eyes of 
the prince followed him with a kindly 
expression. He stepped to the table, 
and took up his flute. Ephraim had 
reached the door of the antechamber, 
but when he heard the soft melting 
tones of the flute, he stopped, and re- 
mained listening breathlessly at the 
outer door. The piercing glance of 
the prince rested on him ; but he con- 
tinued to play, and drew from his fiute 
such touching and melancholy tones 
that the poor Jew seemed completely 
overcome. He folded his hands, as 
though engaged in fervent prayer ; and 
even Fredersdorf, although a daily 
hearer of the princess musical perform- 
ances, listened in breathless silence to 
those sweet sounds. 

When the adagio was ended, the 
prince laid down his flute, and signed 
to Fredersdorf to close the door ; he 



wished to give Ephraim an opportu- 
nity of slipping away unobserved. 

"Did your highness know that the 
Jew was listening ? " said Fredersdorf. 

"Yes, I knew it; but I owed the 
poor devil something; he offered to 
lend me still another thousand dollars I 
I will remember this. And now, Fre- 
dersdorf, tell me quickly how goes it 
in Berlin ? How is the king ? " 

" Better, your highness. He set oat 
ibr Potsdam a few days since, and the 
pure fresh air has done him good. He 
shows himself daily upon the balcony, 
in full uniform. The physicians, it is 
true, look very thoughtful ; but the rest 
of the world believe the king is rapidly 
improving." 

'* God grant that the physicians may 
be again mistaken I " said the prince. 
" May the king reign many long and 
happy years I If he allow me to live 
as I wish, I would willingly give an 
arm if I could thereby lengthen his 
life. Well, now for mirth and song I 
We will be gay, and thus celebrate the 
king's improvement. Make, therefore, 
all liberal arrangements. Give the 
cook his orders, and tell the ladies and 
gentlemen assembled in the garden that 
I will be with them immediately." 

The prince was now alone ; he opened 
thp letter he had received with the 
gold ; his eye rested lovingly upon the 
handwriting of his distant friend, and 
his heart glowed as he read the words 
of friendship, admiration, and love 
from Suhm. 

" Truly," he said, raising his eyes de- 
voutly to heaven, " a faithful friend is 
worth more than a king's crown. In < 
spite of all my brilliant prospects in [ 
the future, what would have become 
of me if Suhm had not 'stood by me 
for the second time and borrowed this 
money for me in Russia — ^this paltry 
sum, which I have in vain sought to 
obtain in my own land ? My heart 
tells me to write a few lines at once to 
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Suhm, expressing my tmshaken fiiend- 
ship, my enduring love." 

Frederick seated himself, and wrote 
one of those soul-inspiring letters tor 
which he was so celebrated, and which 
ended thus: ^*In a short time my fate 
will be decided I You can well ima- 
gine that I am not at ease in my present 
condition. I have little leisure, but my 
heart is young and fresh, and I can as- 
sure you that I was never more a phi- 
losopher than now. I look with abso- 
lute indifference upon the future. My 
heart is not agitated by hope or fear; 
it is full of pity for those who suffer, 
of consideration for all honest men, 
and of tenderness and sympathy for 
my friends. You, whom I dare proudly 
count among the latter, may be more 
and more convinced that you will ever 
find in me what Orestes was to his Py- 
lades, and that it is not possible for any 
one to esteem and love you more than 
your devoted Frederick." 

" Now," said the prince, as he arose, 
" away with the burdens, the gravities 
and cares of life I Come, now, spirit 
of love 1 spirit of bliss I We will cele- 
brate a feast this day in thy honor, 
thou goddess of youth and hope 1 — 
Come, lovely Venus, and bring with 
thee thy son Cupid I We will worship 
you both. To you belongs this day, 
this night. You, goddess of love, 
have sent me the little Morien, that 
fluttering, light gazelle, that imperious, 
laughing fairy — that * TourbiUon ' of 
caprice and passion. Here is the poem 
I composed for her. Madame Brandt 
shall hand it to her, and shall lead the 
* Tourbillon ' into the temple of love. 
Away with earnest &ces, dull eyes, and 
the wisdom of fools I Come over me, 
spirit of love, and grant me one hour 
of blessed forgetfulness." 

The prince rang for his valet, and 
commanded him to lay out his latest 
French suit; he entered his boudoir, 
and with a comic earnestness, and the 



eager haste of a rash, impatient lover, 
he gave himself to the duties and arts 
of a royal toilet. 



CHAPTER XI. 

THB FBINCES8 BOTAL KMZABKTH 
CHBISTIKB. 

Thb princess royal had not yet left 
her rooms; she still waited for the 
prince, whose custom it was to give her 
his arm every morning and lead her to 
the saloon. On these occasions only 
did the Princess Elizabeth ever see her 
husband alone, then only did he address 
one word to her, touch her hand, or al- 
low her to lean upon his arm. A sweet 
and sad happiness for this young wife, 
who lived only in the light of her hus- 
band's countenance ; who had no other 
wish, no other prayer, no other hope 
than to please him. She felt that the 
eye of Frederick never rested upon her 
with any other expresdon than that of 
cold friendship or absolute indifference. 
The reason for this she could never 
fathom. Elizabeth would have given 
her heart's blood to be beloved by him 
for one single day, yes, for one short, 
blessed hour ; to be clasped to his heart, 
not for form or etiquette, but as a lov- 
ing and beloved wife, to receive in her 
ear the sweet whispers of his tenderness 
and his fondness. She would have giv- 
en years of her life to have bought this 
man, whom she so passionately loved ; 
he was her earthly god, the ideal of 
her maiden dreams. This man was 
her husband ; he belonged to her ; he 
was bound to her by the holiest ties, 
and yet there was an impassable gulf 
between them, which her unbounded 
love, her prayers, her sighs, could not 
bridge over. The prince loved her 
not; the slightest pulse of his heart 
had never belonged to her I He en- 
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dnred her, only endured her by his 
Bide, as the poor prisoner, sighing for 
fresh air, permits the presence of the 
jailer, when he can only thus buy a 
brief enjoyment of God's gay and 
sonny world. The prince royal was a 
prisoner, her prisoner. Not love, but 
force^ had placed that golden ring 
upon his hand, that first link in the 
long, invisible heavy chain, which from 
that weary hour had bound his feet, 
yes, his soul; from which even his 
thoughts were never free. Elizabeth 
knew that she was an ever-present, 
bitter memento of his sad, crushed, 
tortured, and humbled youth — a con- 
stant reminder of the noble friend of 
his early years, whose blood had been 
shed for him, and to whose last wild 
death-cry his tortured heart had been 
compelled to listen. Her presence 
must ever recall the scorn, the hatred, 
the opposition of his stem father ; the 
hardships, the abuse, the humiliations, 
yes, even the blows, all of which had 
at last bowed the noble mind of the 
prince and led him to take upon him- 
self the slavery of this hated marriage, 
in order to be free from the scorn and 
cruelty of his father. To escape from 
his dreary prison in Ruppin, he rushed 
into the bonds of wedlock. How 
could he ever forgive, how could he 
ever love, this woman forced upon him, 
like drops of wormwood, and swal- 
lowed only with the hope of thereby 
escaping the torturous pains and last 
struggle with death ? 

Elizabeth had been ignorant of all 
these bitter truths. The prince had 
been ever considerate and kind, though 
cold, when they met ; she had had one 
single confidential interview with him, 
and in that hour he had disclosed to 
her what had forced them together, 
and at the same time forever separated 
them. Never could he love the wife 
Associated in his mind, though inno- 
cently, with such cruelties and horrors ; 



he was fully convinced that she, also, 
could not love a husband thus forced 
upon her; could entertain no feeling 
for him but that of respectful consider- 
ation and cold indifference. 

Frederick did not know with what 
deadly wounds these words had pierced 
the princess; she had the strength to 
veil her passion and her shame with 
smiles, and in her modest maidenly 
pride she buried both in her heart. 
Since that interview years had gone 
by, and every year the love of the 
princess royal for her husband beeame 
more ardent; his eyes were the sun 
which warmed and strengthened this 
flower of love, and her tears were the 
dew which nourished and gave it vital- 
ity. 

Elizabeth hoped stUl to conquer the 
heart of her husband ; she yet believed 
that her resigned, modest, but proud 
and great love, might subdue his cold- 
ness ; and yet, in spite of this hope, in 
spite of this future trust, Elizabeth 
trembled and feared more than former- 
ly. She knew that the hour of deci- 
sion was drawing nigh ; she felt with 
the instinct of true love that a new 
storm was rising on the ever-clouded 
horizon of her marriage, and 'that the 
lightning might soon destroy her. 

Frederick had been forced by the 
power of the king, his father, to marry 
her ; how would it be when this power 
should cease, when her husband should 
be king? by no one held back; by no 
one controlled; frdie himself, and free 
to give laws to a realm; to acknowl- 
edge no man as his judge; to be re- 
strained by nothing but his conscience I 
Might not even his conscience counsel 
him to dissolve this unnatural mar- 
riage, which had within itself no spark 
of God's truth, no ray of God's bless- 
ing? might not her husband cast her 
off and take this English princess for 
his wife ? had she not been the choice 
of his heart ? had not King George, al- 
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though too late, declared his willing- 
ness for the betrothal? had they not 
loved each other with the enthusiasm 
of youth, although they had never met ? 
did not Sophia Amelia's portrait hang 
in the library of the crown prince ? did 
not the English princess wear his pic- 
ture constantly near her heart? had 
she not sworn never to be the wife of 
another man ? 

As Elizabeth thought of these things 
she trembled, and it seemed to her that 
her whole life would go out in one 
great cry of anguish and horror. 

" No," she said, " I cannot live with- 
out him I I will never consent! he 
can kill me, but he cannot force me to 
break the solemn oath I have sworn 
on God's holy altar. He shall not cast 
me out into the wild wilderness, as 
Abraham did Hagar, and choose an- 
other wife I " 

He could not force her to leave him, 
but he could beseech her, and Elizar 
beth knew full well there was nothing 
in the world she could refuse to her has- 
band, which he would condescend so 
far as to entreat ; for one loving, grate- 
ful word from his lips, she would give 
him her heart's blood, drop by drop; 
for one tender embrace, one passionate 
kiss, she would lay down her life joy- 
fully. But she would not believe in 
this separation; she would yet escape 
this unblessed fate — would find a way 
to his love, his sympathy, at least to 
his pity. 

It was a struggle for life, for happi- 
ness, for her future, yes, even for honor ; 
for a divorced wife, even a princess, 
bears ever a stain upon her fair name, 
and walks, lonely, unpitied, ever de- 
spised, through the world. 

For these reasons the poor princess 
of late redoubled her efforts to please 
her husband; she entered more fre- 
quently into the gayeties of the court 
circle, and sometimes even took a part 
in the frivolous and rather free jests of 



her husband's evening parties; some- 
times she was rewarded by a smile 
and a glance of applause from Fred- 
erick. This was for Elizabeth the ^ 
noblest jewel in her martyr crown of ; 
love — ^more costly, more precious, than 
all her pearls and diamonds. / 

To-day one of these joyous and unre- 
strained circles was to meet. The 
prince loved these fetes ; he was more 
charming, witty, talented, and unre- 
strained, than any of his guests. Prin- 
cess Elizabeth resolved to be no quiet, 
silent member of this circle to-day; 
she would force her husband to look 
upon her and admire her; she would 
be more beautifril than all the other 
ladies of the court; more lovely than 
the gay and talented coquette, Madame 
Brandt; more entrancing than the 
genial " Tourbillon," Madame Morien ; 
yes, even the youthftil Schwerin, with 
her glancing eye and glowing cheek, 
should not excel her. 

She was also young and charming, 
might be admired, loved — ^yes, adored, 
not only as a princess, not only as the 
wife of the handsome and genial prince 
royal, but for her own lovely self. She 
had dismissed her maid, her toilet was 
completed, and she waited for the 
prince royal to lead her into the saloon. 
The princess stepped to the glass and 
surveyed herself, not admiringly, but 
curiously, searchingly. This figure in 
the mirror should be to her as that of 
a stranger to be remarked upon, and 
criticised coldly, even harshly; she 
must know if this woman might ever 
hope to enchain the handsome prince 
royal. **Ye8," whispered she to her- % 
self, "this form is slender and not 
without grace; this white satin robe 
falls in full voluptuous folds from the 
slender waist over the well-made form ; 
it contrasts well with these shoulders, 
of which my maids have often said 
*they were white as alabaster;' with 
this throat, of which Madame Morien 



[PUBLIC LIBKAR' 



A8TOR, LENOX 



WHX DOES NOT TBK PRmCB LOVE HBT 



THE PRINOKSS ROYAL ELIZABETH CHRISTINE. 



45 



says 'it is white and graceful as the 

swan'R* This foot, which peeps out 

from the silken hem of my robe, is 

small and slender; this hand is fair 

and. small, and well formed. I was 

constrained yesterday to promise the 

painter Pesne to allow him to paint it 

for liis goddess Aurora ; and this face I 

is it ugly to look upon ? No, this face 

is not ugly ; here is a high, clear fore- 

liead; the eyebrows well formed and 

"well placed, the eyes are large and 

bright, the nose is small but nobly 

formed, the mouth good, the lips soft 

and red : yes, this face is handsome. 

O my God ! why can I not please my 

husband? — why will he never look 

upon me with admiration ? " 

Her head sank upon her breast, and 
she was lost in sad and melancholy 
dreams; a few cold tears • dropping 
slowly upon her cheeks aroused her; 
"with a rash movement she raised her 
head, and shook the t<ars from her 
eyes ; then looked again in the glass. 
" Why does not the prince love me ? " 
whispered she again to herself with 
trembling lips. " I see it, I know it I 
It is written in unmistakable lines in. 
this poor face. I know why he loves 
me not. *These great blue eyes have 
no fire, no soul; this mouth has no 
magical, alluring smile. Yes, alas 1 
yes, that is a lovely form ; but the 
soul fails I — a fine nature, but the 
power of intellect is wanting. My Fa- 
ther, my heavenly Father, I sleep ; my 
soul lies dead. and stiffened in the coffin 
with my secret sorrows ; the prince 
could awaken it with his kisses, could 
breathe a new life into it by a glance." 
The princess raised her arms implor- 
ingly on high, and her trembling lips 
whispered, "Pygmalion, why come you 
not to awaken your Galatea? Why 
will you not change this marble statue 
into a woman of flesh and blood, with 
heart and soul ? These lips are ready 
to smile, to utter a cry of rapture and 



delight, and behind the veil of my eyes 
lies a soul, which one touch of yours 
will arouse I O Frederick I Frederick ! 
why do you torture me ? Do you not 
know that your wife worships, loves, 
adores you ; that you are her salvation, 
her god? Oh, I know these are un- 
holy, sinful words I what then ? I am 
a sinner I I am ready to give my soul 
in exchange for you, Frederick. Why 
do you not hear me? — why have not 
my sighs, my tears, the power to bring 
you to my side ? " 

The poor, young wife sank powerless 
into her chair, and covering her face 
with her hands, wept bitterly. Gay 
voices and loud laughter, sounding 
from beneath her window, aroused her 
from this trance of grief. 

"That is Madame Brandt and the 
Duke of Brunswick," said Elizabeth, 
hastening to the window, and peeping 
from behind the curtains into the gar- 
den. 

. Yes, there stood the duke in lively 
conversation with Jordan, Kaiserling, 
Chazot, and the newly-arrived Bielfeld ; 
but the ladies were nowhere to be seen, 
anS the princess concluded they were 
already in the anteroom, and that the 
prince would soon join her. 

" He must not see that I have wept ; 
no one must see that." She breathed 
upon her handkerchief, and pressed 
its damp folds upon her eyes. " No, I 
will smile and be gay, like Madame 
Brandt and Morien. I will laugh and 
jest, and no one shall guess that my 
heart is bleeding and dying with in- 
explicable grief Yes, gay will I be, 
and smiling ; so only can I please my 
husband." She gave a sad, heart- 
breaking laugh, which was echoed 
loudly and joyously in the anteroom. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 



THE POBM. 



The ladies of the court, and those who 
were guests at the palace of Rheina- 
berg, were assembled, and waiting in 
the anteroom, as the princess royal had 
supposed. A few of them had with- 
drawn to one of the windows with 
Madame von Katch, the first lady of 
honor, and were conversing in low 
voices, while Madame von Brandt and 
Madame von Morien held an earnest 
but low-toned conversation in another 
part of the room. 

Madame von Moiien listened anx- 
iously to her friend, and the varying 
emotions of her soul were clearly mir- 
rored on her speaking countenance. 
At one moment a happy smile over- 
spread her lovely features, but the next 
a cloud lay on that pure, fair brow, 
and darkened those black and glorious 
eyes. 

" As I told you," whispered Madame 
von Brandt, " the empress desires you 
to understand that, if jou will assist jn 
carrying out her wishes, you may de- 
pend upon her gratitude. You must 
employ all your eloquence and influ- 
ence to induce the prince royal to dis- 
miss from his mind the idea of divor- 
cing his wife at the death of the king." 

" I do not blame the empress," said 
Madame von Morien, with a roguish 
smile. " It remains to be seen, how- 
ever, whether the wishes of the prince 
royal and those of the empress coincide. 
You are well aware that Prince Fred- 
erick is not the man to be led by the 
will of others." 

"Not by the will of the empress, 
dearest, but by yours." 

" Well, how does this good empress 
expect to bribe me? for I hope she 
does not think me so silly and childish 
as to consider her words commands, 
merely because they fall from the lips 



of an empress I No, the little Morien 
is at this. moment a more important 
person to the empress than the empress 
is to me, and it is, therefore, very nat- 
ural that I should make my condi- 
tions." 

" Only name them, my dear Mend, 
and I assure yon in advance that they 
will be fulfilled, unless you should de- 
mand the moon and stars; these the 
empress cannot obtain for you." 

"Ah, you have divined my condi- 
tion," said Madame von Morien, smiling. 
" I demand a star— one that is brighter 
and more beautiful than those in the 
sky — one that the empress can give." 

" I do not understand you," said her 
astonished friend. 

"You will soon understand — only 
listen. Have you not heard that the 
Austrian empress intends to establish a 
new order — an order of virtue and 
modesty ? " 

Madame von Brandt burst into a 
clear, silvery laugh. "And do you 
wish to belong to this order ? " 

"Yes; and if the empress will not 
present me with the star of this order, 
I shall enter into no further arrange- 
ments." 

Madame von Brandt, still laughing, 
replied : " This is a most edifying idea. 
Le Tourbillon desires to become a mem- 
ber of the * Order of Virtue.' The 
beautiful Morien, whose greatest pride 
was to despise the prudish, and to toap 
her fingers at morality,^now wishes to 
be in the train of modesty." 

" Dear fnend," said Madame von 
Morien, with a bewitching smile, which 
displayed two rows of the most exqui- 
sitely white teeth, "dear friend, you 
should always leave open a way of re- 
treat; even as JEsop in descending 
the mountain was not happy in the 
easy and delightful path, but already 
sighed over the difficulties of the next 
ascent, so should women never be con- 
tented with the joyB of the present mo- 
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ment, but prepare themselves for the 
sorrows which most probably await 
them in the future. A day must come 
"when we shall be cut off by adyanciog 
years from the flowery paths of love 
and pleasure, and be compelled to fol- 
low in the tiresome footsteps of virtue. 
It is wise, therefore, to be prepared for 
that which must come as certainly as 
old age, and, if possible, to smooth 
away the difficulties from this rough 
path. To-day I am Le Tourbillon, and 
will remain so a few years ; but when 
the roses and lilies of my cheek are 
faded, I will place tfie cross of the * Or- 
der of Virtue ' on my withered bosom, 
and become the defender of the God- 
fearing and the virtuous." 

The two ladies laughed, and their 
laughter was as gay and silvery, as clear 
and innocent, as the tones of the lark, 
or the songs of children. Le Tourbil- 
lon, however, quickly assumed an ear- 
nest and pathetic expression, and said, 
in a snuffiing, preaching voice : " Do I 
not deserve to be decorated with the 
star of the * Order of Virtue ? ' Am I 
not destined to reunite with my weak 
but beautiful hands two hearts which 
God Himself has joined together ? I 
tell you, therefore, procure this decora- 
tion for me, or I refuse the rdle that 
you oflfer me." 

"I promise that your caprice shall 
be gratified, and that you will' obtain 
the star," said Madame von Brandt, 
earnestly. 

"Excuse me, my dear, that is not 
sufficient. I demand the assurance, in 
the handwriting of the Empress of 
Austria, the exalted aunt of our prin- 
cess royal, that this order shall be es- 
tablished, and that I shall become a 
member. It would do no harm for the 
empress to add a few words of tender- 
ness and esteem." 

" I shall inform the empress of your 
conditions immediately, and she will 
without doubt fulfil them, for the dan- 



ger is pressing, and you are a most 
powerful ally." 

" Good I thus far we are agreed, and 
nothing fails now but the most impor- 
tant part," said Madame von Morien, 
with a mischievous smile ; " that is, to 
discover whether I can accomplish your 
wishes — whether the prince royal con- 
siders me any thing more than *Le 
Tourbillon,' * the pretty Morien,' or the 
Turkish music to which he listens 
when he is gay. Nothing is wanting 
but that the prince royal should really 
love me. It is true that he makes love 
to me; he secretly presses my hand; 
he occasionally whispers a few loving, 
tender words in my ear; and yester- 
day, when I met him accidentally in 
the dark corridor, he embraced me so 
passionately, and covered my lips with 
such glowing, stormy kisses, that I was 
almost stifled. But that is all — ^that is 
the entire history of my love." 

"No, that is not all. This history 
has a sequel," said Madame von Brandt, 
triumphantly, as she drew a sealed let- 
ter from her bosom, and gave it to her 
companion. "Take this, it is a new 
chapter in your romance." 

"This letter has no address," re- 
turned Madame von Morien, smiling. 

" It is intended for you." 

" No, it is mine," suddenly cried a 
voice behind them, and a small hand 
darted forward, and tore the sealed 
paper from Madame von Morien. 

" Mine, this letter is mine I " said 
Louise von Schwerin, the little maid 
of honor, who, without being remswked, 
had approached the two ladies, and 
seized the letter at this decisive mo- 
ment. "The letter belongs to me; it 
is mine," repeated the presumptuous 
young girl, as she danced laughingly 
before the two pale and terrified ladies. 
" Who dares affirm that this letter, 
which has no address, is not intended 
for me ? " 

"Louise, give me the letter," im- 
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plored Madame yon Morien, in a trem- 
bling voice. But Louise found a pleas- 
ure in terrifying her beautiful friend, 
who invariably laughed at her, and 
called her a child when she spoke of 
her heart, and hinted at a secret and 
unhappy passion. Louise wished to 
revenge herself by claimmg the privi- 
leges of a child. 

" Take the letter if you can," cried 
the young girl, as she flew through the 
room as lightly as a gazelle, waving 
her prize back and forth like a banner, 
** take the letter 1 " 

Madame von Morien hurried after 
her, and now began a merry race 
through the saloon, accompanied by 
the laughter of the ladies, who looked 
on with the liveliest interest. And in 
reality it was a charming picture to 
see these beautiful figures, which flew 
through the hall like two Atlantas, 
radiant with eagerness, with glowing 
cheeks and smiling lips, with fluttering 
locks and throbbing breasts. 

The young girl was still in advance ; 
she danced on, singing and laughing, 
far before the beautiful Morien, who 
began already to be wearied. 

" The letter is mine I " sang out this 
impudent little maiden, ^^ and no one 
shall take it from me." 

But fear lent wings to Madame von 
Morien, who now made a last despair- 
ing effort, and flew like an arrow after 
Louise. Now she was just behind her ; 
Louise felt already her hot, panting 
breath, upon her cheek; saw the up- 
raised arm, ready to seize the letter — 
when suddenly the door opened, before 
which Louise stood, and the princess 
royal appeared. The youthful maid 
of honor sank laughing at her feet, 
and said breathlessly, " Gracious prin- 
cess, protect me I " 

Madame von Morien remained mo- 
tionless at the appearance of the prin- 
cess royal, breathless not only &om 
her rapid race, but also from fear. 



while Madame von Brandt, concealing, 
with a smile, her own alarm, ap- 
proached her friend, that she might 
not remain without assistance at this 
critical moment. The rest of the com- 
pany stood silent at a respectful dis- 
tance, and looked with curious and in- 
quiring glances at this singular scene. 

" Well, and from what shall I protect 
you, little Louise ? " said the princess 
royal, as she bent smilingly over the 
breathless child. 

Louise was silent for one instant. 
She felt that the ppncess would re- 
prove her for her naughtiness ; she did 
not wish to be again treated as a child 
before the whole court She hastily 
resolved to insist upon the truth of her 
assertion that the letter was hers. 

"Madame von Morien wished to 
take my letter from me," said Louise, 
giving the latter a perverse look. 

" I hope your royal highness knows 
this impudent child well enough not 
to put any faith in her words," said 
Madame von Morien, evasively, not 
daring to claim the letter as her prop- 
erty. 

"Child I She calls me a child I" 
murmured Louise, enraged, and now 
determined to revenge herself by com- 
promising Madame von Morien. 

" Then the letter does not belong to 
Louise ? " asked the princess royal, 
turning to Madame von Morien. 

"Yes, your royal highness, it is 
mine," declared Louise; "yoar royal 
highness can convince yourself of it. 
Here is the letter; will you have the 
kindness to read the address ? " 

"But this letter has no address," 
said the astonished princess. 

" And still Madame von Morien as- 
serts that it is intended for her," cried 
Louise, wickedly. 

"And Mademoiselle von Schwerin 
declares it belongs to her," said Ma- 
dame von Morien, casting an angry 
look on Louise. 
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" I imploi:^ your royal highDess to be 
the judge," said Louise. 

"How can I decide to whom the 
letter belongs, as it bears no name ? '' 
said the princess, smiling. 

"By optjning and reading it," said 
the young girl, with apparent irank- 
neas. " The letter is from my mother, 
and I do not care to conceal its con- 
tents from your royal highness." 

" Are you willing, Madame yon Mo- 
rien ? Shall I open this letter ? " 

But before the amazed and terrified 
young woman found time for a reply, 
Madame von Brandt approached the 
princess with a smiling countenance. 
She had in this moment of danger con- 
ceiyed a desperate resolution. The 
prince royal had informed her that 
this paper contained a poem. Why 
might not this poem have been in- 
tended for the princess as well as for 
Madame yon Morien ? It contained, 
without a doubt, a declaration of loye, 
and such declarations are suitable for 
any woman, and welcome to all. 

" If your royal highness wiU permit 
me, I am ready to throw light on this 
mystery," said Madame yon Brandt 

The princess bowed permission. 

" This letter belongs neither to Ma- 
dame yon Morien nor to Mademoiselle 
yon Schwerin," said Madame yon 
Brandt. 

'* You promised to enlighten us," -ex- 
claimed the princess, laughing, "and 
it appears to me you haye made the 
mystery more impenetrable. The let- 
ter belongs neither to Madame yon 
Morien nor to little Louise. To whom, 
then, does it belong ? " 

" It belongs to your royal highness." 

"To me?" asked the astonished 
princess, while Madame yon Morien 
gazed at her friend with speechless 
horror, and Mademoiselle yon Schwerin 
laughed aloud. 

"Yes, this letter belongs to your 
royal highness. The prince royal gave 
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it to me, with the command to place 
it upon your table, before you went to 
your dressing-room ; but I was too late, 
and understood that your highness was 
occupied with your toilet. I dared not 
disturb you, and retaiiied the letter in 
order to hand it to you now. As I 
held it in my hand, and said jestingly 
to Madame von Morien that the prince 
royal had forgotten to write the ad- 
dress. Mademoiselle von Schwerin came 
and tore it from me in a most unlady- 
like manner, and declared it was hers. 
That is the whole history." 

"And you say that the letter is 
mine ? " said the princess, thoughtfully. 

" It is yours, and it contains a poem 
from his royal highness." 

" Then I can break the seal ? " said 
the princess, tearing open the paper. 
" Ah I " she cried, with a happy smile, 
" it is a poem from my husband." 

" And here comes his royal highness 
to confirm the truth of my statement," 
cried Madame von Brandt, stepping 
aside. 



CHAPTER XHL 



THE BAKQX7ET. 



Mat>amtb yoN Brandt was right. 
The prince royal, surrounded by the 
cavaliers ^of his court, entered the sa- 
loon just as the princess had com- 
menced reading the poem. 

On his entrance a murmur of ap- 
plause arose, and the countenance of 
his wife was radiant with pleasure 
and delight on beholding this hand- 
some and engaging young prince, 
whom she, emboldened by the love- 
verses which she held in her hand, joy- 
folly greeted as her husband. On this 
day the prince did not appear as usual 
in the uniform of his regiment^ but 
was attired in a French costume of the 
latest fashion. He wore a snuff-colored 
coat of heavy moire - antique, orna- 
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mented at the shoulders with long 
bows of lace, the ends of which were 
bordered with silver fringe. His 
trousers, of the same color and mate- 
rial, reached to his knees, and were 
here ornamented with rich lace, which 
hung far down over his silk stockings. 
On the buckles of his high, red-heeled 
shoes, glittered immense diamonds. 
These gems were, however, eclipsed 
by the jewelled buttons which confined 
his long, silver-brocaded waistcoat.* 

The costume of the cavaliers who 
accompanied the prince was of the 
same style, but less rich. 

As this group of handsome and rich- 
ly-attired gentlemen entered the saloon, 
the bright eyes of the ladies sparkled, 
and their cheeks colored with pleas- 
ure. 

The princess royal's countenance was 
illuminated with delight; never had 
she seen the prince so handsome, never 
had he looked so loving. And this 
■was all for her, the chosen one, whom 
he now blessed with his love. Yes, he 
loved herl She had only read the 
* Commencement of the poem which he 
ikad written, but in this she had seen 
-words of tender and passionate love. 

While she was gazing on her hus- 
band in silent ecstasy, Madame von 
Brandt approached the prince, and 
gracefully recounting the scene which 
bad just occurred, requested him to 
confirm her statement. 

The prince's quick glance flitted for 
:a moment from the beautiful Morien, 
who trembled with consternation and 
terror, to his wife, and, judging by the 
pleased expression of her face, he con- 
cluded that she belieVed this poem had 
been really addressed to herself. She 
had, therefore, not read it to the end ; 
she had not yet arrived at the verse 
which contained a direct appeal to 
the beautiftfl Tourbillon, the charming 

* Bidfeld, vol. ii., page 82. 



Leontine. She must not be permitted 
to read the entire poem. That was 
all I 

The prince approached his wife with 
a smile, to which she was unaccus- 
tomed, and which made her heart beat 
high with delight. 

'* I crave your indulgence," said he, 
" for my poor little poem, which reached 
you in so noisy a manner, and is really 
scarcely worth reading. Read it in 
some solitary hour when you are trou- 
bled with ennui; it may then possibly 
amuse you for a moment. We will not 
occupy ourselves with verses and poems 
to-day, but will laugh and be merry ; 
that is, if it pleases you, madame." 

The princess murmured a few low 
and indistinct words. As usual, she 
could find no expression for her 
thoughts, although her heart was full 
of love and delight. This 'modest 
shyness of the lips, this poverty of 
words, with her rich depth of feeling, 
was the great misfortune of the princess 
royal. It was this that made her ap- 
pear awkward, constrained, and spirit- 
less; it was this that displeased and 
estranged her husband. Her conscious- 
ness of this deficiency made her still 
more timid and constrained, and de- 
prived her of what little power of ex- 
pression she possessed. 

Had she at this moment found cour- 
age to make a ready and witty reply, 
her husband would have been much 
pleased. Her silence, however, excited 
his displeasure, and his brow darkened. 

He oftered her his arm ; and, ex- 
changing glances with Madame Morien, 
he conducted his wife to the dininff- 
saloon, to the magnificently arranged 
and glittering table. 

" The gardener of Rheinsberg, Fred- 
erick of Hohenzollem, invites his friends 
to partake of what he has provided. 
For the prince royal is fortunately not 
at home; we can, therefore, be alto- 
gether 8Q,n% gSnSy and follow our incli- 
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nations, as the mice do when the cat is 
not at home."" 

He seated himself between his wife 
and Madame Morien, whispering to 
the latter : " Beautiful Tourbillon, my 
heart is in flames, and I rely upon you 
to quench them'. You must save me ! " 

" Oh, this heart of yours is a phoenix, 
and arises from its ashes renewed and 
rejuvenated." 

" But only to destroy itself again," 
said the prince. Then taking his glass 
and surveying his guests with a rapid 
glance, he exclaimed : *^ Our first toast 
ohaH be youth— youth of which the 
old are envious I — youth and beauty 
which are so brilliantly represented 
here to-day, that one might well ima- 
gine Venus had sent us all her daugh- 
ters and playmates, as well as all her 
lovers^ the deposed and discarded ones 
as well as those whom she still favors, 
and only proposes to discard." 

The glasses rang out merrily in an- 
swer to this toast, and all betook them- 
selves with evident zest to the costly 
and savory dishes, prepared by the 
master-hand of Duvall the French 
cook, and which the prince seasoned 
with the Attic salt of his ever-ready 
wit 

They all gave themselves up to gay- 
ety and merriment, and pleasure spar- 
kled in every eye. 

The corpulent Enobelsdorf related 
in a stentorian voice some amusing 
anecdotes of his travels. Chazot read 
portions of Voltaire's latest work. The 
learned and witty Count Eaiserling 
recited verses from the " Henrilade," 
and then several of Gellert's fables, 
which were becoming very popular. 
He conversed with his neighbor, the 
artist Pesne, on the subject of the 
paintings which his masterly hand had 
executed; and then, turning to Ma- 
demoiselle von Schwerin, he painted in 
glowing colors the future of Berlin — 
the future when they would have a 



French theatre, an Italian opetSL, and, 
of all things, an Italian ballet-corps. 
For the latter the most celebrated dan- 
cers would be engaged, and it should 
eclipse every thing of the kind that 
had ever been seen or heard of in Ger- 
many. 

At the lower end of the table sat 
the two Vendas, the two Grauns, and 
Quantz, the powerful and much-feared 
virtuoso of the flute and instructor of 
the prince royal, whose nideness was 
almost imposing, and before whom the 
prince himself was somewhat shy. But 
to-day even Quantz was quiet and 
tractable. His countenance wore the 
half-pleased, half-grumbling expression 
of a bull-dog when stroked by a soft 
and tender hand. He is inclined to be 
angry, but is so much at his ease that 
he finds it absolutely impossible to 
growL 

In their merriment the gentlemen 
were becoming almost boisterous. The 
cheeks of the ladies glowed with pleas- 
ure, and their lovers were becoming 
tender. 

The princess royal alone was silent ; 
her heart was heavy and sorrowful. 
She had carefully reconsidered the 
scene which had occurred, and the re- 
sult was, she was now convinced that 
the poem which she had received was 
not intended for her, but for some other 
fair lady. She was ashamed of her 
credulity, and blushed for her own 
vanity. For how could it be possible 
that the handsome and brilliant man 
who sat at her side, who was so witty 
and spirited, who was as learned as he 
was intelligent, as noble as he was 
amiable, how could it be possible that 
he should love her ? — she who was only 
young and pretty, who was moreover 
guilty of the great, unpardonable fault 
of being his wife, and a wife who had 
been forced upon him I 

No, this poem had never been in- 
tended for her. But for whom, then 9 
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Who was the happy one to whom the 
prince had given his love ? Her heart 
bled as she thought that another could 
call this bliss her own. She was too 
nuld and gentle to be angry. Bhe ar- 
dently desired to know the name of her 
rival, but not that she might revenge 
herself. No, she wished to pray for 
her whom the prince royal loved, to 
whom, he perhaps ow€d a few days of 
happiness, of bliss. 

But who was she? The princess 
royal's glance rested searchingly on all 
the ladies who were present. She saw 
many beautiful and pleasing faces. 
Many 6f them had intelligence, viva- 
city, and wit, but none of them were 
worthy of his love. Her husband had 
just turned to his fail* neighbor, and, 
with a fascinating smile, whispered in 
her ear. Madame Morien blushed, cast 
down her eyes, but, raising them again 
and looking ardently at the prince 
royal, she murmured a few words in so 
low a tone that no one else heard them. 

How I Could it be this one ? But 
no, that was impossible. This giddy, 
coquettish, and superficial woman could 
by no possibility have captivated the 
noble and high-toned prince ; she could 
not be Elizabeth's happy rival 

But who, then ? Alas, if this long 
and weary feast were only at an end I 
If she could but retire to her chamber 
and read this poem, the riddle would 
then be solved, and she would know 
the name of his lady-love. 

It seemed, however, that the prince 
had divined his wife's wish, and had 
determined that it should not be grati- 
fied. 

They had taken their seats at table 
at a very late hour to-day, at six o'clock. 
It had now become dark, and candela- 
bras with wax-candles were brought 
in and placed on the table. 

" The lights are burning," exclaimed 
the prince ; " we will not leave the ta- 
ble until these lights are burned out. 



and our heads have become illuminated 
with champagne." * 

And amid conversation, laughter, 
and recitations, all went merrily on. 
But the heart of the princess royal 
grew sadder and sadder. 

Suddenly the prince turned to her. 
" I feel the vanity of an author," said 
he, ** and beg permission to inquire if 
you have no curiosity to hear the poem 
which I had the honor of sending you 
to-day by Madame Brandt V " 

"Indeed I have, my husband," ex- 
claimed the princess, with vivacity. 
" I long to become acquainted with it-s 
contents." 

" Then permit me to satisfy this long- 
ing," said the prince, holding out his 
hand for the poem. The princess hes^ 
itated, 'but when she looked up and 
their eyes met, his glance was so cold 
and imperious, that she felt as if an 
icy hand were at her heart She drew 
the poem from her bosom and handed 
it silently to her husband. 

" Now, my little maid of honor. Von 
Schwerin," said the prince royal, smil- 
ing, "this sagacious, highly respecta- 
ble, and worthy company shall judge* 
between you and me, and decide 
whether this paper is a letter fix)m her 
dear mother, as this modest and re- 
tiring child asserts, or a poem, written 
by a certain prince, who is sometimes 
induced by his imaginative &ncy to 
make indifferent verses. Listen, there- 
fore, ladies and gentlemen, and judge 
between us. But that no one may im- 
agine that I am reading any thing else, 
and substituting the tender thoughts 
of a lover for the fond words of moth- 
erlv affection, Madame Morien shall 
look at the paper I am reading, and 
bear witness to my truth." 

He read off the first verses as they 
were written, and then, improvising, 



* Bielfeld, yoL t, page 84. The prince's own 
wordB. 
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recited a witty and humorous poem, in 
which he did homage to his wife's 
charms. His poem was greeted with 
rapturous applause. While he was re- 
citing the improvised verses, Madame 
Morien had time to read the poem. 
When she came to the verses which 
contained a passionate declaration of 
love, and in which the prince half- 
humbly, half-imperiously, solicited a 
rendezv,ous, her breast heaved and her 
heart beat high with delight. After 
the prince had finished he turned to 
his wife with a smile, and asked if the 
poem had pleased her. 

" So much so," said she, " that I pray 
you to return it. I should like to pre- 
serve it as a reminiscence of this hour.'' 

" Preserve it ? By no means 1 A 
poem is like a flower. It is a thing of 
the present, and is beautiful only when 
fresh. The moment gave it, and the 
moment shall take it. We will sacri- 
fice to the gods, what we owe to the 
gods." 

Having thus spoken, the prince tore 
the paper into small pieces, which he 
placed in the palm of his hand. 

** Go ye in all directions and teach 
mito all people that nothing is immor- 
tal, not even the poem of a prince," 
said he, and blowing the particles of 
paper, he sent them fluttering through 
the air like snowflakes. The ladies 
and gentlemen amused themselves with 
blowing the pieces from place to place. 
Each one made a little bellows of his 
mouth, and endeavored to give some 
strip of paper a particular direction or 
aim — ^to blow it on to some fair one's 
white shoulders or into some gentle- 
man's eye or laughing mouth. 

This caused a great deal of merri- 
ment. The princess was still sad and 
silent. Now and then a scrap fell be- 
fore her ; these she blew no further, but 
mechanically collected and gazed at 
them in a listless and mournful man- 
ner. Suddenly she started and colored 



violently. On one of these strips of 
paper she had read two words which 
made her heart tremble with anger and 
pain. These words were, " Bewitching 
Leontine I " 

The secret was out. The prince roy- 
al's poem had been addressed to Leon- 
tine, to a bewitching Leontine, and not 
to Elizabeth I But who was this Leon- 
tine? which of the ladies bore that 
name? She must, she would know! 
She called all her courage to her assist- 
ance. Suddenly she took part in the 
genersd merriment, conmienced to laugh 
and jest ; she entered gayly into a con- 
versation with her husband, with Ma- 
dame Morien, and the young Baron 
Bielfield, who was her via-dvU. 

The princess had never been so gay, 
so unconstrained, and so witty. No 
one suspected that these jests, this 
laughter, were only assumed ; that she 
veiled the pain which she suffered with 
a smiling brow. 

The candles had burnt half way 
down, and some of the gentlemen had 
begun to light the first tapers of the 
champagne illumination which the 
prince had prophesied. Chazot no 
longer recited, bat was singing some 
of the charming little songs which he 
had learned of the merry peasants of 
Normandy, his fatherland. Jordan 
improvised a sermon after the fashion 
of the fanatical and hypocritical priests 
who for some time past had collected 
crowds in the streets of Berlin. Kaiser- 
ling had risen from his seat and thrown 
himself into an attitude, in which he 
had seen the celebrated Lagi^re in the 
ballet of the Syr^ne at Paris. Ejiobels- 
dorf recounted his interesting adven- 
tures in Italy ; and even Quantz found 
courage to give the prince's favorite 
dog, which was snuffling at his feet, 
and which he hated as a rival, a hearty 
kick. The prince royal alone had pre- 
served his noble and dignified appear- 
ance. Amid the general excitement he 
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remained calm and dignified. The 
candles were burning low, and the 
champagne illumination was becoming 
intense in the heads of all the gentle- 
men except the prince and the Baron 
Bielfeld. 

" Bielfeld must also take part in this 
illumination," said the prince, turning 
to his wife ; and, calling the former, he 
proposed to drink with him the health 
of his fiancee^ whom he had left in 
Hamburg. 

After Bielfeld had left his seat and 
was advancing toward the prince roy- 
al, the princess hurriedly and noise- 
lessly gave her instructions to a servant 
She had observed that Bielfeld had 
been drinking freely of the cold water 
which had been placed before him in a 
decanter. The servant emptied this 
decanter and filled it with sillery, 
which was as clear and limpid as wa- 
ter. Bielfeld, returning to his seat, 
heated by the toast he had been drink- 
ing, filled his glass to the brim, and 
drank instead of water the fiery sil- 
lery.* 

The princess royal, whose aim was 
to discover which of the ladies was 
the bewitching Leontine, determined 
to strike a decisive blow. With an 
ingratiating smile she turned to Biel- 
feld and said : 

"Tlie prince royal spoke of your 
fiancee ; I may, therefore, congratulate 
you." 

Bielfeld, who did not dare to ac- 
knowledge that he was on the point of 
shamefully deserting this lady, bowed 
in silence. 

"May I know the name of your 
fi^ancee ? " asked she. 

"Mademoiselle von Randau," mur- 
mured Bielfeld, drinking another glass 
of sillery to hide his confusion. 

" Mademoiselle von Randau ! " re- 
peated the princess, "how cold, how 

« Bielfeld, yol. i., page 85. 



ceremonious that sounds I To imagine 
how a lady looks and what she is like, it 
is necessary to know her Christian name, 
for a given name is to some extent an 
index to character. What is your 
fi^iMik^i name ? " 

" Regina,' royal highness." 

" Regina I That is a beautiful name. 
A prophecy of happiness. Then she will 
always be queen of your heart. Ah, I 
understand the meaning of names, and 
at home in my father's house I was 
called the Sibyl, because my proph- 
ecies were always true. — If you will 
give me your first names, I will proph- 
esy your future, ladies. Let us com- 
mence. What is your given name, 
Madame von Katsch ? " 

While the princess was speaking, 
she played carelessly with the beautifiil 
Venetian glass which stood before her. 
The prince royal alone saw what no 
one else observed; he saw that the 
hand which 'toyed with the glass trem- 
bled violently; that while she smiled 
her lips quivered, and that her breath- 
ing was hurried and feverish. He 
comprehended what these prophecies 
meant: he was convinced that the 
princess had become acquainted with 
the contents of his poem. 

"Do not give her your name," he 
whispered to Madame Morien. He 
then turned to his wife, who had just 
prophesied a long life and a happy old 
age to Madame von Katsch. 

" And your name, Mademoiselle von 
Schwerin % " said the prince royal. 

" Louise." 

"Ah, Louise! Well, I prophesy 
that you will be happier than your 
namesake, the beautiful La Vallifere. 
Your conscience will never reproach 
you on account of your love-affairs, and 
you will never enter a convent." 

"But then I will probably never 
have the happiness of being loved by a 
king," said the littie maid of honor, 
with a sigh. 
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This naive observation was greeted 
with a merry peal of laughter. 

The princess continued her prophe- 
cies ; she painted for each one a pleas- 
ant ^nd flattering future. She now 
turned to Madame Morien, still smil- 
ing, still playing with. the glass. 

"Well, and your name, my dear 
Madame Morien?" said she, looking 
into the glass which she held clasped 
in her fingers. 

"She is called *Le TourbiUon,' " 
exclaimed the prince royal, laughing. 

"Antoinette, Louise, Albertine, are 
my names," said Madame Morien, hesi- 
tatingly. 

' The princess royal breathed free, and 
raised her eyes from the glass to the' 
beautiful Morien. 

" These are too many names to pro- 
phesy by," said she. " By what name 
are you called ? " 

Madame Morien hesitated ; the other 
ladies, better acquainted with the little 
mysteries of Tourbillon than the prin- 
cess, divined that this question of the 
princess, and the embarrassment of Ma- 
dame Morien betokened something ex- 
traordinary, and awaited attentively 
the reply of the beautiful woman. A 
momentary pause ensued. Suddenly 
Mademoiselle Schwerin broke out in 
laughter. 

"Well," said she, "have you for- 
gotten your name, Madame Morien? 
Do you not know that you are called 
Leontine ? " 

" Leontine ! " exclaimed the princess, 
and her fingers closed so tightly on 
the glass which she held in her hand, 
that it crushed, and drew from her a 
sharp cry of pain. 

The prince royal saw the astonished 
and inquiring glances of all directed 
to his wife, and felt that he must turn 
their attention in some other direction 
— ^tbat he must make a jest of this ac- 
cident. 

" EUzabeth, you are right 1 " said he. 



laughing. "The candles are burnt 
down; the iUumination has begun ; the 
festival is at an end. We have already 
sacrificed a poem to the gods, and we 
must now do the same with the glasses, 
out of which we have quaflfed a few 
hours of happiness, of merriment, and 
of forgetfulness. I sacrifice this glass to 
the gods ; all of you follow my exam- 
ple." 

He raised his glass and threw it 
over his shoulder to the floor, where 
it broke with a crash. The othera fol- 
lowed the example of the prince and 
his wife with shouts of laughter, and 
in a few minutes nothing was left of 
these beautiful glasses but the glitter- 
ing fragments which covered the floor. 
But the company, now intoxicated 
with wine and delight, were not con- 
tented with this one offering to the 
gods, but thirsted, for a continuation of 
their sport ; and, not satisfied with hav- 
ing broken the glasses, subjected the 
vases and the bowls of crystal to the 
same treatment. In the midst of this 
general confusion the door was suddenly 
opened, and Fredersdorf appeared at the 
threshold, holding a letter in his hand. 

His uncalled-for appearance in this 
saloon was something so extraordinary, 
so unprecedented, that it could be only 
justified on the ground of some great 
emergency, something of paramount 
importance. They all felt this, not- 
withstanding their excitement and hi- 
larity. A profound silence ensued. 
Every eye was fixed anxiously upon 
the prince, who had received the letter 
from FredersdorPs hands and broken 
the seal. The prince turned pale, and 
the paper trembled in bis hands. He 
hastily arose from his seat. 

"My friends," said he, solemnly, 
" th*e feast is at an end. I must leave 
for Potsdam immediately. The king 
is dangerously ill. Farewell I " 

And oflering his arm to his wife, he 
hastily left the saloon. The guests, 
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who but now were so merry, silently 
arose and betook themselves to their 
chambers, and nothing could be heard 
save now and then a stolen whisper or 
a low and anxious inquiry. Soon a 
deep and ominous silence reigned in 
the castle of Rheinsberg. All slept, 
or at least seemed to sleep. 



CHAPTER XrV. 

LB ROI EST MOBT. — ^YTVB LB ROI I 

King Fbbdebick William's end 
was approaching. Past were his power 
and greatness, past all his dreams of 
glory. Long did the epiiit fight 
against the body; but now, after 
months of secret pain and torture, he 
had to acknowledge himself over- 
powered by death. The stiff uniform 
is no longer adapted to his fallen figure. 
Etiquette and ceremony had been ban- 
ished by the all-powerful ruler — by 
* Death. He is no longer a king, but a 
dying man — ^nothing more. A father 
taking leave of his children, a husband 
embracing his wife for the last time; 
pressing his last kisses upon her tearful 
face, and pleading for forgiveness for 
his harshness and cruelty. Frederick 
William has made his peace with God 
and the world; his proud spirit is 
broken ; his hard heart softened. Long 
he had striven in the haughtiness of 
his heart before acknowledging his 
iSins, but the brave and pious Roloff 
approached his couch, and with ac- 
cusations and reproaches awakened his 
;slumbering conscience. At first he had 
but one answer to the priest's accusa- 
tions, and that was proudly given : " I 
have ever been true to my wife." Ro- 
loff continued to speak of his extor- 
tions, oppressions, and inhumanity. 
Frederick William was at last con- 
vinced that he must lay down his 
crown, and approach God with deep 



repentance, humbly imploring pardon 
and mercy. 

Now that he had made his peace 
with €k>d, there remained nothing for 
him to do but to arrange his ea^hly 
afEJEurs, and take leave of his wife, and 
children, and friends. They were all 
called to his room that he might bid 
them &rewell. By the side of the 
arm-chair, in which the king was re- 
clining, wrapped in his wide silk man- 
tle, stood his wife and the pringe royal. 
His hands rested in theirs, and when 
he raised his weary eyes,, he al- 
ways met their tear-stained faces, their 
looks of unutterable love. Death, that 
would so soon separate them forever, 
fiad at last united in love father and 
son. Weeping loudly, Frederick Wil- 
liam folded the prince royal in his 
arms, and with a voice ftill of tears, 
exclaimed : " Has not God in His great 
mercy given me a noble son ? " Prince 
Frederick bowed his head upon his fa- 
ther's breast, and prayed deeply and 
earnestly that his life might be spared. 

But the end was approaching; the 
king knew and felt it. He had the 
lung coffin, the same in which he had 
laid himself for trial a few months be- 
tbre, brought into his room, and look- 
ing at it sadly, said, with a peaceful 
smile : " In this bed I shall sleep well I " 
He then called his secretary Eichel, 
and ordered him to read the pro- 
gramme for his funeral, which he had 
himself dictated. 

It was a strange picture to see this 
king, lying by the side of the coffin, 
surrounded by his children and ser- 
vants, his weary head reclining on the 
shoulder of his wife, listening atten- 
tively to this programme, that spoke 
of him, a still living and thinking be- 
ing, as of a cold, dead, senseless mass. 
Kot as for a sad festival, but for a 
grand parade, had the king arranged 
it, and it made a fearful, half-comic 
impression upon the auditors, when 
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-w^as added, at the especial request of 
the king, that, after his laying out, a 
splendid table should be set in the 
great hall for all who had been present 
at the ceremony, and that none but the 
best wines from his cellar should be 
served. 

After having provided for his corpse, 
Frederick William still wished to leave 
to each of his favorites, the Prince of 
Dessau and Baron Hacke, a horse. He 
ordered the horses to be led from their 
sti^^s to the court. He then desired 
his chair to be rolled to an open win- 
dow, where he could see the entire 
court, and give a farewell look to each 
of these animals which had so often 
borne him to feasts and parades. Oh { 
what costly, glorious days those were, 
when he could lightly swing himself 
upon these proud sCeeds, and ride out 
into God's fresh, free air, to be humbly 
welcomed by his subjects, to be re- 
ceived with the roll of drums and the 
sound of trumpet, and every moment 
of his life be made aware of his great- 
ness and power by the devotion and 
humility of those who surrounded 
him I Ancl that was all set aside and 
at an end. Never again could he mount 
his horse, never again could he ride 
through the streets of Berlin, and re- 
joice over the beautiful houses and 
stately palaces called into life by his 
royal will. Never again will he receive 
the humble welcome of his subjects ; 
and when on the morrow drums are 
beating and cannon thundering, they 
will not salute the king, but his corpse. 

Oh I and life is so beautiful ; the air 
is so fresh and balmy; the heavens of 
so clear and transparent a blue; and 
he must leave it all, and descend into 
the dark and lonely grave. 

The king brushed a tear from his 
eye, and, turning his gaze from heaven 
and God's beautiful earth, looked upon 
the horses which a servant was leading 
to and fro in the court. As he did 



this, his countenance brightened, he 
forgot for the moment that death was 
near at hand, and looked with eager 
attention to see which of the horses 
the gentlemen would choose. When 
he saw the selection the Prince of Des- 
sau had made, he smiled, with the pity- 
ing look of a connoisseur. 

^^That is a bad horse, my dear 
prince," he exclaimed ; *' take the other 
one, I will vouch for him." 

After th3 prince had chosen the horse 
shown him by the king, and Baron 
Hacke the other, he ordered the most 
magnificent and costly saddles to be 
placed on them; and while this was 
being done, he looked on with eager 
interest Behind him stood the minis- 
ter RodewiUs, and the secretary of 
state, whom the king had summoned 
to his presence to receive his resigna- 
tion, by which he transferred the kingly 
authority to his son the prince royal 
Behind him stood Frederick and the 
queen, the generals and the priests. 
The king was unconscious of their pres- 
ence ; he had forgotten that he was dy- 
ing; he thought only of his horses, 
and a dark cloud settled on his face as 
the groom buckled a saddle covered 
with blue velvet over the yellow silk 
housing of Prince Anhalt's horse. 

"Oh, if I were only well, how I 
would beat that stupid boy I" ex- 
claimed the king, in a loud, menacing 
voice. " Hacke, have the kindness to 
beat him for me." 

The horses pointed their ears and 
neighed loudly, and the servants trem- 
bled at the voice of their master, who 
was speaking to them as angrily as 
ever, but in a deep, sepulchral voice. 

But his anger was of short duration, 
and he sank back into his chair, breath- 
ing*heavily and brokenly. He had not 
the ^strength to sign his resignation, 
and demanded to be taken from his 
chair and placed uprm the bed. 

There he lay motionless, with half- 
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closed eyes, groaning and sighing. A 
fearfnl stillness reigned in the chamber 
of death. All held their breath ; all 
-wished to hear the last death-sigh of 
the king; all wished to witness the 
mysterious and inscrutable moment 
when the soul, freeing itself from its 
earthly tenement, should ascend to the 
Spring of light and life as an invisible 
but indestructible atom of divinity. 
Pale and trembling, the prince leaned 
over his father; the kneeling queen 
prayed in a low voice. With earnest 
and sorrowful faces the generals and 
cavaliers, physicians and priests, looked 
at this pale and ghost-like being, who 
but a few moments before was a king, 
and was now a clod of the valley. 
But no, Frederick William was not yet 
dead ; the breath that had ceased re- 
turned to his breast. He opened his 
eyes once more, and they were again 
full of intelligence. He ordered a glass 
to be given him', and looked at himself 
long and attentively. 

" I don't look as badly as I thought," 
said he, with the last fluttering emo- 
tion of human vanity. " Feel my pulse, 
doctor, and tell me how long I have 
still to live." 

** Your majesty insists on knowing ? " 

" I command you to tell me." 

" Well, then, your majesty is about to 
die," said Ellert, solemnly. ' 

" How do you know it ? " he asked, 
composedly. 

" By your wavering pulse, sire." 

The king held his arm aloft, and 
moved his hand to and fro. 

" Oh, no," said he, " if my pulse 
were failing I could not move my 
hand; if—" 

Suddenly he ceased speaking, and 
uttered a loud cry, his uplifted arm 
sinking heavily to his side. 

" Jesus, Jesud I " murmured the king, 
"I live and die in Thee. Thou art 
my trust." 

The last fearfril prayer died on his 



lips, the spirit had flown, and Fred- 
erick William was no longer a living, 
thinking being, but senseless, powerless 
clay. 

The prince royal conducted the 
weeping queen from the apartment. 
The -courtiers remained, but their fea- 
tures were no longer sad and sympa- 
thetic, but grave and thoughtful. The 
tragedy here was at an end, and all 
were anxious to see the drama from 
which the curtain was now to be 
drawn in the apartments of the prioce 
royal. Frederick William had breathed 
his last, and was becoming cold and 
stiff; he was only a corpse, with which 
one had nothing more to do. 

In unseemly haste they all crowded 
through the vndely - opened folding- 
doors of the death-chamber, and hast- 
ened into the anteroom that led to the 
young king's apartments. 

Who will be favored, who receive 
the first rays of the rising sun ? They 
all see a sunny future before them. A 
new period begins, a period of splen- 
dor, abundance, and joy ; the king is 
young, and fond of display and gay 
festivities ; he is no soldier-king, but a 
cavalier, a writer, and a learned man. 
Art and science will bloom, gallantry 
and fashion reign ; the corporal's baton 
is broken, the flute begins her soft, 
melodious reign. 

Thus thought all these waiting cour- 
tiers who were assembled in the young 
king's antechamber. Thus thought 
the grand-chamberlain Pollnitz, who 
stood next to the door that led to the 
chamber within. Yes, a new period 
must commence for him ; his would be 
a brilliant future, for the prince royal 
had always been loving and gracious 
to him, and the young king must re- 
member that it was Pollnitz who in- 
duced Frederick William to pay the 
prince's debts. The king must remem- 
ber this, and, for the services he had 
rendered, raise him to honor and dig- 
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nity ; he must be the favorite, the en- 
vied, feared, and powerful favorite, be- 
fore whom all should bend the knee as 
to the king himself. The king was 
young, inexperienced, and easily led ; 
he had a warm heart, a rich imagina- 
tion, and an ardent love of pleasure 
and splendor. These qualities must be 
cultivated in the young king ; by these 
reins he would control him ; and while, 
intoxicated with pleasure and delight, 
he lay on his sweet - scented couch, 
strengthening himself for new follies, 
Pollnitz would reign in his stead, and 
be the real king. 

These were no chimeras, no vain 
dreams, but a well-considered' plan, in 
which PSllnitz had a powerful abettor 
in the person of Fredersdorf, chamber- 
lain of the young king, who had prom^ 
ised that he should be the first that the 
king should call for. 

For this reason Pollnitz stood near- 
est the door; for this reason he so 
proudly regarded the courtiers who 
were breathlessly awaiting the opening 
of that door. 

There, the door opens, and* Freders- 
dorf appears. 

" Baron PSllnitz 1 " 

"Here I am," exclaimed PSllnitz, 
casting a triumphant look at his com- 
panions, and following Fredersdorf 
into the royal presence. 

" Well, have I not kept my prom- 
ise 'i " said Fredersdorf, as they passed 
through the first room. 

" You have kept yours, and I will 
keep mine ; we will reign together." 

" Step in — ^the king is there," said 
Fredersdorf. 

The young king stood at the window, 
his forehead resting on the sash, sigh- 
ing and breathing heavily, as if op- 
pressed. As he turned, Pollnitz no- 
ticed that his eyes were red with weep- 
ing, and the courtier^s heart misgave 
him. 

A young king, just come into powex, 



and not intoxicated by his brilliant 
fortune, but weeping for his father's 
death I It augured ill for the courtier's 
plans. 

^^All hail and blessing to your ma- 
jesty 1 " exclaimed Pollnitz, bowuig 
with apparent enthusiasm to kiss the 
king's robe. 

The king stepped aside, motioned 
him ofi^ and said, with a slight smile : 
" Leave these ceremonies imtil the cor- 
onation. I need you now for other 
things. You shall be master of eti- 
quette and ceremonies at my court, and 
you will commence your duties by 
making the necessary arrangements for 
my father's funeral. Unhappily, I must 
begin my reign by disobeying my fa- 
ther's commands. I cannot allow this 
simple and modest funeral to take 
place. The world would not under- 
stand it, and would accuse me of ir- 
reverence. No, he must be interred 
with all the honors due to a king. That 
is my desire; see that it is accom- 
plished." 

The grand - chamberlain was dis- 
missed, and passed out of the royal 
chambers lost in. contemplation of his 
coming greatness, when, suddenly hear- 
ing his name, he turned and perceived 
the king at the door. 

" One thing more, PSllnitz," said the 
king, his eye resting with a piercing 
expression on the smiling countenance 
of the courtier ; " one 'thing more — 
above all things, no cheating, no bad 
jokes, no overrating, no accounts writ- 
ten with double chalk. I will never 
forgive any thing of this kind, remem- 
ber that ! " 

Without awaiting an answer, the 
king turned and reentered his room. 

Baron Pollnitz stared after him with 
widely-distended eyes ; he felt as if a 
thunderbolt had destroyed his future. 

This was not the extravagant, volup- 
tuous, and confiding monarch that 
Pdllnitz had thought him, but a sober, 
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earnest, and frugal king, who even mis- 
trusted and saw through him, the wily 
old courtier. 



CHAPTER XV. 



WE ABB KINO. 



Two days and nights had passed, 
and still no news from the prince royal. 
King Frederick William still lived, 
and the little court of Rheinsberg was 
consumed with impatience and expec- 
tation. All means of dissipation were 
exhausted. Time had laid aside his 
wing, and put on shoes of lead. He 
flew no longer, but walked like an aged 
woman. How long an hour seems, 
when you count the seconds I How 
terribly a day stretches out when, with 
wakeful but wearied eyes, you long for 
its close I 

Kaiserling^s wit and Chazot's merry 
humor, where are they ? Why is Biel- 
feld's ringing laugh and the flute of 
Quantz sUenced ? All is quiet, all are 
silent and waiting, dreaming of the 
happiness in store for them, of the 
day of splendor, power, and magnifi- 
cence that will dawn for the favorites 
and friends of the prince royal when he 
ascends the throna 

Is it not a proud and delightful 
thing to be the confidant and com- 
panion of a king — to spend with him 
his treasures and riches, to share with 
him the devotion and applause of the 
people ? 

Until now they had been forced to 
disguise their friendship and devotion 
for the prince royal. They trembled 
for fear of exciting the king's anger, 
and were in daily terror of being ban- 
ished by him from the presence of their 
prince. 

When the prince royal ascends the 
throne they will be his powerful and 
Influential favorites, and their favor 
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will be courted by all. They will be 
his co-regents, and through and with 
him rule the nation. 

It is, therefore, not astonishing that 
they looked forward to his accession 
to the throne with longing and im- 
patience ; not surprising that they 
cursed these sluggish, slowly-passing 
hours, and would fain have slept on 
until the great and blessed moment 
when they should be awakened with 
the news that their friend Prince Fred- 
erick had ascended the throne of his 
Others, and was King of Prussia. 

In the midst of this excitement the 
princess royal alone seemed quiet and 
unconstrained. She was calm and com- 
posed; she knew that the events of 
the next few days would determine her 
whole life ; she feared that her happi- 
ness hung on the slender thread which 
bound the dying king to life. 

But Elizabeth Christine had a brave 
heart and a noble soul ; she had passed 
the night on her knees weeping and 
praying, and her heart was full of mis- 
ery. She had at last become quiet and 
composed, and was prepared for any 
thing, even for a separation from her 
husband. If Frederick expressed such 
a wish, she was determined to go. 
Where? Anywhere. Far, far away! 
Whichever route she took, she was cer- 
tain to reach her destination, and this 
destination was the grave. If she 
could not live with him, she would die ! 
She knew this, and knowing it she was 
tranquil, even happy. 

" I invite all the ladies and gentle- 
men of the court to spend the evening 
in my room," she said, on the second 
day of this painful expectation ; " we 
will endeavor to imagine that the 
prince royal is in our midst, and pass 
the hours in the usual manner ; we will 
first go yachting ; afterward we'will all 
take tea together, and Baron Bielfeld 
will read us a few chapters from the 
* Henriade.' We will then play cards, 
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and finish the evening with a dance. 
Does this programme meet with your 
approbation?" All murmured some 
words of assent and thanks, but their 
faces were nevertheless slightly cloud- 
ed. Perceiving this, the princess royal 
Baid: "It seems that you are not 
pleased — ^that my suggestion does not 
meet with your approbation. Even the 
face of my little Louise von Schwerin 
is clouded, and the countenance of my 
good Countess Satsch no longer wears 
its pleasant smile. Well, what is it ? 
1 must know. — Baron Bielfeld, I ap- 
point you speaker of this discontented 
community. Speak, sir ! " 

The baron smiled and sighed : " Your 
highness spoke a few days since of your 
gift of prophecy, and in fact you are a 
prophetess, and have seen through us. 
It is certainly a great happiness and a 
great honor to spend the evening in 
the apartments of the princess royal. 
But if your highness would allow us to 
ask a favor, it would be that our ex- 
alted mistress would condescend to re- 
ceive us either in the garden-saloon or 
music-room, and not in your private 
apartments ; for these apartments, beau- 
tiful and magnificent as they are, have 
one great, one terrible defect." 

" Well," said the princess, as Bielfeld 
concluded, '*I am curious to know what 
this defect is. I believed my rooms to 
be beautiful and charming ; the prince 
royal himself regulated their arrange- 
ment, and Pesne and Buisson orna- 
mented them with their most beautiful 
paintings. Quick, then, tell me of this 
great defect I " 

" Your highness, your apartments are 
in the rigUt wing of the castle." The 
princess looked at him inquiringly, as- 
tonishment depicted in her counte- 
nance, and then laughed. 

" Ah, now I see — my apartments are 
in the right wing of the castle ; that is, 
from there you cannot watch the great 
bridge, over which all that come from ^ 



Berlin or Potsdam must pass. Yon are 
right, this is a great defect. But* the 
music-room is in the left. wing, and 
from there you can see both the bridge 
and the road. Let us, then, adjourn to 
the music-room for our reading, and 
when it becomes too dark to see, we 
will play cards in my apartments." 

They all followed the princess to the 
music-room, where by chance or out of 
mischief the princess chose the seat 
farthest from the window, and thus 
compelled the company to assemble 
around her. As they followed her, 
they all looked longingly through the 
window and toward the bridge, over 
which the messenger of happiness 
might at any moment pass. 

Bielfeld took the book selected by 
the princess, and commenced reading. 
But how torturing it was to read, to 
listen to those pathetic and measured 
Alexandrines from the "Henriade," 
while perchance in this same hour a 
new Alexander was placing the crown 
upon his young and noble head I In 
fact, but little was heard of these har- 
monious verses. All looked stealthily 
toward the window, and listened 
breathlessly to every sound that came 
from the road. Bielfeld suddenly ceased 
reading, and looked toward the win- 
dow. 

"Why do you not read on?" said 
the princess. 

"Excuse me, I thought I saw a 
horse^s head on the bridge I " 

Forthwith, as if upon a given signal, 
they all fiew to the windows ; the prin- 
cess herself, in the general commotion, 
hastened to one. 

Yest Between the trees something 
was seen moving. There, it is coming 
on the bridge now ! A peal of laugh- 
ter resounded through the rooms. An 
ox I Count Bielfeld^s courier had 
transformed himself into an ox I 

They all stole back to their seats in 
confusion, and the reading was recom- 
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menced. But it did not last long; 
again Bielfeld came to a stop. 

" Pardon me, your highness, but now 
there is positively a horse on the 
bridge.'* 

Again they all rushed anxiously to 
the window. It certainly was a horse, 
but its rider was not a royal messenger, 
only a common peasant. 

" I see," said the princess, laughing, 
" that we must discontinue our read- 
ing. Let us walk in the left wing of 
the garden, and as near the gate as 
possible." 

" Will the sun never set ? " whispered 
Bielfeld to Count Wartensleben, as they 
walked up and down. ** I fear another 
Joshua has arrested its course." 

But it sot at last ; it was now even- 
ing, and still no courier had passed 
the bridge. They accepted the prin- 
cess's invitation, and hastened to her 
apartments and to the card-tables. — 
And on thin occasion, as heretofore, the 
cards exercised a magic influence over 
the inhabitants of Rheinsberg, for they 
were striving to win that, from the 
want of which, not only the prince but 
all his courtiers had so often suffered — 
gold 1 Count Wartensleben had lately 
arrived and brought with him a well- 
filled purse, which Bielfeld, Kaiserling, 
and Chazot were anxious to lighten. 

Tlie princess played with her maids 
of honor a game called Trisset, in her 
boudoir; while the rest of the compa- 
ny, seated at several tables in the ad- 
joining room, played their beloved 
game of quadrille. The door suddenly 
opened, and a valet appeared. In 
passing the table at which Count 
Wartensleben, Bielfeld, and several la- 
dies were playing, he stealthily showed 
them a letter with a black seal, which 
he was about to deliver to the prin- 
cess. 

" The king is then dead 1 " murmured 
they, hastily throwing their cards on 
the table. The counters fell together, 



but they looked at them in disdain. 
What cared they for a few lost pennies, 
now that their prince had become 
king? 

Count Wartensleben arose and said 
in a solemn voice: "I will be the 
first to greet the princess as queen, and 
I will exert every effort to utter the 
word * majesty' in a full, resounding 
tone." 

"I will follow you," said Bielfeld, 
solemnly. 

And both advanced to the open door, 
through which the princess could be 
seen still occupied in reading her letter. 
She seemed unusually gay, and a bright 
smile played upon her lips. Acciden- 
tally looking up, she perceived the two 
cavaliers advancing slowly and sol- 
emnly toward her. 

" Ah, you know, then, that a courier 
has at last crossed that fatal bridge, 
and you come for news of the prince 
royal ? " 

"Prince royal?" repeated Wartens- 
leben, in amazement. " Is he still the 
prince royal ? " 

" You then thought he was king ! " 
exclaimed the princess, " and came to 
greet me as your queen ? " 

"Yes, your highness, and the word 
* majesty ' was already on my lips." 

They all laughed heartily, and jested 
over this mistake, but were neverthe- 
less thankful when they were at last 
dismissed and were allowed to retire 
to their rooms. When entirely alone, 
the princess drew from her bosom the 
letter she had received, to read it once 
more; she cast a loving and tender 
glance at the charactej-s his hand had 
traced, and as her eyes rested on his 
signature, she raised the paper to her 
lips and kissed it. 

"Frederick," whispered she, "my 
Frederick, I love you so deeply that I 
envy this paper which has been touched 
by your hand, and upon which your 
J glorious eyes have rested. No, no," 
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said she, " he will not cast me off. Is 
it not written here — * In a few days I 
and the people will greet you as queen ? ' 
No, he could not be so cruel as to set 
the crown on my head, and then cover 
it with ashes. If he acknowledges me 
as his wife and queen before his peo- 
ple, and before Germany, it must be his 
intention never to disown me, but to 
let me live on by his side. Oh, he 
must surely know how truly I love 
him, although I have never had the 
courage to tell him so. My tears and 
my sighs must have whispered to him 
the secret of my love, and he vnll have 
compassion upon a poor wife who asks 
but to be permitted to adore and wor- 
ship him. And who knows but that 
lie may one day be touched by this 
great love, that he will one day raise 
up the poor woman who now lies trem- 
bling at his feet, and press her to his 
bosom I Oh, that this may be so, my 
God ! let it be, and then let me die 1 " 

Bhe sank back on her couch, and, 
pressing the letter to her lips, whis- 
pereTi softly : " Good-night, Frederick, 
my Frederick 1 " She smiled sweetly 
as she slept. Perhaps she was dream- 
^ ing of him. 

A deep silence soon reigned through- 
out the castle. All the lights were ex- 
tinguished. Sleep spread its wings 
over all these impatient and expectant 
hearts, and fanned them into forgetful- 
ness and peaceful rest. 

All slept, and now the long-expected 
courier is at last passing over the 
bridge, which trembled beneath his 
horse's feet, but none hear him, all are 
sleeping so soundly. His knocks re- 
sound through the entire castle. It is 
the herald of the new era, which sheds 
its first bright morning rays over the 
evening of the dark and gloomy past. 

Now all are awake, and running to 
and fro through the halls, each one 
burning with eagerness to proclaim the 
joyful news: "Fredenck is no longer 



prince royal. Frederick is king and 
the ruler of Prussia ! " 

Bielfeld is awakened by a loud 
knocking; he springs hastily out of 
bed and opens the door to his friend 
Knobelsdorf. ** Up, up, my friend ! " 
exclaims the latter. "Dress quickly. 
We must go down and congratulate 
the queen; we must be ready to ac- 
company her immediately to Berlin. 
Frederick William is dead, and we will 
now reign in Prussia.'* 

"Ah, another fairy tale," said Biel- 
feld, dressing hastily ; " a fairy tale, by 
which we have been too often deceived 
to believe in its truth." 

" No, no, this time it is true. The 
king h dead, quite dead I Jordan has 
received orders to embalm the corpse, 
and, once in his hands, it will never 
Qome to life again." 

Bielfeld being now ready, tlie two 
friends hurried to the antechamber 
that led to the princess royal's apart- 
ments. The entire court of the new 
queen had assembled in this chamber, 
and they were endeavoring to suppress 
their joy* and delight, and to look grave 
and earnest in consideration of the so- 
lemnity of the occasion. They conversed 
in whispers, for the bedchamber of the 
princess was next to this room, and she 
still slept. 

"Yes, the princess royal sleeps, but 
when she awakes she will be a queen 1 
She must be awakened, to receive her 
husband's letter." 

The Countess Katsch, with two of 
Elizabeth's maids of honor, entered her 
bedchamber, well armed with smelling- 
bottles and salts. Elizabeth Christine 
stiU slept. But on so important an oc- 
casion the sleep even of a princess was 
not considered sacred. The countess 
drew back the curtains, and Elizabeth 
was awakened by the bright, glaring 
light. She looked inquiringly at the 
countess, who approached her with 
H low and solemn courtesy. 
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" Pardon me for waking your majes- 
ty—" 

"Majesty I why *your majesty?'" 
said tlie princess, quickly. "Has an- 
other ox or horse crossed the fatal 
bridge ? " 

" Yes, your majesty, but it was Baron 
Yillich's horse, and he brought the 
news that King Frederick William ex- 
pired yesterday at Potsdam. I have a 
smelling-bottle here, your majesty ; al- 
low me to hold — " 

The young queen pushed back the 
smelling-bottle ; she did not feel in the 
least like fainting, and her heart beat 
higher. 

" And has the baron brought no let- 
ter for me ? " said she, breathlessly. 

" Here is a letter, your majesty." 

The queen hastily broke the seal. It 
contained but a few lines, but they 
were in her husband's handwriting, 
and were full of significance. To her 
these few lines indicated a future full 
of splendor, happiness, and love. The 
king called her to share with him the 
homage of his subjects. It is true there 
was not a word of tenderness or love 
in the letter, but the king called her to 
his side ; he called her his wife. 

Away, then, away to Berlin, where 
her husband was awaiting her ; where 
the people would greet her as their 
queen ; where a new world, a new life 
would unfold itself before her — a life 
of proud enjoyment I For Elizabeth 
will be the queen, the vdfe of Fred- 
erick. Away, then, to Berlin I 

The queen received the congratula- 
tions of her court in the music-room. 
And now to Berlin, where a new sun 
has risen, — ^a King Frederick the 
Second ! 



CHAPTER XVL 

BOTAL ORACB ASD BOYAIi DISFLEASUBB. 

The cannon thundered, the bells 
rang loudly and merrily ; the garrison 
in Berlin took the oath, as the garrison 
of Potsdam had done the day before. 

The young king held his first great 
court to-day in the White Saloon. 
From every province, from every state, 
from every corporation, deputations 
had arrived to look upon the lon^- 
hoped-for king, the liberator from op- 
pression, servitude, and famine.. De- 
light and pure unqualified joy reigned in 
every heart, and those who looked upon 
the features of Frederick, illuminated 
with kindliness and intellect, felt that 
for Prussia it was the dawning of a 
new era. 

But who was called to assist in or- 
ganizing this new movement ? Whom 
had the king chosen from amongst his 
friends and servants ? whom had he 
set aside? upon whom would he re- 
venge himself? Truth to tell, there 
were many now standing in the WTiite 
Saloon who had often, perhaps, in obe- 
dience to the king's command, brought 
suffering and bitter sorrow upon the 
prince royal; many were there who 
had humbled him, misused his confi- 
dence, and often brought down his fa- 
ther's rage and scorn upon him. 

Will the king remember these things, 
now that he has the power to punish 
and revenge his wrongs? Many had 
entered the White Saloon trembling 
with anxiety; timidly keeping in the 
distance; glad that the eye of the 
king did not rest upon tfiem ; glad to 
slip unseen into a comer. 

But nothing escaped the eye of Fred- 
erick. He had remarked the group 
standing in the far-oflf window ; he un- 
derstood full well their restless, dis- 
turbed, and anxious glances. A pity- 
ing and sweet smile spread over his 
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noble features, an expression of infinite 
gentleness illumined his face. With 
head erect he drew neai^ to this group, 
who, with the instinct of a common 
danger, pressed more closely together, 
and awaited their fate silently. 

Who had so often and so heavily op- 
pressed the priuce as Colonel Derchau ? 
who had mocked at him and perse- 
cuted him so bitterly? who had car- 
ried out the harsh commands of the 
king against him so unrelentingly ? It 
was Derchau and Grumbkow who pre- 
sided at the first cruel trial of " Cap- 
tain Fritz,^' and had repeated to him 
the hard and threatening words of the 
king. " Captain Fritz " had wept with 
rage, and sworn to revenge himself 
upon these cruel men. Will the king 
remember the oath of the captain? 
The king stood now near the colonel ; 
his clear eye was fixed upon him. This 
man, who had prepared for him so 
many woes, now stood with bowed 
head and loudly-beating heart, com- 
pletely in his power. Suddenly, with 
a hasty moveihent, the king extended 
his hand, and said, mildly : 

"Good-day, Derchau." It was the 
first time in seven years that Frederick 
had spoken to him, and this simple 
greeting touched his heart ; he bowed 
low, and as he kissed the outstretched 
hand, a hot tear fell upon it. " Colo- 
nel Derchau," said the king, "you 
were a faithful and obedient servant to 
my royal father ; you have punctually 
followed his wishes and given him un- 
conditional obedience. It becomes me 
to reward my father's faithful subject. 
From to-day you are a m^or-general." 

As the king turned, his eye fell upon 
the privy councillor Von Eckert, and 
the mild and conciliating expression 
yanished from his features ; he looked 
hard and stern. 

"Has the coat-of-arms been placed 

upon the house in Jager Street ? " said 

the king. 





" No, your majesty." 

" Then I counsel you not to have it 
done ; this house is the property of the 
crown, and it shall not be sacrificed by 
such folly. Go home, and there you 
will receive my commands." 

Pale and heart-broken, Eckert glided 
from the group ; mocking laughter fol- 
lowed his steps through the saloons; 
no one had a word of regret or pity 
for him ; no one remembered their for- 
mer friendship and oft-repeated assur- 
ances of service and gratitude. He 
passed tremblingly through the palace; 
as he reached the outer door, Pollnitz 
stepped before him ; a mocking smile 
played upon his Ups, and his glance 
betrayed all the hatred which he had 
been compelled to veil or conceal dur- 
ing the life of Frederick William. 

" Now," said he, slowly, " will you 
send me the wine which you promised 
from yoiir cellar? You understand^ 
the wine from your house in Jager 
Street, for which I arranged the coat- 
of-arms! Ah, those were charming 
days, my dear privy councillor ! You 
have often broken your word of honor 
to me, often slandered me, and brought 
upon me the reproaches of the king. I 
have, however, reason to be thankful 
to you; this house which you have 
built in Jager Street is stately and 
handsome, and large enough for a cav- 
alier of my pretensions. You have, 
also, at the cost of the king, furnished 
it with such princely elegance that it 
is in all things an appropriate residence 
for a cavalier. Do you not remember 
my description of such a house ? The 
king called it then a Spanish air-castle. 
You, great-hearted man, have made my 
castle in the air a splendid reality^ and 
now that it is finished and furnished, 
you will, in your magnanimity,, leave 
that house to me. I shall be your heir! 
You know, my dear Eckert, that the 
privy councillor is dead^ and only the 
chimney-builder lives; and even the 
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adroit chimney - builder is banished 
from Berlin, and must remain twenty 
miles away from his splendid home. 
But tell me, Eckert, when one of my 
chimneys smokes, may I not send a 
messenger for you ? will you not prom- 
ise me to come and put things in order 
for me ? " 

Von Eckert muttered some confused 
words, and tried to force PSllnitz from 
the door, before which the hard-heart- 
ed, spiteful courtier had placed himself, 
like the angel with the avenging sword. 

" You wish to go," said he, with as- 
sumed kindlin ess. " Oh, without doubt, 
you wish to see the royal commands 
now awaiting you at your house. I 
can tell you literally the sentence of 
the king: you have lost yoiur oflSce, 
your income, your rank, and you are 
banished from Berlin I — that is all. 
The king, as you see, has been gra- 
cious; he could have had you execu- 
ted, or sent to Spandau for life, but he 
would not desecrate his new reign with 
^our blood. For this reason was he 
;gracious." 

"Let me pass," said Eckert, trem- 
bling, and pale as death. " I am chok- 
ing 1 let me out I " 

Polinitz still held him back. "Do 
you not know, good man, that a thou- 
sand men stand below in the court- 
yard? do you not hear their shouts 
and rejoicings ? Well, these hurrahs 
will be changed into growls of rage 
when the people see you, my dear Eck- 
•ert; in their wild wrath they might 
mistake you for a good roast, with 
which to qmet their hunger. You 
know that the people are hungry — ^you, 
who filled the bams of the king with 
grain, and placed great locks and bars 
upon the doors, lest the people, in their 
despairing hunger, might seize upon 
the com ! You «ven swore to the king 
that the people had enough, and did 
not need Ids com or his help I Listen, 
the people shout again ; I will not de- 



tain you. Go and look upon these 
happy people. The king has opened 
the granaries and scattered bread far 
and wide, and the tax upon meal is re- 
moved for a month.* Go, dear Eckert, 
go and see how happy the people are 1 " 

With a wild curse Eckert sprang 
from the door; Polinitz followed him 
with a mocking glance. " Revenge is 
sweet," he said, drawing a long breath ; 
" he has often done me wrong, and now 
I have paid him back with usury. 
Eckert is lost. Would that I had bis 
house t I must have it I I will have 
it I Oh, I will make myself absolutely 
necessary to the king ; I will flatter, I 
will praise, I wiU find out and fulfil bis 
most secret, his unspoken wishes. I 
will force him to give me his confi- 
dence — to make me his maitre de 
plaisir. Yes, yes, the house in Jager 
Street shall be mine I I have sworn it, 
and Fredersdorf has promised me his 
influence. And now to the king; I 
must see for myself if this young royal 
child can, like Hercules in his cradle, 
destroy serpents on the day of bis birth ; 
or, if he is a king, like all other kings, 
overcome by flattery, idle and vain, 
knowing or acknowledging no laws 
over himself, but those of his own con- 
science and his "bon plaiair. But hark t 
that is the king^s voice ; to whom is he 
speaking ? " 

Polinitz hastened into the adjoining 
room; the king was standing in the 
midst of his ministers, and a deputa- 
tion of magistrates of Berlin, aud was 
in the act of dismissing them. 

" I command you," said the king, in 
conclusion, turning to his ministers, 
" as ofren as you think it necessary to 
make any changes in my orders and 
regulations, to make known to me 
your opinions freely, and not to be 
weary in so doing ; I may, unhappily, 



♦ See King's "Hlatoiy of Berlin," yoJ v.— The 
king's own words. 
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sometimes lose sight of the true inter- 
ests of my subjects ; I am resolved that 
whenever in future my personal inter- 
est shall seem to be contrary to the 
welfare of my people, their happiness 
shall receive the first consideration." 

"Alas, it will be very diflScult to 
tame this youthful Hercules I" mur- 
mured Pollnitz, glancing toward the 
king, who was just leaving the apart- 
ment ; "the serpents that we will twine 
about him must be strong and alluring ; 
now happily Fredersdorf and myself 
are acquainted with some such ser- 
pents, and we wiU take care that he 
finds them in his path." 

In the mean time the king had left 
the reception-room, and retired to his 
private apartments, where the friends 
and confidants from Rheinsberg await- 
ed him with hopeful hearts. They 
were all ready to receive the showers 
of gold, which, without doubt, would 
rain down upon them. They were all 
convinced that the young king would 
lay upon them, at least, a corner of the 
mantle of ermine and purple with 
which his shoulders should be adorned. 
They alone would be chosen to aid 
in bearing the burden of his kingly 
crown and royal sceptre. They were 
all dreaming of ambassadorships, presi- 
dencies, and major-general epaulettes. 

As the king entered, they received 
Mm with loud cries of joy. The Mar- 
grave Henry, who had often borne a 
part in the gay fetes at Rheinsberg, 
hastened to greet the king with gay, 
witty words, and both hands extended. 
Frederick did not respond to this 
greeting; he did not smile. Looking 
steadily at the margrave, he stepped 
back and said : 

" Monsieur, now I am the king ; no 
longer the gardener at Rheinsberg." 
The king read the pained astonishment 
in the faces of his friends, who, one 
moment before, had been so hopefril, 
so assured ; he advanced and said, in a 



kindly tone, " We are no longer in 
Rheinsberg. The beautiftil proverb of 
Horace belongs to our past — * Folly is 
sweet in its season.^ There I was the 
gardener and the friend— here I am the 
king; here all must work, and each 
one must use his talents and his 
strength in the service of the state, 
and thus prove to the people that the 
prince had reason to choose him for a 
friend." 

" And may I also be a partaker of 
that grace and be counted amongst the 
friends of the king?" said the old 
Prince of Anhalt-Dessau, who, with his 
two sons, had just entered and heard 
the last words of Frederick ; "will your 
majesty continue to me and my sons 
the favor which your ever-blessed fa- 
ther granted to us during so many long 
and happy years ? Oh, your majesty, 
I beseech you to be gracious to us, and 
grant as the position and influence 
which we have so long enjoyed:" So 
saying, the old prince bent his knee 
to the youthful monarch. Frederick 
bowed his head thoughtfully, and a 
smile played upon his lips ; he gave his 
hand to the prince, and commanded 
him to rise. 

" I will gladly leave you your place 
and income, for I am sure you will 
serve me as faithfully and zealous- 
ly as you did my father. — As regards 
the position and influence which you 
desire, I say to you M^ no man under 
my reign will have position but myself, 
and not even my best friend will exer- 
cise the slightest influence over me." 

The friends from Rheinsberg turned 
pale, and exchanged stolen glances 
with each other. There was no more 
jesting ; a hand of ice had been laid 
upon their beiating hearts, and the 
wings of hope were broken. The king 
did not seem to remark the change; 
he drew near to his friend Jordan, and, 
taking his arm, walked to the window, 
and spoke with him long and earnestly. 
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The courtiers and favorites looked 
after their happy friend with envious 
glances, and observed every shade in 
the countenances of the king and Jor- 
dan. Frederick was calm, but an ex- 
pression of painful surprise settled like 
a cloud upon Jordan. Now the king 
left the window, and called Bielfeld to 
him; spoke with him also long and 
gravely, and then dismissed him, and 
nodded to Chazot to join him. Lastly 
he took the arm of the Duke of War- 
tensleben, and walked backward and 
forward, chatting vrith him. The 
duke was radiant with joy, but the 
other courtiers looked suspicious and 
lowering ; with none of them had he 
spoken so long ; no other arm had he 
so familiarly taken. It was clear that 
Warteusleben was the declared favorite 
of the king ; he had driven them from 
the field. 

The king observed all this ; he had 
read the envy, mal|ce, rage, and melan- 
choly in the faces of his friends; he 
knew them all too well, had too long 
observed them, not to be able to read 
their thoughts. It had pleased him to 
sport awhile with these small souls, so 
filled with selfishness, envy, and every 
evil passion ; he wished to give them 
a lesson, and bring them down from 
their dizzy and imaginary heights to 
the stern realities of life. The king 
had used Wartensleben as his instru- 
ment for this purpose, and now must 
the poor duke's wings be clipped. The 
mounting waves of his ambition must 
be quieted by the oil of truth. 

" Yes," said the king, '^ I am the ruler 
of a kingdom ; I have a great army 
and a well-filled treasury. You cannot 
doubt that it is my highest aim to 
make my country blossom as the rose ; 
to uphold the reputation of my army, 
and to make the best use of my riches. 
The gold is there to circulate; it is 
there to reward those who faithfully 
serve their &therland; but, above all 



other things, it is there for those who 
are truly my friends." 

The features of the young duke were 
radiant with expectation. As the king 
saw this, a mocking smile flashed from 
his eye. 

"I 'will, however, naturally know 
how to distinguish between my friends, 
and those who do not need gold will 
not receive it You, for example, my 
dear duke, are enormously rich ; you 
vrill content yourself therefore, with 
my love, as you will naturally never re- 
ceive a dollar from me." So speaking, 
he nodded kindly to the duke, passed 
into the next room, and closed the 
door behind him. Grave and dumb, 
the friends from Rheinsberg gazed 
upon each other; each one regarded 
the other as his successiiil rival, aad 
thought to see in him what he had not 
become — a powerful favorite, a minis- 
ter, or general. All felt their love 
growing cold, and almost hated the 
friends who stood in their way. Jor- 
dan was the first who broke silence. 
Reaching his hand to Bielfeld, he said : 

^^ It must not be thought that disap- 
pointed hopes have hardened our hearts, 
and that envy blinds us to the advanta- 
ges of our friends. I love you, Bielfeld, 
because of your advantages and talents ; 
and I understand full well why the 
king advances you before me. Receive 
also my good wishes, and be assured 
that from my heart I rejoice in your 
success." 

Bielfeld looked amazed. ^*My suc- 
cess!" said he. "Dear friend, you 
need not be envious ; and as to my ad- 
vancement, it is so small an affair that 
I can scarcely find it. The king said 
he intended me for a diplomatist, but 
that I needed years of instruction. With 
this view he had selected me to ac- 
company Duke Truckfess to Hanover. 
When I returned from there, I would 
receive further orders. This is my pro- 
motion, and you must qonfess I make 



ROYAL GRACE AND ROYAL DISPLEASURE. 



69 



a small beginning. But you, dear Jor- 
dan, what important position have you 
received ? You are the king's dearest 
friend, and he has without doubt ad- 
vanced you above us all I acknowl- 
edge that you merit this. Tell us also 
what are you ? " 

" Yes," cried they all eagerly, " what 
are you ? Are you minister of state or 
minister of church aflGurs ? " 

" What am I ? " cried Jordan, laugh- 
ing. "I will tell you, my friends. I 
am not minister of church affairs ; I am 
not minister of state. I am — ah, you 
will never guess what I am — ^I belong 
to the police I I must remove the beg- 
gars from the streets of Berlin, and 
found a workhouse for them. Now, 
dear friends, am I not enviable ? '' For 
a moment all were silent; then every 
eye was fixed upon Wartensleben. 

" And you, dear duke, are you made 
happy ? You have cut open the golden 
apple; you have the longed-for port- 
foUo." 

"II" cried the duke, half angry, 
half merry. " I have nothing, and will 
receive nothing. I will tell you what 
the king said to me. He assured me 
earnestly that I was rich enough, and 
would never receive a dollar from him." 

At this announcement they all broke 
out in uproarious laughter. "Let us 
confess," said Bielfeld, " that we have 
played to-day a rare comedy — a farce 
which Molifere might have written, and 
which must bear the title of La Joumee 
de% Dupes, Now, as we have none of 
us become distinguished, let us all be 
joyful and love each other dearly. — But 
listen ! the king plays the flute ; how 
soft, how melting is the sound I " 

Yes, the king played the fiute; he 
cast out with those melodious strains 
the evil spirit of ennui which the tire- 
some etiquette of the day had brought 
upon him. He played the flute to re- 
cover himself — to regain his cheerful 
spirit and a clear brow. Soon he laid 



it aside, and his eye rested upon the 
unopened letters and papers with 
which the table was covered. Yes, he 
must open all these letters, and answer 
them himself, he alone. Nobody shouldl 
do his work; all should work onlyi 
through him ; no one should decree or 
command in Prussia but the king. 
Every thing should flow from him. He 
would be the heart and soul of his 
country. 

Frederick opened and read the let- 
ters, and wrote the answer on the mar- 
gin of the paper, leaving^ it to the secre- 
tary to copy. And now the work was 
almost done ; the paper with the great 
seal, which he now opened, was the last. 

This was a declaration from the 
Church department, which announced 
that, through the influence of the Cath- 
olic schools in Berlin, many Protestants 
had -become Catholics. Did not his 
majesty think it best to close these 
schools ? A pitiful smile played upon 
the Ups of Frederick as he read. " And i 
they say they believe intone God, and, 
their priests and ministers preach 
Christian forbearance and Christian, 
love, while they know nothing of either. | 
They have not God, but the Church,^! 
always before their eyes ; they are in- 
tolerant in their hearts, imperious, and 
full of (Junning. I will bend them, and 
break down their assumed power. My | 
whole life will be a battle with priests ; 
they will mock at me, and call me a 
heretic. Let the Church be ever against 
me, if my own conscience absolves me. 
Now I will begin the war, and what I 
now write will be a signal of alarm in 
the tents of all the pious priests." 

He took up the paper again and{ 
wrote on the margin, " All religions 
shall be tolerated. The magistrates 
must have their eyes open, and see that 
no sect imposes ob another. In Prus- 
sia each man shall be saved in his ow 
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CHAPTER L 

THE GABDEN OF MONBUOU. 

The excitement of the first days was 
quieted. The young king had with- 
drawn for a short time to the palace 
in Charlottenburg, while his wife re- 
mained in Berlin, anxiously expecting 
an invitation to follow her husband. 

But the young monarch appeared to 

have no care^ or thought save for his 

kingdom. He worked and studied 

• without interruption ; even his beloved 

flute was untouched. 

Berlin was, according to etiquette, 
draped with mourning for a few days ; it 
served in this instance as a veil to the 
joy with which all looked forward to 
the coronation of the new king. All 
appeared earnest and solemn, but every 
heart was joyful and every eye beam- 
ing. The palace of the king was si- 
lent and deserted; the king was, as 
we have said, at Charlottenburg ; the 
young queen was in the palace for- 
merly occupied by the prince royal, 
and the dowager-queen Sophia Doro- 
thea had retired with the two princess- 
es, Ulrica and Amelia, to the palace of 
Monbijou. All were anxious and ex- 
pectant; all hoped for influence and 
honor, power and greatness. The scul- 
lion and the maids, as well as the 
counts and princes, and eten the queen 



herself, dreamed of happy and glorious 
days in the future. 

Sophia Dorothea had been too long 
a trembling, subjugated woman ; she 
was rejoicing in the thought that she 
might at length be a queen. Her son 
would doubtless grant to her all the 
power which had been denied her by 
her husband ; he would remember the 
days of tears and bitterness which she 
had endured for his sake; and now 
that the power was in his hands she 
would be repaid a thousand-fold. The 
young king would hold the sceptre in 
his hands, but he must allow his mother 
to aid in keeping it upright ; and if he 
found it too weighty, the queen was 
ready to bear it for him, and reign in 
his stead, while her dreamy son wrote 
poems, or played on the flute, or phi- 
losophized with his friends, Frederick 
was certainly not formed to rule; he 
was a poet and a philosopher; he 
dreamed of a Utopia ; he imagined an 
ideal which it was impossible to real- 
ize. The act of ruling would be a 
weary trial to him, and the sounds of 
the trumpet but ill accord with his har- 
monious dreams. 

But happily his mother was there, 
and was willing to reign for him ; to 
bear upon her shoulders the heavy bur- 
dens and cares of the kingdom ; to 
work with the ministers, while the king 
wrote poetical epistles to Voltuire. 
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Why should not Sophia Dorothea 
reign ? Were there not examples in 
all lands of noble women who gov- 
erned their people well and honorably ? 
Was not England proud of her Eliza- 
heth, Sweden of her Christina, Spain 
of Isabella, Russia of Catharine ? and 
even in Prussia the Queen Sophia Char- 
lotte had occupied a great and glorious 
position. Why could not Sophia Dor- 
othea accomplish as much or even more 
than her predecessor ? 

These were the thoughts of the queen 
as she Tv^alked up and down the shady 
paths of the garden of Monbijou, and 
listened with a proud smile to the flat- 
tering Tvords of Count Manteuflfel, who 
had just handed her a letter of condo- 
lence from the Empress of Austria. 

*^ Her majesty the empress has sent 
me a most loving and tender letter to- 
day," said the dowager-queen, with an 
ironical smile. 

*' She has then only given expression 
to-day to those sentiments which she 
has always entertained for your majes- 
ty ? " said the count, respectfully. ' 

The queen bowed her head smiling- 
ly, but said, " The houses of Hohenzol- 
lem and Hapsburg have never been 
friendly; it is not in their nature to 
love one another." 

" The great families of Capulet and 
Montague said the same,^' remarked 
Count Manteuflfel, " but the anger of 
the parents dissolved before the love 
of the children." 

"But we have not arrived at the 
childreu," said the queen proudly, as 
she thought how her husband had been 
deceived by the house of Austria, and 
recalled that, on his death -bed, he had 
commanded his son Frederick to .re- 
venge those treacheries. 

" Pardon me, your majesty, if I dare 
to contradict you ; we have most surely 
arrived at the children, and the diffi- 
culties of the parents are forgotten in 
their love. Is not the wife of the young 



king the deeply-loved niece of the 
Austrian empress ? " 

"She was already his wife, count, 
when my husband visited the emperor 
in Bohemia, and it was not considered 
according to etiquette for the emperor 
to off3r his hand to the King of Prus- 



sia." * 

"She was, however, not his wife 
when Austria, by her repeated and en- 
ergetic representations, saved the life 
of the prince royal. For your majesty 
knows that at one time that precious 
life was threatened." 

"It was threatened, but it would 
have been preserved without the assist- 
ance of Austria; for the mother of 
Frederick was at hand, and that mother 
was sister to the King of England." 
And the queen cast on the count bo 
proud and scornful a glance, that his 
eyes fell involuntarily to the ground. 
Sophia .Dorothea saw this, and smiled. 
This was her triumph ; she would now 
show herself mild and forgiving. " We 
will speak no more o( the past," she 
said, in a friendly manner. "The 
death of my husband has cast a dark 
cloud over it, and I must think only 
of the future, that my son, the young 
king, may not always behold me with 
tears in my eyes. No, I will look for- 
ward, for I have a presentiment that 
Prussia's future wiU be great and glo- 
rious." 

"Would that it might be thus for 
the whole of Germany I " cried the 
count. " It must be so, if the houses 
of HohenzoUern and Hapsburg will for- 
get their ancient quarrels, and live to- 
gether in love and peace." 

"Let Hapsburg extend to us the 
hand of love and peace ; show us her 
sympathy, her justice, and her grati- 
tude, in deeds, not words." 

" Austria is prepared to do so, your ^ 
majesty ; the question is, whether Prus- 

* Secken'iorTB Leben. 
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aia wiU grasp her band and place upon 
it the ring of love." 

The queen glanced up so quickly 
that she perceived the dark and threat- 
ening look of the count ^* Austria is 
again makiog matrimonial plans," she 
said, with a bitter smile. " She is not 
satisfied with one marriage, such as 
that of her imperial niece, she longs for 
a repetition of this master-work. But 
this time, count, there is no dear one 
to be saved at any cost from a prison ; 
this time the decision can be deferred 
until the arrival of all the courtiers." 
And the queen, dismissing the count 
with a slight bow, recalled her ladies 
of honor, who were lingering at- a short 
distance, and passed into one of the 
other walks. 

Count Manteufifel remained where 
the queen had left him, looking after 
her with an earnest and thoughtful 
countenance. " She is prouder and 
more determined than formerly," he 
murmured; *^tbat is a proof that she 
will be influential, and knows her 
power. What she said of the courier 
was without doubt an allusion to the 
one who arrived an hour too late, with 
the consent of England, on the be- 
trothal day of the prince royal. Ah ! 
there must be other couriers en route^ 
and one of them was most probably 
sent to England. We must see that he 
aiTives an hour too late, as the former 
one did." At this instant, and in his 
immediate vicinity, Manteuffel heard a 
soft and melodious voice saying, " No, 
•count, you can never make me believe 
in your love. You are much too blond 
■to love deeply." 

** Blond I " cried a manly voice, with 
:a tone of horror. " You do not like 
fair hair, and until now I have been so 
proud of mine ! But I will have it 
dyed black, if you will promise to be- 
lieve in my love." The lady replied 
with a light laugh, which brought an 
answering smile to the countenance of 



Count Manteuffel. " It is my ally, Ma- 
dame von Brandt," he said to himselfl 
" I was most anxious to see her, and 
must interrupt her tender tete-drUte 
with Count Voss for one moment." So 
speaking, the count hurried to the spot 
from which he had heard the voice of 
Madame von Brandt and her languish- 
ing lover. The count approached the 
lady with the most delighted counte- 
nance, and expressed his astonishment 
at finding his beautiful friend in the 
garden of the dowager-queen. 

"Her majesty did me the honor to 
invite me to spend a few weeks here," 
said Madame von Brandt. " She knew 
that my physician had ordered me to 
the country, as the only means to re- 
store my health ; and as she knows of 
my great intimacy with Mademoiselle 
von Pannewitz, one of her ladies of 
honor, she was so kind as to offer me a 
few rooms at Monbijou. Now I have 
explained to you the reason of my 
presence here as minutely as if you were 
my father yconfessor, and nothing re- 
mains to be done but to present you to 
my escort. This is Count Voss, a no- 
ble cavalier, a sans peur et sans reproche^ 
ready to sacrifice for his lady-love, if 
not his life, at least his fair hair.'' 

" Beware, my dear count," said Man- 
teuffel, laughing, "beware that the 
color of your hair is not changed by 
this lovely scoffer — ^that it does not be- 
come a venerable gray. She is sufiS- 
ciently accomplished in the art of en- 
chantment to do that; I assure you 
that Madame von Brandt plays a most 
important rdle in the history of my 
gray hairs." 

" Ah I it would be delightful to be- 
come gray in the service of Madame 
von Brandt," said the young count, in 
so pathetic a tone, that his companions 
both laughed. " As often as I looked 
at my gray hair I would think of her." 
And the young count gazed into the 
distance, like one entranced, and his 
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smiling lips whispered low, unintelligi- 
ble words. 

"This is one of his ecstatic mo- 
ments,'' whispered Madame yon Brandt. 
" He has the whim to consider himself 
an original; he imagines himself a 
Petrarch enamoured of his Laura. We 
will allow him to dream awhile, and 
speak of our own affidrs. But be brief, 
I beg of you, for we must not be found 
together, as you are a suspicious char- 
acter, my dear count, and my inno- 
cence might be doubted if we were 
seen holding a confidential conversa- 
tion." 

" Ah ! it is edifying to hear Madame 
yon Brandt speak, like a young girl of 
sixteen, of her threatened imiocence. 
But we will tranquillize this timidity, 
and be brief. In the first place, what 
of the young queen ? " 

"State of barometer: cold and 
damp, falling weathex, stormy, with 
unfulfilled hopes, yery little sunshine, 
and yery heavy clouds." 

" That means that the queen is still 
fearful of being slighted by her hus- 
band." 

"She is no longer fearful — ^he neg- 
lects her already. The king is at Char- 
lottenburg, and has not invited the 
queen to join him. As a husband, he 
slights his vdfe; whether as king he 
will neglect his queen, only time will 
reveal." 

" And what of Madame von Morien ? " 

" The king seems to have forgotten 
her entirely since that unhappy quid 
pro quo with the poem at Rheinsberg ; 
his love seems to have cooled, and he 
converses with her as harmlessly and 
as indifferently as with any other lady. 
No more stolen words, secret embraces, 
or amorous sighs. The miserable Mp- 
rien is consumed with sorrow, for 
since she has been neglected she loves 
passionately." 

"And that is unhappily not the 
means to regain that proud heart," 



said Count Manteuffel, shrugging his 
shoulders. " With tears and languish- 
ing she ynll lose her influence, and only 
gain contempt. You who are the mis- 
tress of love and coquetry should un- 
derstand that, and instruct your beau- 
tiful pupU. Now, however, comes the 
most important question. What of the 
marriage of the Prince Augustus Wil- 
Uam ? " 

Madame yon Brandt sighed. " You 
are really inexorable. Have you no 
compassion for the noble, heart-felt 
love of two children, who are as pure 
and innocent as the stars in heaven f " 

"And have you no compassion for 
the diamonds which long to repose 
upon your lovely bosom ? " said Count 
Manteuffel ; " no compassion for the 
charming villa which you could pur- 
chase ? You positively refuse to excite 
the envy of all the ladies at court by 
possessing the most costly cashmere? 
You will—" 

"Enough, Count Devil I you are in 
reality more a devil than a man, for 
you lead my soul into temptation. I 
must submit. I will become a serpent, 
reposing on the bosom of my poor 
Laura, poisoning her love and lacerat- 
ing her heart. Ah, count, if you knew 
how my conscience reproaches me 
when I listen to the pure and holy con- 
fession of her love, when trembling and 
blushing she whispers to me the secrets 
of her youthful heart, and flies to me, 
seeking protection against her own 
weakness I Remember that these two 
children love each other, without ever 
having had the courage to acknowl- 
edge it. Laura pretends not to under- 
stand the deep sighs and the whispered 
words of the prince, and then passes 
the long nights in weeping." 

" If that is the case, it is most im- 
portant to prevent an understanding 
between these singular lovers. You 
must exert all your influence with the 
young lady to induce her to close this 
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romance with an -heroic act, which 
will make her appear a holy martyr in 
the eyes of the prince." 

*^ But, for example, what heroic act ? " 

" Her marriage." 

*' But how can we find a man so sud- 
denly to whom this poor lamb can be 
sacrificed ? " 

''There is one," said the count, 
pointing to Count Voas, who appeared 
to have forgotten the whole world, and 
was occupied writing verses in his 
portfolio. 

Madame von Brandt laughed aloud. 
" He marry the beautiful Laura t " 

" Yes," said the count, earnestly, " he 
seeks a Laura." 

" Yes, but you forget that he consid- 
ers me his Laura." 

"You can, therefore, easily induce 
him to make this sacrifice for you ; he 
will be magnified in his own eyes, if, 
in resigning you, he gives himself to 
the lady you have selected." 

"You are terrible," said Madame 
von Brandt. "I shudder before you, 
for I believe you have no human emo- 
tions in your heart of iron." 

" There are higher and nobler consid- 
erations, to which such feelings must 
yield. But see, the count has finished 
his poem. To work now, my beautiful 
ally ! to-day you must perfect your mas- 
terpiece; and now farewell," said the 
count, kissing her hand, as he left her 
dde. 

Madame von Brandt approached the 
young count, who seemed to be again 
lost in thought She placed her hand 
lightly on his shoulder, and whisper- 
ed, half tenderly, half reproachfully, 
" Dreamer, where are your thoughts ? " 

"With you," said the count, who 
trembled and grew pale at her touch. 
" Yes, with you, noblest and dearest of 
women; .and as that tiresome gossip 
prevented me from speaking to you, I 
passed the time he was here in writing." 

"But you do not remember," said 



she, tenderly, "that you were com- 
promising me before Count Manteufifel, 
who will not hesitate to declare in' 
what intimate relationship we stand to 
one another. Only think of writing 
without apology, while a lady and a 
strange gentleman were at your side I " 

"The world will only exclaim, — 
' What an original I ^ " said Count Yoss, 
with a foolish, but well-pleased smile. 

" But it will also say that this origi- 
nal shows little consideration for Ma- 
dame von Brandt ; that he must, there- 
fore, be very intimate wifch her. The 
reputation of a woman is so easily in- 
jured ; it is like the wing of the but- 
terfiy, so soon as a finger touches it or 
points at it, it loses its lustre ; and we 
poor women have nothing but our 
good name and unspotted virtue. It is 
the only shield — the only weapon — 
that we possess against the cruelty of 
man, and you seek to tear that from 
us, and then, dishonored and humili- 
ated, you tread us under foot 1 '' 

" You are weeping ! " cried the 
count, looking at his beloved, in whose 
eyes the tears really stood — "you are 
weeping ! I am truly a great criminal 
to cause you to shed tears." 

"No, you are a noble but most 
thoughtless man," said Madame von 
Brandt, smiling through her tears. 
" You betray to the world what only 
God and we ourselves should know." 

" Heavens I what have I betrayed ? " 
cried the poor frightened count. 

" You have betrayed our love," whis- 
pered Madame von Brandt, as she 
glanced tenderly at the count. 

" What 1 our love ? " he cried, beside 
himself with delight ; " you admit that 
it is not I alone who love ? " 

" I admit it, but at the same time de- 
clare that we must part." 

"Never! no, never! No power on 
earth shall part us," said he, seizing her 
hand, and covering it with kisses. 

" But there is a power which has the 
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right to separate as — ^the power of my 
hnsband He already suspects my feel- 
ings for you, and he will be inexorable 
if he discovers that his suspicions are 
correct." 

" Then I will call him out, and he 
will fall by my hand, and I shall bear 
you in triumph as my wife to my cas- 
tle." 

" But if you should fall ? " 

" Ah 1 I had not thought of that," 
murmured the count, turning pale. 
" That would certainly be a most un- 
happy accident. We will not tempt 
fate with this trial, but seek another 
way out of our difficulty. Ah, I know 
one already. You must elope with 



n 



me. 

She said, with a sad smile, ^^The 
arm of the long extends far and wide, 
and my husband would follow us with 
his vengeance to the end of the world." 

" But what shall we do ? " cried the 
count, despairingly; "we love each 
other ; separated, we must be consumed 
with grief and sorrow. Ah 1 ah ! shall 
I really suffer the fate of Petrarch, and 
pass my life in an eternal dirge? Is 
there no way to prevent this ? " 

Madame von Brandt placed her hand 
with a slight but tender pressure on 
his. "There is one way," she whis- 
pered, " a way to reassure, not only my 
husband, but the whole world, which 
will cast a veil over our love, and pro- 
tect us from the wickedness and ca- 
lumny of man." 

" Show me this way 1 " be exclaimed, 
" and if it should cost half of my for- 
tune I would walk in it, if I could hope 
to gain your love." 

She bent her head nearer to him, and 
with a most fascinating and tender 
glance, whispered, " You must marry, 
count." 

He withdrew a step, and uttered a 
cry of horror. " I must marry I You 
defidre it — you who profess to love 
me?" 



"Because I love you, dearest, and 
because yo|ir marriage will break the 
bands of etiquette which divide us. 
You must marry a lady of my acquaint- 
ance, perhaps one of my friends, and 
then no one, not even my husband, will 
consider our friendship remarkable." 

" Oh I I see it ; there is no other 
way," sighed the count. " If I were 
only.married now 1 " 

" Oh 1 you ungrateful, faithless man," 
cried Madame von Brandt, indignantly. 
" You long already for your marriage, 
with the beautiful young woman, in 
whose love I shall be forgotten." 

" Oh I you are well aware that I only 
wish to be married because you desire 
it." 

" Prove this by answering that you 
will not refuse to marry the lady I shall 
point out to you." 

" I swear it" 

" You swear that you will marry no 
other than the one I name ? You swear 
that you will overcome all obstacles, 
and be withheld by no prayers or re- 
proaches ? " 

" I swear it." 

" On the word of a count ? " 

" On the word of a count. Show me 
the lady, and I will marry her against 
the will of the whole world." 

"But if the lady should not love 
you ? " 

"Why should I care? Do I love 
her ? Do I not marry her for your sake 
alone ? " 

" Ah ! my friend," cried Madame 
von Brandt, " I see that we understand 
one another. Come, and I will show 
you your bride." 

She placed her arm in his, and drew 
him away. Her eye gleamed with a 
wild, menacing light, and she said 
sneeringly to herself, " I have selected 
a rich husband for my beautifril Laura, 
and have bartered my soul for diamonds 
and cashmeres, and the gratitude of an 
empress." 
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CHAPTER n. 

THB QlTEEN^S ICAID OF HONOB. 

After her interview with Count 
Manteuffel, the Queen Sophia Dorothea 
left the garden, and retired to her 
chamber. She dismissed her maids of 
honor for a few hours, requesting them 
to admit no one to her presence. Bhe 
wished to consider and develop her 
plans in undisturbed quiet. She felt 
that Austria was again prepared to 
throw obstacles in the way of her fa- 
vorite project — an English marriage 
for one of her children. She wished 
to sharpen her weapons, and marshal 
her forces for the approaching combat 

For a few hours, therefore, the maids 
of honor were free to follow their own 
inclinations, to amuse themselves as 
they thought fit. 

Laura von Pannewitz had declined 
accompanying the other ladies in their 
drive. Her heart required solitude 
and rest. For her it was a rare and 
great pleasure to listen in undisturbed 
quiet to the sweet voices which whis- 
pered in her heart, and suffused her 
whole being with delight. 

It was so sweet to dream of him — ^to 
recall his words, his smiles, his sighs ; 
all those little shades and signs which 
seem so unimportant to the careless, 
but which convey so much to the lov- 
ing observer I 

He had written to her yesterday, and 
she — she had had the cruel courage to 
return his letter unopened. But she 
had first pressed it to her lips and to 
her heart with streaming eyes, and had 
then fallen on her knees to pray to God, 
and to implore Him to give her strength 
and courage to overcome her heart, to 
renounce his love. 

Since then an entire day had passed, 
and she had not seen him, had heard 
nothing of him. Oh, he must be sad 
and very angry with her; he wished 



never to see her again ! And because 
he was angry, and wished to hold him- 
self aloof from her, he, the loving and 
attentive son, had even neglected to 
pay the accustomed morning visit to 
his royal mother, which he had never 
before omitted. 

Her heart beating hurriedly, and 
weeping with anguish, Laura had been 
standing behind her window curtain 
awaiting him, and had prayed to Gk>d 
that she might see him, or at least hear 
his voice in the distance. But the 
prince did not arrive, and now the 
time had passed at which he was ac- 
customed to come. The queen had al- 
ready retired to her study, and would 
admit no one. 

Laura could, therefore, no longer 
hope to see the Prince Augustus Wil- 
liam on this day. As she thought 6f 
this, she felt as if a sword had pierced 
her bosom, and despair took possession 
of her heart She threw herself on her 
knees, wrung her hands, and prayed to 
God, not for strength and courage to 
renounce him as before, but for a little 
sunshine on her sad and sorrowful love. 
Terrified at her own prayer, she had 
then arisen from her knees, and had 
hurried to the room of Madame von 
Brandt, to take refuge from her own 
thoughts and sorrows in the bosom of 
a friend. 

But her friend was not there, and 
she was told that Madame von Brandt 
had gone down into the garden. Laura 
took her hat and shawl, and sought 
her. As she walked down the shady 
avenue, her glowing cheeks and burn- 
ing eyes were cooled by the gentle 
breeze wafted over from the river 
Spree, and she felt soothed ; something 
like peace stole into her heart. Laura 
had forgotten that she had come to 
the garden to seek her friend ; she felt 
only that the calm and peace of nature 
had quieted her heart; that solitude 
whispered to her soul in a voice of con- 
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solation and of hope. Hurriedly she 
passed on to the denser and more soli- 
tary part of the garden, where she 
could give herself up to dreams of him 
whose image still filled her heart, al- 
though she had vainly endeavored to 
banish it. 

She now entered the conservatory at 
the foot of the garden, which had been 
converted into a beautiful and charm- 
ing saloon, for the exclusive use of the 
queen and her maids of honor. There 
were artificial arbors of blooming myr- 
tle and orange, in which luxurious lit- 
tle sofas invited to repose ; grottoes of 
stone had been constructed, in the crev- 
ices of which rare mountain-plants were 
growing. There were little fountains 
which murmured and flashed pleasant- 
ly, and diffused an agreeable coohiess 
throughout the atmosphere. Laura 
seated herself in one of the arbors, 
which was covered with myrtle, and, 
in a reclining position, her head resting 
on the trunk of an aged laurel-tree, 
which formed part of the framework 
of the arbor, she closed her eyes, that 
she might see nothing but him. 

It was a lovely picture, the beautiful 
and noble countenance of this young 
girl, enclosed as it were in a frame of 
living myrtle ; her delicate but full and 
maidenly figure reclining against the 
trunk of the tree, to which the chaste 
and timid love of a virgin had once 
given life. She also was a Daphne, 
fleeing from her own desires, fleeing 
from the sweetly-alluring voice of her 
lover, who, to her, was the god of 
beauty and of grace, the god of learn- 
ing and the arts — ^her Apollo, whom 
she adored and believed in, whom she 
feared, and from whom she fled like 
Daphne, because she loved him. For 
woman flees only from him whom she 
loves ; she fears him only who is dan- 
gerous, not because his words of ten- 
derness and flattery are alluring, but 
because her own heart pleads for him. 



Laura was still sitting in the arbor, 
in a dreamy reverie. His image filled 
her thoughts ; her love was prayer, her 
prayer love. Her hands lay folded in 
her lap ; a sweet, dreamy smile played 
about her lips, and from under her 
closed eyelids a few tears were slowly 
rolling down her soft, rosy cheeks. 
She had been praying to God to give 
her strength to conquer her own heart, 
and to bear, without murmuring and 
without betra3ring herself, the sorrow, 
the anger, and even the indifference of 
the prince. Still she felt that her heart 
would break if he should desert and 
forget her. An alluring voice whis- 
pered that it would be a more blissful 
end to die, after an hour of ecstatic 
and intoxicating happiness, than to re- 
nounce his love, and still die. 

But the chaste Laura did not wish 
to hear this voice ; she would drown it 
with her prayers ; and still, even while 
she prayed, she thought how great and 
sublime a happiness it would be to kiss 
the lips of her beloved, to whisper in 
his ear the long-concealed, long-buried 
secret of her love. And then his kiss 
still on her lips, and in the sunshine of 
his eyes, to fall down and die I — ex- 
changing heaven for heaven; redeem- 
ing bliss with bliss. And sweeter 
dreams and more painful fantasies 
came over her; heavier and heavier 
sank her eyelids ; a weight of sorrow 
rested on her heart, and made it weary 
unto death ; until at the last, like the 
disciples on the Mount, she slept for 
very sorrow. 

The silence was profound. Suddenly 
stealthy footsteps could be heard, and 
the figure of a man appeared at the en- 
trance of the grotto. Cautiously he 
stepped forward, and cast an inquiring 
glance through the trailing vines which 
overhung the grotto, to the young girl 
who still slumbered, reclining on the 
trunk of the laurel-tree. It was Fritz 
Wendel, the gardener of Rheinsbei^. 
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Queen Sophia Borotliea had desired to 
have her green-houses and flower-beds 
arranged in the style of those at Rheins- 
berg. And, by command of the young 
king, several of the most expert gar- 
deners of Rheinsberg had been sent to 
Berlin to superintend this arrangement 
in the garden of Monbijou. Fortune 
had favored the young gardener, and 
had again brought him near her he 
loved. For the little maid of honor, 
Louise von Schwerin, was not only the 
favorite of Queen Elizabeth, but Queen 
Sophia Dorothea also loved this saucy 
and sprightly young girl, who, because 
she was a child, and as such was ex- 
cusable, was allowed to break in upon 
court etiquette with her merry laugh- 
ter, and to introduce an element of 
freshness and vivacity into the stiff 
forms of court life. Moreover, by her 
thoughtless and presumptuous behavior 
at Rheinsberg, she had lost favor with 
the young couple who now reigned in 
Prussia. Queen Elizabeth could not 
forget that it was through Louise she 
had learned the name of her happy 
rival. And the king was angry with 
her, because, through her, the secret of 
his verses to Madame von Morien had 
been discovered. Louise von Schwerin 
was rarely with Queen Elizabeth. So- 
phia Dorothea, however, kept this 
young girl near her person for whole 
days. Her childish ways amused the 
queen, and her merry pranks drove the 
stiff and formal mistress of ceremonies, 
and the grave and stately cavaliers and 
ladies of the court, to despair. And 
the little maid of honor came to the 
qneen willingly, for Monbijou had for 
her a great charm since the handsome 
gardener, Fritz Wendel, had been there. 
The romance with this young man had 
not yet come to an end ; this secret lit- 
tle love-affair had a peculiar charm for 
the young girl; and as no other ad- 
mirer had been found for the little 
Louise, she for the present was very 



well pleased with the adoration of the 
young gardener, to whom she was not 
the " little Louise,'' but the bewitching 
fairy, the beautiful goddess. It was 
Fritz Wendel who appeared at the en- 
trance of the grotto, and looked anx- 
iously toward the sleeping Laura. He 
had been occupied in arranging the 
plants and flowers in this conservatory, 
which had been conflded to his espe- 
cial care. As the queen never entered 
the garden at this time, this hour had 
been set apart for his labors. 

In the midst of his occupation he 
was interrupted by the entrance of 
Laura von Pannewitz, and had hastily 
retired to the grotto, intending to re- 
main concealed until the lady should 
have left the conservatory. From his 
hiding-place, concealed by the dense 
Lidian vines, he could see the myrtle 
arbor in which the beautiful Laura re- 
posed ; and now, seeing that she slept, 
he advanced slowly and cautiously 
from the grotto. He listened atten- 
tively to her slow and regular breath- 
ing—yes, she really slept ; he might 
therefore stealthily leave the saloon. 

" Ah, if it were she ! " he murmured ; 
" if it were she 1 I would not leave 
here so quietly. I would find courage 
to fall down at her feet and to clasp her 
to my arms, while pressing my lips to 
hers, to suppress her cry of terror. But 
this lady," said he, almost disdainfully, 
turning to the sleeping Laura, " is so 
little like her — that she is — " 

The words died on his lips, and he 
hastily retreated to the entrance of the 
grotto. He thought he heard footsteps 
approaching ^the conservatory. The 
door of the vestibule creaked on its 
hinges, and again — Fritz Wendel 
slipped hastily into the grotto, and 
concealed himself behind the dense 
vines. 

On the threshold of the saloon stood 
a young man, who looked searchingly 
around. His tall and graceful figture 
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was clad in the unifonn of the guards, 
-which displayed his well-knit form to 
great advantage. The star on his 
breast, and the crape which he wore 
on his arm, announced a prince of the 
royal house; his beautifully - formed 
and handsome features wore an expres- 
sion of almost effeminate tenderness. 
The glance of his large blue eyes was 
so soft and mild, that those who ob- 
served him long, were involuntarily 
touched with an inexplicable feeling 
of pity for this noble-looking youth. 
His broad brow showed so much spirit 
and determination, that it was evident 
he was not always gentle and yielding, 
but had the courage and strength to 
follow his own will if necessary. 

It was Prince Augustus William, the 
favorite of the deceased king, on whose 
account the elder brother Frederick 
had suffered so much, because the king 
had endeavored to establish the former 
as his successor to the throne in the 
place of his first-born.* 

But the prince's inclinations were 
not in accordance with the wishes 
of his father: Augustus William de- 
sired no throne, no earthly power. In 
his retiring modesty he disliked all 
public display ; the title of royal high- 
ness had no charm for him, and with 
the indifference of a true philosopher 
lie looked down upon the splendor and 
magnificence of earthly glory. 

In his brother Frederick, the disdain 
of outward pomp might be attributed 
to his superior mind and strength of 
understanding; while Augustus Wil- 
liam was actuated by a depth of feel- 
ing, a passionate and ardent sensitive- 
ness. He had come to pay the queen, 
his mother, the customary morning 
visit ; but when told she had desired 
that no one should be admitted to her 
presence, he was not willing that an 
exception should be made in his favor. 

* Dr. Fred. Boschliig, page 1T2. 



" He had time to wait," he said, " and 
should be announced and called up 
from the garden only when the queen 
was again at leisure." 

After giving this order he had gone 
down into the garden, where a lover's 
instinct had conducted him to the con- 
servatory, in which, to him, the most 
beautiful of all flowers, 'the lovely 
Laura von Pannewitz, reposed. He 
did not dream of finding her there, 
supposing she had accompanied the 
other ladies on their drive; he had 
sought this building that he might 
pass a few moments in undisturbed 
quiet — that he might think of her and 
the unrequited love which he had vain- 
ly endeavored to tear from his heart. 

It was therefore not her he sought 
when, on entering the conservatory, he 
looked searchingly around. He only 
wished to know that he was alone, 
that no one observed him. But sud- 
denly he started, and a deep red suf- 
fused his countenance. He saw the 
beautiful sleeper in the arbor. In the 
first ecstasy of his delight he was on 
the point of throwing himself at her 
feet, and awakening her with his 
kisses. He stai*ted forward — ^but then 
hesitated, and stood still, an expression 
of deep melancholy pervading his fea- 
tures. 

"She will not welcome me," mur- 
mured he, "she will repel me as she 
did my letter yesterday. She does not 
love me, and would never for^ve me 
if I should desecrate her pure lips with 
mine." He bowed his head and sighed. 
" But I love her," said he, after a long 
pause, "and will at least look at and 
adore her, as the Catholics worship the 
Virgin Mary." And with a beaming 
smile, which illumined his whole coun- 
tenance, the prince slowly and noise- 
lessly stepped forward. 

" Well," murmured Fritz Wendel in 
his hiding-place, " I have some curiosi- 
ty to know what the prince has to say 
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to this sleeping beauty ; but, nevertbe- 
less, I would give a year of my life if I 
could slip away unobserved, for if tbe 
prince discovers me here I am lost I " 

He retired to that j)art of the grotto 
where the foliage was thickest, still 
however securing a place from which 
he could observe all that took place in 
the myrtle arbor. 



CHAPTER in. 

FBmCB AUGUSTUS WILLIAM. 

The prince entered the myrtle arbor, 
and, perceiving the lovely sleeper, he 
approached her with a joyful counte- 
nance. 

*' Madonna, my Madonna, let me 
pray to you, let me look at you," he 
murmured. " Listen to my pleadings, 
and let a ray of your love sink into my 
heart" Laura moved in her sleep, 
and uttered a few indistinct words. 
The prince kneeled motionless before 
her, and watched all her movements. 
The dreams that visited her were not 
bright; Laura moaned and sighed in 
her sleep ; her countenance assumed an 
expression so sad and painful that the 
eyes of the prince filled with tears. 
" She is suflfering," he murmured ; 
"why should she suffer? what is it 
that causes my beloved to sigh ? " 
Suddenly she opened her eyes, arose, 
and fastened her astonished and half- 
dreamy gaze upon the prince, who 
with folded hands was still kneeling 
before her, and gazing on her with 
tender, pleading eyes. A trembling 
seized her whole being, as the ocean 
trembles when touched by the first ray 
of the sun. A sweet, blissful astonish- 
ment was painted on every feature. 
"Am I still dreaming?" she mur- 
mured, passing her hand across her 
brow, and pushing aside her long dark 
hair — " am I still dreaming ? '* 



" Yes, you are dreaming," murmured 
Prince Augustus, seizing her hands and 
pressing them to his lips, "you are 
dreaming, Madonna; let me dream 
with you, and be forever blessed. Oh I 
withdraw not your hand, be not, angry, 
let us still dream for one blessed mo- 
ment." But she hastily set her hands 
free and arose from her seat ; grandly 
and proudly she stood before him, and 
her flashing eyes rested with a severe 
and reproachful expression upon the 
still kneeling prince. 

" Arise, my prince ; it is not proper 
that the brother of the king should 
kneel before me. Arise, and have the 
kindness to inform me what circum- 
stances procured me the rare and un- 
solicited favor of being sought by your 
royal highness. But no, I divine it; 
you owe me no explanation : the queen 
has asked for me, and your highness 
was so gracious as too seek for the 
tardy servant who is sleeping while 
her mistress calls. Allow me to hasten 
to her." Laura, feeling her strength 
failing, and suppressing with pain the 
tears that sprang from her heart to her 
eyes, endeavored to pass the prince. 

But he held her back ; the timidity 
that had so often made him appear shy 
and embarrassed had vanished. He 
felt that at this moment he faced his 
destiny, and that his future depended 
upon the result of this interview. 
"No," he said earnestly, "the queen 
did not call you, she does not need 
you; remain, therefore, mademoiselle, 
and grant me a few moments of your 
time." His solemn voice and deter- 
mined expression made her tremble, 
but still entranced ; her soul bowed in 
humility and fear before him. She had 
always seen him humble and pleading, 
always submissive and obedient : now his 
glance was commanding, his voice im- 
perious; and she, who had been able 
to withstand the entreaties of a lover, 
found no courage to resist the angry 
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and commanding man. "Remain," 
he repeated ; " be seated, and allow 
me to speak to you bonestly.and truly.'' 

Laura seated herself obediently and 
tremblingly. The prince stood before 
her, and looked at her with a sad smile. 

"Yesterday you returned my letter 
unopened, but now you must hear me, 
Laura ; I wish it, and no woman can 
withstand the strong will of the man 
who loves her." 

Laura trembled and grew pale ; she 
feared that if at this moment he bade 
her forsake a]l — cast away and trample 
under foot her honor, her reputation, 
her Innocence and pure conscience, she 
would obey him as a true and humble 
slaye, and follow and serve him her 
whole life. 

" Yes, you shall hear me ; I will know 
my fete — ^kuow if you really despise 
my great and devoted love, if you are 
without pity, without sympathy for my 
suffering, my struggles and despair. I 
should think that true, genuine love 
would, like the music of Orpheus, have 
power to animate stones and flowers, 
and my love cannot even move the 
heart of a noble, feeling girl. What is 
the reason ? why do you fly from me ? 
Is it, Laura, because you deem me un- 
worthy of your love? because your 
heart feels no emotion for me? Are 
yon cold and severe because you hold 
me for a bold beggar, who longs for 
the treasure belonging to another, 
whom you despise because he begs for 
what should be the free gift of your 
heart ? Or has your heart never been 
touched by love ? If this is so, Laura, 
and my love has not the power to 
awaken your heart, then do not speak, 
but let me leave you quietly. I will 
try to bear my misery or die ; I shaU 
have no one but myself to reproach, for 
God has denied me the power of win- 
ning love. But if this is not the rea- 
son of your coldness, if we are only 
separated by the vain prejudices of 



rank and birth, O Laura, I entreat you, 
if this is all that separates us, speak 
one single word of comfort, of hope, 
one single low word, and I will conquer 
the whole world, break down all pre- 
judiC/CS and laws, and cast them from 
me. I will be as great and strong as 
Hercules, to clear the way, and make 
it smooth for our love. I will present 
you to the world as my betrothed, and 
before God and my king call you my 
wife. Speak, Laura, is it so V Do you 
fly from me because of this star upon 
my breast — ^because I am called a royal 
prince ? I implore you, tell me, is it 
so ? if not, if you cast me from you be- 
cause you do not love me, say nothing, 
and I will go away for ever." 

A long, painful silence ensued. The 
prince watched the pained, frightened 
countenance of the young girl, who sat 
before him with bowed head, pale and 
motionless. 

"It is decided," he sighed, after a 
long pause, " Farewell 1 I accept my 
destiny, you have spoken my sentence v 
may your heart never accuse you of 
cruelty I" He bowed low before her, 
then turned and walked across the sa- 
loon. 

Laura had remained motionless. She 
now raised her head ; she followed him 
with a glance that, had he seen it, 
would have brought him back to her — 
a look that spoke more than words or 
protestations. 

The prince had reached the door 
once more ; he turned, their looks met, 
and a trembling delight took posses- 
sion of her whole being ; forgetting all 
danger, she longingly extended her 
arms toward him, and murmured his 
name. 

With a cry of delight he sprang to 
her side, and folded her with impas- 
sioned tenderness in his arms. Laura 
concealed her tear-stained face upon 
his breast, and murmured : " God sees 
my heart, He knows how long I have 
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prayed and straggied ; may He be more 
merdfal, more compassiomite than 
man I I shall be cast off^ despised ; let 
it be, I shall think of this hour, and be 
happy." 

"No one shall dare to insult yoo," 
he said proudly ; " from this hour you 
are my affianced, and some day I shall 
. present you to the world as my wife." 

Smiling sadly, she shook her head. 
"Let us not speak of the future ; it may 
be dark and sorrowful. I will not 
complain, I will bear my cross joyfully, 
and thank God for your love." 

He kissed the tears from her eyes, 
and murmured sweet and holy prom- 
ises of love and faith. It was a mo- 
ment of bliasful joy, bud Laura sud- 
denly trembled and raised her head 
from his breast to listen. The beating 
of drums and quickly-rolling carriages 
were heard without. " The king I " 
cried the young* girl. " The king," 
murmured Prince Augustus, sadly, and 
he ventured no longer to hold the 
jCPung girl in his arms. They were 
both awakened from their short, blessed 
dream, both were reminded of the 
world, and the obstacles that lay in 
their path. In their great happiness 
they had appeared small, but now were 
assuming giant-like proportions." 

'" I must hasten to the queen," said 
Laura, rising ; " her majesty will need 
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me. 

" And I must go and* meet the king," 
sighed the prince. 

" Go quickly ; let us hasten, and take 
different paths to the castle." 

He took her hand and held it to his 
lips. ** Farewell, my beloved, my bride ; 
trust me, and be strong in love and 
hope." 

" Farewell," she murmured, and en- 
deavored to pass him. 

Once more he detained her. " Shall 
we meet here again ? will you let me 
enjoy here another hour of your dear 
presence .? Oh, bow not your head ; do 



not blush; your sweet confession baa 
made of this place a temple of love, 
and here I will approach you with pure 
and holy thoughts." He looked long 
into her beautiful, blushing face. 

" We will see each other here again," 
she murmured; "every day I shall 
await you here at the same hour ; now 
hasten, hasten 1 " 

Both left the saloon ; it was again si- 
lent and deserted; in a few moments 
Fritz Wendel stepped out from the 
grotto with glowing cheeks and spar- 
kling eyea 

" This is a noble secret that I have 
discovered — ^a secret that will bring me 
golden fruits. Louise von Schwerin is 
not more widely separated from the 
poor gardener, Fritz Wendel, than Ma- 
demoiselle Pannewitz from Prince Au- 
gustus William. A gardener can rise 
and become a nobleman, but Mademoi- 
selle Pannewitz can never become a 
princess, never be the wife of her lover. 
Louise von Schwerin shall no longer be 
ashamed of the love of Fritz Wendel ; 
I will tell her what I have seen, I will 
take her into the grotto, and let her 
witness the rendezvous of the prince 
and his beloved, and whilst he is tell- 
ing Laura of his love, I will be with 
my Louise." 



CHAPTER rV*. 

THE KDSQt AND THE BOS. 

Lauba was not mistaken. It was 
the king whom the castle guard were 
saluting with the beat of the drum. It 
was the king coming to pay his first 
visit to his mother at Monbijou. He 
came unannounced, and the perplexed, 
anxious looks of the cavaliers showed 
that his appearance had caused more 
disturbance and terror than joy. With 
a slight laugh he turned to his grand- 
chamberlain, Pdllnitz. 

Gk> tell her majesty that her son 
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Frederick awaits her." And followed 
by Kaiserling and the cavaliers of the 
qneen, he entered the garden saloon. 

Queen Sophia Dorothea received the 
king's message with a proud, beaming 
smile. She was not then deceived, her 
dearest hopes were to be fulfilled ; the 
young king was an obedient, submis- 
sive son-; she was for him still the 
reigning queen, the mother entitled to 
command. The son, not the king, had 
come, disrobed of all show of royalty, 
to wait humbly as a suppliant for her 
appearance. She felt proud, trium- 
phant I A glorious future lay before her. 
She would be a queen at last — a queen 
not only in Dame, but in truth. Her 
son was King of Prussia, and she would 
be co-regent. Her entire court should 
be witness to this meeting ; they should 
see her triumph, and spread the news 
fjEtr and wide. 

He came simply, without ceremony, 
as her son, but she would receive him 
according to etiquette, as it beseemed a 
queen. She wore a long, black trailing 
gown, a velvet ermine-bordered man- 
tle, and caught up the black veil that 
was fastened in her hair with several 
brilliants. All preparations were at 
last finished, and the queen, preceded 
by PSUnitz, arrived in the garden sa- 
loon. 

Frederick, standing by the window, 
was beating the glass impatiently with 
his long, thin fingers. He thought his 
mother showed but little impatience to 
see her son, who had hurried with aU the 
eagerness of childlike love to greet her. 
He wondered what could be her mo- 
tive, and had just surmised it as the 
door opened and the chamberlain an- 
nounced in a loud voice, — "Her ma- 
jesty, the widowed queen." A soft, 
mocking smile played upon his lips for 
a jnoment, as the queen entered in her 
splendid court dress, but it disappeared 
quickly, and hat in hand he advanced 
to meet her. 



Sophia Dorothea received him with 
a gracious smile, and gave him her 
hand to kiss. 

"Your majesty is welcome," said 
she, with a trembling voice,- for it 
grieved her proud heart to give her 
son the title of m^esty. The king, 
perceiving something of this, said : 

" Continue to call me your son, 
mother, for when with your majesty I 
am but an obedient, grateftil son." 

" Well, then, welcome, welcome, my 
son ! " exclaimed the queen, with an 
undisguised expression of rapture, and, 
throwing her arms around him, she 
kissed his forehead repeatedly. " Wel- 
come to the modest house of a poor, 
sorrowful widow." 

" My wish, dear mother, is, that you 
shall not think of yourself as a sad 
widow, but as the mother of a king. I 
do not desire you to be continually re- 
minded of th^ great loss we have all 
sustained, and that God sent upon us. 
Your majesty is not only the widowed 
qu^en ; you belong not to the past, but 
to the present ; and I beg that you will 
be called, from this moment, not the 
widowed queen, but the queen-mother. 
— Grrand-chamberlain Pollnitz, see that 
this is done." 

For a moment the queen lost her 
proud, stately bearing ; she was deeply 
touched. The king's delicate atten- 
tions made her all the mother, and for 
a moment love silenced all her proud, 
imperious wishes. 

" Oh, my son, you know how to dry 
my tears, and to change the sorrowing 
widow into a proud, happy mother," 
said she, pressing his hand tenderly to 
her heart. 

Tlie king was so overjoyed, at his 
mother's unfeigned tenderness that he 
was prepared to agree to all her de- 
mands, and humor her in every thing. 

"Ah," said he, "I, not you, ought 
to render thanks that you are so will- 
ing to enter into my views. I will put 
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your magnanimity atill further to the 
test, and state a few more of my 
wishes." 

^^Let us hear them, my son," said 
the queen, '^ but first permit me to ask 
a &vor." 

" Let us be seated." 

The king led her to an arm^^hair 
near a window, from which there was 
a beautiful yiew of the garden. The 
queen seated herself, and the young 
king remained standing in front of her, 
still holding his hat . Sophia Dorothea 
saw this, and was enraptured at this 
new triumph. Turning to the king, 
she said : 

*^ Let us now hear your wishes, and I 
promise joyfiilly to fulfil them." 

" I wish," said he, " yom: majesty to 
surround herself with a larger and 
more brilliant court. Two maids of 
honor are not sufficient for the queen- 
mother; for if by. chance one were 
sick, and the other fret&l, there would 
be no one to divert and amuse your 
majesty. I therefore propose that you 
have six instead of two maids of 
honor," 

The queen looked at him in tender 
astonishment 

" My son," said she, ^* you are a veri- 
table magician. You divine all my 
wishes. Thanks — many, many thanks I 
But your majesty is not seated," said 
she, as if just perceiving this. 

"Madame," said he, laughing, "I 
awaited your permission." He seated 
him^lf, and said, "You agree to my 
proposal, mother ? " 

" I agree to it, and beg your migesty 
to point out to me the ladies you have 
decided upon as my six maids of honor. 
Your majesty has free choice, and all 
I wish is, to be told when you have 
decided. I only fear," said the queen, 
"that with my enlarged court there 
will not be room for the ladies to have 
their separate apartments at Monb\jou." 

" Your mi^esty is no longer to live 



in this house," said the king; "it is 
large enough for a passing summer 
visit, but it does not answer for the 
residence of the queen-mother. I spoke 
some time since to Knobelsdorf, and 
already a magnificent palace is being 
built for you." 

The queen blushed with pleasure; 
all her wishes seemed to be fulfilled to- 
day. She must now know whether 
Sophia Dorothea was to be queen-re- 
gent as well as queen-mother. She 
thanked her son tenderly for this new 
proof of his love and kindness. 

" And still," said she, sighing, " per- 
haps I ought not to accept of your 
kindness. Your royal father's death 
should remind me of the transitory 
nature of life, and should lead me to 
pass the remaider of my days in seclu- 
sion, devoting my time to God." 

The king looked so anxious, so 
shocked, that the queen repented hay- 
ing given the conversation this gloomy 
turn. 

" It is cruel, mother," said he, " not 
to let me enjoy the pleasure of being 
with you without a drop of wormwood. 
But I see by your rosy cheeks and 
bright smile that you only wished to 
frighten me. Let the architects and 
masons continue their work : Gk)d will 
be merciful to me, and grant a long 
life to the noblest and best-beloved of 
mothers 1 " 

He kissed her hand and rose; So- 
phia Dorothea was terrified. The king 
was leaving, and she still did not know 
how far her influence was to reach, and 
what were to be its limits. 

"You will already leave me, my 
son ? " said she, lovingly. 

"I must, your majesty. For from 
here I can hear the government ma- 
chinery creaking and groaning ; I must 
hasten to supply it with oil, and set it 
in motion again. Ah I madame, it is 
no easy task to be a king. To do jus- 
tice to all his obligations, a king must 
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rifle early and retire late ; and I think 
truly it is much more pleasant to be 
reigned over than to reign." 

The queen could scarcely suppress 
her delight; the king^s words were 
balm to her ambitious heart. 

" I can well see that it is as you say," 
said she, ^* but I think that the king has 
a right to amuse himself; I think that 
a mother has some claims on her son, 
even if he is a king. Tou must not 
leave now, my son. You must grant 
me the pleasure of showing you my 
new conservatory. Give me your aim, 
and comply with my request." 

** Madame, you now see what power 
you have over me," said he, as she 
laughingly took his arm. "I forget 
that I am the servant of my country, 
because I prefer being the servant of 
my queen." 

The large glass door w&s opened, 
and, leaning on the king^s arm, the 
queen entered the garden. 

At some distance the princesses with 
their brother and the rest of the court 
followed. They were all silent, eagerly 
listening to the conversation of the 
royal couple. But the queen did not 
now care to be heard by her court. 
They had seen her triumph, but they 
should not be witness to a possible de- 
feat. She now spoke in a low tone, 
and hurried her steps, to put a distance 
between herself and the courtiers. She 
spoke with the king about the garden, 
and then asked if he thought of pass- 
ing the summer at Rheinsberg. 

" Alas I " said he, ** I will not have 

[the time. For a king is but the first 

\ officer of his state, and as I receive my 

salary I must honestly fulfil the duties 

I have undertaken." 

" But I think your majesty does too 
much," said the queen. " You should 
allow yourself more relaxation, and 
not let state matters rest entirely upon 
your own shoulders. To one who is 
accustomed to associate with poets, ar- 



tists, and the sciences, it must be very 
hard suddenly to bury himself in deeds, 
documents, and all sorts of dusty pa- 
pers ; you should leave this occasionally 
to others, and not work the state ma- 
chinery yourself." 

" Madame," said the king, '* this ma- 
chine has secrets and peculiarities that 
its architect can intrust to no workman, 
therefore he must lead and govern it 
himself; and if at times the wheels 
creak and it is not in perfect order, he 
has only himself to thank." 

" But you have your ministers ? " 

" They are , my clerks — nothing 
morel" 

"Ah, I see, you intend to be a rock, 
and take counsel from no one," said the 
queen, impatiently. 

"Yes, your majesty, from you al- 
ways ; and with your gracious permis- 
sion I will now consult you." 

"Speak, my son, speak," said the 
queen, in breathless expectation. 

" I wish your advice upon theatrical 
matters. Where must the new opera- 
house be built ? " 

The queen^s face darkened. 

" I am not a suitable adviser for 
amusements," said she, pointing to her 
black gown. " My mourning garments 
do not fit me for such employment, and 
you well know I do not care for the 
theatre ; for how many cold, dull even- 
ings have I passed there with your fa- 
ther 1 " 

"Ah, madame," said the king, "I 
was not talking of a German theatre, 
which I dislike quite as much as yourT 
self No, we will have a French thea- 
tre and an Italian opera. The French 
alone can act, and only the Italians can 
sing, but we Germans cao play ; I have 
therefore charged Graun to compose a 
new opera for the inauguration of the 
new opera-house." 

" And undoubtedly this inauguration 
will take place on a festive occasion," 
said the queen, going directly t<>.the 
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point "Perhaps at the wedding of 
one of your sisters ? " 

"Ah," said he, "your ^igesty is 
thinking of a wedding ? " 

" Not I, but others. Yesterday I re- 
ceived from London a letter &om my 
royal brother. And a few moments 
ago Count Manteuffel brought me let- 
ters of condolence from the Empress 
of Austria. It seems the count was, 
besides this, commisdoned to sound me 
as to a possible marriage with Prince 
Augustus." 

"It was very unnecessary for the 
count to burden you with matters 
which are happily beyond the reach of 
your motherly duties. For, alas I the 
; marrying of princes is a political affair, 
and is not determined by the mother's 
heart, but by the necessities of the 
kingdom," 

The queen bit her lip until it bled. 
" Your majesty is, undoubtedly, think- 
ing of performing this political obliga- 
tion, and have chosen a bride for the 
prince," said she, sharply. 

" Forgive me," said the king, laugh- 
ing, " I am not now thinking of marry- 
ing, but of unmarrying." 

Sophia Dorothea looked anxiously at 
the king. " How I my son, are you 
thinking of a divorce ? " said she, trem- 
blingly. / 

" Not of one, but of many, mother. 
Does your majesty know that I have 
abolished the torture ? " 

"No," said the queen, impatiently, 
" I did not — ^politics do not concern 
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me. 

" That is in conformity with the true 
womanly character of my mother," said 
he. " There is nothing so insipid and 
tiresome as a woman who gives up the 
graces and muses, to excite herself with 
politics." 

"And still your majesty was just 
initiating me into politics." 

" Ah, yes, I told you I had abolished 
the torture." 



"And I ask, how does that concern 
me?" 

" You ask why I am thinking of di- 
vorces ? Well, I told you that I had^ 
abolished the torture, and in doing this ' 
it was but natural that I busied myself 
about marriage. For your majesty will ) 
grant me that there is no severer rack, ! 
no more Mghtful torture, than an uu- j 
happy marriage." 

" It seems as if with the torture you 
will also abolish marriage," said the 
queen, ternfied. 

The king laughed. "Ah, no, ma- 
dame, I am not pope, and have not re- 
ceived the right from God to decide 
over men's consciences, though perhaps 
the majority would be inclined to call 
me holy, and to honor me with godlike 
worship, if I would really abolish the 
torture of matrimony. However, I am 
not ambitious, and renounce all claim 
to adoration. But while engaged in 
abolishing the torture, I could but nee 
that when the marriage chains had 
ceased to be garlands of roses, and 
were transformed into heavy links of 
iron, there should be some means found 
to break them. I have therefore com- 
manded that if two married people 
cannot live harmoniously, a divorce 
shall not be denied them. I hope that 
my royal mother agrees with me." 

" Ah, there will soon be many divorce 
cases," said the queen, with a con- 
temptuous smile. "All who are not 
thoroughly happy will hasten to the 
king for a divorce. Who knows but 
that the king himself will set the peo- 
ple a good example ? " 

"With God's help, madame," said*- 
the king, gravely. " My noble mother 
will always wish me to set my people a 
good example. A king is but the ser- 
vant of the nation." 

" That is, indeed, an humble idea of 
a king — a king by the grace of God." , 

" Madame, I do not crave to be called \ 
a king by the grace of God, I pre&r 1 



THE KING AND THE SOJT. 



87 



being king by my own right and 
strength. But forgive me, mother. 
You 666 how these politics mix them- 
selves up with every thing. Let them 
rest. You were speaking, I think, of 
the marriage of one of the princes ? " 

" We were speaking of the marriage 
of Prince Augustus William," said the 
queen, who, with the obstinacy of a 
true woman, always returned to the 
point &om which she had started, and 
who, in the desire of gaining her point, 
bad lost all consideration and presence 
of mind. '* I was ' telling you that I 
received yesterday a letter from my 
royal brother, and that King George 
the Second is anxious to form an al- 
liance between oiu* children." 

" Another marriage with England I " 
said the king, dejectedly. " You know 
there is no good luck in our English 
marriages. The courier who brings 
the English consent is always too late." 

The queen was enraged. "You 
mean that you have decided upon a 
bride for my son ; that again my dar- 
ling wish of intermarrying my children 
with the royal house of England is not 
to be realized ? Ah, your father's ex- 
ample must have been very satisfactory 
to you, as you follow so quickly in his 
footsteps." 

*^ I truly find, madame, that the king 
acted wisely in not regarding in the 
marriage of the prince royal the wishes 
of his heart and his family, but politi- 
cal interests, which he was bound to 
consider. I will certainly follow his 
example, and take counsel over the 
marriage of the prince royal, not with 
my own heart, not even with the 
wishes of my royal mother, but with 
the interests of Prussia." 

" But Augustus William is not prince 
royal," cried the queen, with trembling 
lips. " The prince is only your brother, 
and you may have many sons who will 
dispute with him the succession to the 
throne." 



An expression of deq> sorrow lay 
like a dark veil upon the handsome 
face of the king. "I shall have no 
children," said he, " and Prince Angus, 
tus William will be my successor." 

The queen had not the heart to reply. 
She looked at her son in amazement. 
Their eyes met, and the sad though 
sweet expression of the usually clear, 
sparkling eyes of her son touched her, 
and awoke the mother's heart. With 
a hasty movement she took his hands, 
pressed them to her heart, and said: 
" Ah, my son, how poor is this life 1 
You are young, handsome, and highly 
gifted, you are a king, and still you are 
not happy." 

The king's face was brighter, his eye 
sparkled as before. 

" Life," said he, snxiliiig, " is not a 
pleasure, but a duty, and if we honest- 
ly perform this duty we shall be happy 
in the end. It is now time to return 
to my prison and be king once more." 

He embraced his mother tenderly, 
laughed and jeste^ for a few moments 
with his sisters Ulrica and Amelia, 
then left, followed by his cavaliers. 
Sophia Dorothea remained in the gar- 
den, and Ulrica, her favorite daughter, 
followed her. . 

" Your majesty looks sad and grave," 
said she, " while you have every reason 
to look happy. The king was remark- 
ably kind and amiable. Only think 
of it, you will have six maids of honor, 
and a beautiful palace is being built 
for you I " 

" Oh, yes,'? said the queen, " I shall 
be surrounded with outward glory.'' 

" And how anxious the king seemed 
for you to forget the past I " said Prin- 
cess Amelia, who, with Prince Augus- 
tus William, had joined her mother 
and sister, " you are not the widowed 
queen, but the queen-mother." 

"Yes," murmured Sophia Dorothea 
to herself, " I am queen-mother, but I 
shall never be queen-regent Ah, my 
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'children,*' cried she, paasionately, " the 
jking, your brother, was right. Princes 
j are not bom to be happy. He is not 
'so, and you will never be 1 " 



CHAPTER V. 

THE queen's TAILOB. 

A DBBABT silence had reigned for 
some time in the usually gay and hap- 
py family circle of the worthy court 
tailor. Ko one dared to speak or 
laugh aloud. Herr Pricket, the crown 
and head of the house, was sad and 
anxious, and the storm-cloud upon his 
brow threw a dark reflection upon the 
faces of his wife and two children, the 
beautiful Anna, and the active, merry 
Wilhelm. Even the assistants in the 
work-room were aflfected by the gen- 
eral gloom ; the gay songs of the ap- 
prentices were silenced, and the pretty 
house-maids looked discontented and 
duU. 

A tempest lowered over the house, 
and all appeared to tremble at its ap- 
proach. When Wilhelm, the son and 
heir of the house, returned from his 
work, he hastened to his mother's 
room, and casting a curious glance 
upon the old woman, who was seated 
on a sofa, grim-looking, and support- 
ing her head upon her hand, he said, 
mysteriously — 

" Not yet I " 

Frau Pricker shook her head, sighed 
deeply, and replied — 

" Not yet I " 

The beautiful Anna was generally 
in her elegant room, painting or sing- 
ing, and did not allow herself to be 
idisturbed; but now when the bell 
jang, or a strange step was heard, she 
hastened to her mother, and said : 

** Well, has it come ? " , 

Again Frau Pricker sighed, shook 
her head, and answered — 



" Not yet ! " 

Herr Pricker asked nothing, de- 
manded nothing ; silent and proud he 
sat in the rsAdst of his family circle ; 
stoically listened to the ringing of the 
bell, and saw strangers enter his count- 
ing-room, too proud to show any ex- 
citement He wrapped himself in an 
Olympian wlence, and barricaded him- 
self from the curious questions of his 
children by the stem reserve of paren- 
tal authority. 

" I see that he suffers," said his wife 
to her daughter Anna ; ^' I see that he 
looks paler every day, and eats less and 
less; if this painful anxiety endures 
much longer, the poor man will become 
dangerously ill, and the king will be 
answerable for the death of one of his 
noblest and best subjects." 

"But why does our father attach 
such importance to this small affair ? " 
said Anna, with a lofty shrug of her 
shoulders. 

Frau Pricker looked at her with as- 
tonishment. 

" Tau call this a small affair, which 
concerns not only the honor of your fa- 
ther, but that of your whole family; 
which affects the position and call- 
ing enjoyed by the Pricker family for 
a hundred years? It is a question 
whether your father shall be imjustly 
deprived of his honorable place, or 
have justice done bim, and his great 
services acknowledged I " 

Anna gave a hearty laugh. 

" Dear mother, you look at this thing 
too tragically ; you are making a camel 
of a gnat. The great and exalted 
things of which you speak have noth- 
ing to do with the matter ; it is a sim- 
ple question of titie. The great point 
is, will our father receive the titie of 
' court tailor ' to the reigning queen, or 
be only the tailor of the queen-dowager. 
It seems to me the difference is very 
small, and I cannot imagine why so 
much importance is attached to it." 
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" You do not understand," said Frau 
Pricker ; " you do not love your fami- 
ly ; you care nothing for the honor of 
your house I " 

^* Pshaw I to be the daughter of a 
tailor is a very poor and doubtful 
honor," said Anna, drearily, "even if 
he is the tailor of one or even two 
queens. Oar &ther is rich enough to 
Uye without this contemptible busi- 
ness ; yes, to live in style. He has 
given his children such an education 
as nobles only receive ; I have had my 
governess and my music-teacher; my 
brother his tutor; my father has not 
allowed him to walk through the 
streets, fearing that he might fall into 
the hands of the recruiting-officers. 
We have each our private rooms, beau- 
tifully furnished, and are the envy of 
all our friends. Why, notwithstanding 
all this, will he condemn us to be and 
to continue to be the children of a 
tailor ? Why does he not tear down 
the sign from the door; this sign, 
which will be ever a humiliation, even 
though * court tailor ' should be written 
upon it ! This title will never enable 
us to appear at court, and the noble 
cavaliers will never think of marrying 
the daughter of a tailor, though many 
would seek to do so if our father would 
give up his needlework, buy a country 
seat, and live, as rich and distinguished 
men do, upon his estate." 

"Child, child, what are you say- 
ing?" cried the Frau Pricker, clasp- 
ing her hands with anguish. " Your 
father give up his stand, his honorable 
stand, which, for more than a hundred 
years, has been inherited by the fami- 
ly! Your father demean himself to 
buy with his honorably-earned gold a 
Bon-in-law from among the i)Oor nobles, 
who will be ever thinking of the honor 
done us in accepting you and your 
sixty thousand dollars I Your father 
buy a country seat, and spend in idle- 
ness that fortune which his forefathers 



and himself have been collecting for 
hundreds of years! That can never 
be, and never will your father con- 
sent to your marriage with any other 
than an honest burgher ; and he will 
never allow Wilhelm to have any other 
calling than that of his father, his 
grandfather, and his great - grand&- 
ther, a court tailor. ''^ 

The beautiful Anna stamped invol- 
untiirily upon the floor, and a flush of 
scorn spread itself over her soft cheek 
" I will not wed a burgher," said she, 
tossing her head proudly back, " and 
my brother Wilhelm will never carry 
on the business of his father I " 

"Then your father will disinherit 
you — cast you out among strangers to 
beg your bread ! " said the old woman, 
wringing her hands. 

" God be praised," said Anna, proud- 
ly, " there is no necessity for begging 
our bread ; we have learned enough to 
carry us honorably through the world, 
and when all else fails I have a capital 
in my voice which assures me a glitter- 
ing future. The king will found an 
opera-house, and splendid singers are 
so rare that Prussia will thank God if 
I allow myself to be prevailed upon to 
take the place of prima donna." 

" Oh, unhappy, wretched child 1 " 
sobbed Frau Pricker, "you will dis- 
honor your family, you will make us 
miserable, and cover us with shame; 
you will become an actress, and we 
must live to see our respectable, yes, 
celebrated name, upon a play-bill, and 
pasted upon every comer I " 

"You will have the honor of hearing 
all the world speak of your daughter, 
of seeing sweet flowers and wreaths 
thrown before her whenever she aj)- 
pears, and of seeing her praises in every 
number of every joiu'nal in Berlin. I 
shall be exalted to the skies, and the 
parents called blessed who have given 
me life." 

"These are the new ideas," gasi)ed 
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out her mother — " the new ideas 
which are now the mode, and which 
our young king favors. Alas ! wailiug 
and sorrow will come over our whole 
city; honor and principle will disap- 
pear, and destruction like that of Sodom 
and Gomorrah will fall upon Berlin 1 
These are the alluring temptations with 
which Baron PoUnitz fills your ear and 
crushes in your heart the worthy and 
seemly principles of your family. — 
That," — suddenly she stopped and lis- 
tened ; it seemed to her the bell rang ; 
truly there was a step upon the stairs, 
and some one asked for the Frau 
Pricker. 

" Pollnitz,'* whispered Anna, and a 
glowing blush overspread her face, 
throat, and neck. 

" The Baron Pollnitz, the master of 
ceremonies," said Prau Pricker, with a 
mixture of joy and alarm. 

The door flew open, and with a gay, 
frolicsonie greeting, Pollnitz danced 
into the room ; Anna had turned to the 
window, and made no reply to his 
greeting, Frau Pricker stepped toward 
him, and greeted him with the most 
profound reverence, calling him master 
of ceremonies and master of the bed- 
chamber. 

"Not so," said P511nitz; "why so 
much reverence and so many titles ? I 
am indeed master of ceremonies, but 
without the title. His majesty, the 
young king, has no special fondness for 
renewing the titles bestowed upon us 
by his blessed father, and every prayer 
and every representation to that effect 
has been in vain ; he considers titles ri- 
diculous and superfluous." 

Frau Pricker turned pale, and mur- 
mured some incomprehensible words. 
Anna, however, who had up to this 
time been turned toward the window, 
suddenly looked at the two speakers, 
and fixed her great eyes questioning ly 
upon the baron. 

" Ah, at last I have the honor to see 



you, fair, beautiful Anna I " said PoU- 
nitz; "I knew well some magic was 
necessary to ^x those splendid eyes on 
me. Allow me to kiss your hand, motst 
honored lady, and forgive me if I have 
disturbed you." He flew with an ele- 
gant pirouette to Anna, and took her 
hand, which she did not extend to him, 
and, indeed, struggled to withhold ; he 
then turned again to the Frau Pricker, 
and bowing to her, said, with a solenm 
pathos : " I am not here to-day simply 
as the friend of the house, but as the 
ambassador of the king ; and I beseech 
the honored Frau Pricker to announce 
to her husband that I wish to speak to 
him, and to deliver a message from the 
queen." 

The mother uttered a cry of joy, and, 
forgetting all other considerations, has- 
tened to the counting-house of her hus- 
band, to make known to him the im- 
portant information. 

Baron Pollnitz watched her till the 
door closed, then turned to Anna, who 
stiU leaned immovable in the window. 
"Anna, dearest Anna," whispered he, 
tenderly, " at last we are alone I How 
I have pined for you, how happy I am 
to see you once again 1 " 

He sought to press her fondly to his 
heart, but the maiden waved him 
proudly and coldly back. " Have you 
forgotten our agreement?" said she, 
earnestly. 

"No, I have held your cruelty in 
good remembrance ; only, when I have 
fulfilled all yoTir commands, will you 
deign to listen to my glowing wishes ; 
when I have induced your father to 
employ for you another singing-master, 
and arranged for your glorious and 
heavenly voice to be heard by the king 
and the assembled court ? " 

"Yes," cried Anna, with glowing 
eyes and burning cheeks, " that is my 
aim, my ambition. Yes, I will be a 
singer ; aU Europe shall resound with 
my fame ; all men shall ^e at my feet ; 
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and princes and queens shall seek to 
draw me into their circles/' 

'^ And I will be the happiest of the 
happy, when the lovely nightingale 
has reached the goal. From my hand 
shall she first wing her flight to fame. 
But, when I have fulfilled my word, 
when you have sung in the royal palace 
before the queen and the court, then 
will you fulfil your promise ? Then 
P511nitz will be the happiest of mor- 
tals." 

" I will fulfil my word," she said, as 
proudly and imperiously as if she were- 
already the celebrated and grace-dis- 
pensing prima donna. "On the day 
in which I sing for the first time before 
the kuig — the day in which the tailor's 
daughter has purified herself from the 
dishonor of her humble birth, and be- 
comes a free, self-sustaining, distin- 
guished artiste— on that day we will 
^ have no reason to be ashamed of our 
love, and we can both, without humil- 
iation, present our hearts to each other. 
Baron PSllnitz can take for his wife, 
without blushing, the woman ennobled 
by art, and Prima Donna Anna Pricker 
need not be humbled by the thought 
that Baron Pollnitz has forgotten his 
rank in his choice of a wife." 

Baron Pollnitz, courtier as he was, 
had not his features so completely un- 
der control as to conceal wholly the 
shock conveyed by the words of his 
beautiful sweetheart. He stared for a 
moment, speechless, into that lovely 
face, glowing with enthusiasm, ambi- 
tion, «and love. A mocking, demoniac 
smile appeared one moment on his lips, 
then faded quickly, and Pollnitz was 
again the tender, passionate lover of 
Anna Pricker. "Yes, my dearly-be- 
loved Anna," whispered he, clasping 
her in his arms, " on that blessed and 
happy day you will be my wife, and 
the laurels entwined in your hair will 
be changed into a myrtle-wreath." 
He embraced her passionately, and she 



resisted no longer, but listened ever to 
his words, which, like sweet opium, 
poisoned both the ear and heart of the 
young girl. But Pdllnitz released her 
suddenly, and stepped back, colder 
and more self-possessed than Anna. 
He had heard a light, approaching step. 
" Some one comes ; be composed, dear 
one; your face betrays too much of 
your inward emotion." He danced to 
the open piano and played a merry 
strain, while Anna hid her blushes in 
the branches of a geranium placed in 
the window, and tried to cool her 
glowing cheeks on the fresh green 
leaves. 

The Frau Pricker opened tlie door, 
and baue the master of ceremonies 
enter the adjoining room, where the 
court tailor awaited him. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THB ILLUBTBIOXrS ANCESTOBS OF A 
TAILOB. 

P6LLNITZ offered his arm to the love- 
ly Anna, and followed Frau Pricker, 
laughing and jesting, into the next 
room. This was a long hall, which 
had an appearance of gloom and so- 
lemnity in its arrangements and decora- 
tions. The high walls, hung with 
dark tapestry, were poorly lighted by 
two windows. Several divans, covered 
with a heavy silken material, the same 
color as the tapestry, were placed 
against the sides of the room, and over 
them hung a few oil paintings in black 
frames, each representing the figure of 
a man with a most solemn expression 
and bearing. The remarkable resem- 
blance which these . pictures bore to 
each other convinced you that they 
must be the portraits of one family. In 
each appeared the same countenance, 
the same short, clumsy figure, and only 
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the costmneB serred to point oat by 
their variouB styles the different periods 
at which they had been painted. A 
figure, closely resembling the pictures, 
stood in the centre of the hall ; it had 
the same countenance, the same short, 
clumsy figure, and even the same dress 
as that represented in one of the pic- 
tures. You might haye supposed that 
some galvanic experiment had given 
life and motion to the painted form, 
and that as soon as this power was ex- 
hausted it would become lifeless, and 
return to its place among the other 
pictures. But this figure was certainly 
living, for it greeted the grand-cham- 
berlain, without, however, leaving the 
round table which stood in the centre 
of the room. 

" I welcome you to the house of my 
fathers," it said, with great dignity. 
PSUnitz threw a laughing, jesting 
glance toward Anna, who had left his 
side on entering the room, and had 
withdrawn to one of the windows. 

" Why are you so earnest and solemn 
to-day, my dear Pricker?" said he, 
turning to the old gentleman. 

" Are you not here as the ambassador 
of the royal court ? " he replied. " I 
wished to receive you with all honor, 
and therefore desired you to come into 
this hall, that I might hear the royal 
message in the midst of my ancestors. 
Tell me now how I can serve the house 
of my sovereign." 

" You can serve it, my dear Pricker," 
said P511nitz, smiling, as he displayed 
a large sealed paper, '^ by altering the 
sign upon your door. In the place of 
^ court tailor of the queen and princess 
royal,' it should read — * court tailor of 
the dowager and of the reigning queen,'. 
Here is the patent, my dear sir." 

The old man quietly took the paper ; 
not a feature of his cold, solemn face 
moved. 

The mother, however, could not con- 
ceal her joy. With a cry of delight 



she hurried to her husband, to embrace 
and congratulate him on his appoint- 
ment 

Pricker waved her proudly back. 

" Why do you congratulate me ? " he 
said. " The house of Hohenzollem has 
only done justice to my house, that is 
all. The title of court tailor to the 
reigning queen has become an inherit- 
ance in my family, and it would be 
great ingratitude in the house of Hohen> 
zollem to withhold it from me. For 
more than a century the Hohenzollems 
have been dressed by my family ; we 
have prepared their apparel for every 
ball and wedding, every baptism or 
burial ; and if they were arrayed with 
elegance, it was entirely owing to our 
taste and dexterity. The proverb says, 
^ The tailor makes the man,' and it is 
true. We made the coronation dresses 
of both the queens; it follows that 
they could not have been crowned 
without our assistance, for which we, 
of course, deserve their gratitude." 

"I assure you, however, my dear 
friend," said PSllnitz, "that it was 
with much difficulty I obtained this 
appointment for you, and you owe me 
some acknowledgments. All my elo- 
quence was necessary to induce the 
queen to grant my prayer." 

Pricker grew pale, and his counte- 
nance lost its calm dignity. 

"Take back your patent," he said, 
proudly, handing the baron the sealed 
paper ; " I will not accept this title if 
it is not giVen willingly." 

"No, no, keep it," cried P611nitz; 
" You merit it ; it is your right ; I only 
mentioned the difficulty with which I 
obtained it, that I might win your 
heart, and incline you to grant a re- 
quest which I wish to make." 

"I suppose you allude to the five 
hundred dollars which I lent you last 
month," said Pricker, smiling. " Speak 
of that no more — ^the debt is can- 
celled." 
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« Thank you," said PSllnitz, ** but I 
'was not thinking of that small affair ; 
it was quite another request I wished 
to make." 

^^Let me hear it," said the tailor, 
with a most gracious inclination of the 
head. 

" It concerns a young artiste, whom I 
would like to recommend to your pro- 
tection," returned the crafty Pollnitz, 
with a side glance at Anna. " He is a 
young and talented musician, who de- 
sires to gain a livelihood by giving in- 
struction, but unfortunately he is a 
stranger here, and has found but few 
patrons. I thought, therefore, that if 
you, who fire so well known, would in- 
terest yourself in him, and give him 
your patronage, it would greatly ben- 
efit him, for doubtless many others 
would hasten to follow your example. 
If you will allow him to give singing- 
lessons to your daughter Anna, his for- 
tune is assured." 

" I grant your request," said Pricker, 
solemnly, not for an instant doubting 
the motive of the baron. " I will be- 
stow my protection upon this young 
artiste; he can give my daughter a 
daily lesson, that is, if Anna is willing 
to show this kindness to the poor 
young man." 

Anna could scarcely restrain her 
laughter, as she replied : 

"You have commanded it, and I will 
obey, as a daughter should do." 

'* Very well," said her father, majes- 
tically ; " that matter is arranged. 
And now, baron, I beg you will inform 
me at what time the coronation will 
take place, that I may make my prepa- 
rations, and not be the cause of any 
delay on that solemn occasion." 

^^ The day of the coronation has not 
been decided, but it will certainly not 
be fixed before the first of August. 
You will have time to make all your 
preparations. Later we will hold a 
consultation with her majesty the queen, | 



and decide the style, color, and mate- 
rial of the costumes. I will only give 
you a single word of counsel, my dear 
Mend. Accommodate yourself to the 
new era. Remember that we have a 
new king, who is the counterpart of 
his father. The father hated and de- 
spised elegance and fashion — ^the son 
adores them ; the father was the sworn 
enemy of French manners — ^the son has 
a perfect passion for them : and if you 
would please the son, you must lay 
aside your old German habits and cus- 
toms, as we have all done, and walk in 
the new path. I tell you a new era is 
approaching, a period of glory and 
splendor. Every thing will be altered, 
but, above all, we shall have new fash- 
ions. In the first place, you must rid 
yourself of your German apprentices, 
and replace them as quickly as possible 
with French workmen from Paris. — 
That is the only means of retaining the 
court favor." 

The taUor listened to all this with 
horror and astonishment. His cheeka 
were white, and his voice trembled 
with anger, as he cried : 

" Never shall that happen I Never 
will I adopt the innovations which are 
now the fashion I Shall I lay aside my 
respectable dress, to replace it with a 
monkey-jacket, and become a laughing- 
stock to all honest men? Shall I so 
far forget my God, my forefathers, and 
my native land, as to call French work- 
men into my German work-room ? 
Shame on me if I ever conduct myself 
in such a godless and unchristian man- 
ner I Never shall a French foot cross 
the threshold of my dwelling I never 
shall a French word be spoken there I 
I was bom a German, and I will die a 
Gkrman. True to my Others, and to 
the commands of my sainted sovereign, 
who hated and despised these frivolous 
French fashions, it shall be my pride to 
retain the good old German customs, ' 
and never shall a dress cut in the 
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French style be made in my 'work- 



» 



room. 

** If you act in this manner, the time 
of your good fortune is passed/' said 
Pollnitz. 

Pricker paid no attention to him, 
but, looking at the pictures which 
hung on the wall, he bowed respect- 
fully before one of them. 

" Look I '' he said, pointing to one 
of the portraits, "that is my great- 
great-grandfather. He was a German, 
and the best and ablest of men. With 
him began the connection between the 
houses of Hohenzollem and Pricker. 
For him the Prince George William 
created the title of court tailor, and he 
would wear no garment that was not 
made by his favorite. He remembered 
hira in his will, and from that time be- 
gan the importance of the Prickers. 

" Then look at the next picture. It 
is the portrait of his son, who was the 
court tailor of Frederick William, the 
Great Elector. He made the suit worn 
Ify the elector at the battle of Fehrbel- 
lin ; it was, however, the unhappy duty 
of his son to make the burial- dress of 
this great man. 

" But with this portrait begins a new 
era for Prussia ; this was the tailor of 
Frederick the Third, and he made the 
robe and mantle which Frederick wore 
on the day of his coronation. His son 
succeeded him, and now began a new 
era for the Prickers. 

" The son did not follow the example 
of his father; he was of a softer, a 
more poetical nature. He loved flow- 
ers and poetry, and adored beauty ; he 
therefore became a lady's tailor. The 
princess royal, Sophia Dorothea, ap- 
pointed him her tailor. He made the 
coronation robe of the queen, and the 
wedding-dress of the Margravine of 
Baireuth. 

" When he died he was succeeded by 
his son, the now living Pricker. I 
made the wedding-dress of the Duchess 



of Brunswick, and the mourning of the 
present dowager-queen. And now, in 
the very presence of my ancestors, you 
tempt me to become a traitor to them 
and to their customs ! No, I am a Qer^ 
man, and I remain a German, even 
should it cause my ruin I " 

He bowed to the amused and aston- 
ished baron, and walked proudly- 
through the hall to his work-room. 
His wife followed him, with folded 
hands and heavy sighs. 

Pdllnitz and the lovely Anna were 
again alone. 

" What an absurd man 1 " said Poll- 
nitz, laughing. "If Molifere had 
known him, he would have worked his 
character into a charming farce." 

"You forget that this absurd man 
may soon be your father-in-law," said 
Anna, sternly, as she left his side. 

"That is true," said PSUnitz, smil- 
ing; "we will spare him. Come, one 
last kiss, my beautiful Anna — one kiss 
as a reward for my successful acting. 
To-morrow you will have a singing- 
master, who is no poor wretch, but a 
celebrated and influential musician, 
who has undertaken to instruct you 
out of pure kindness for me, for he is 
not a teacher but a composer. Graun 
himself will be your instructor, and it 
rests with you to crown our love with 
the happiest results." 



CHAPTER Vn. 



SOFFBI B TACI. 



The most ardent desire of the young 
queen wafl about to be accomplished : 
she was to have a private and uncon- 
strained interview with her husband. 
The days of resignation, of hope de- 
ferred, and of hidden sorrow, were 
now over. The dearly -beloved and 
longed-for husband had at last re- 
turned to her I She need no longer 
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hide her head in shame from her own 
Bervants, who, she imagines, are se- 
cretly laughing at and mocking her, 
because the young king is so cold and 
indifferent. She need no longer envy 
the poor woman whom she saw in the 
street yesterday, carrying dinner to her 
laboring husband. She will also have 
a husband, and will feel the guiding 
and supporting arm of a strong man 
at her side. No longer will she be a 
poor, neglected queen, but a proud and 
happy wife, envied of all the world. 

He had written that he desired to 
pay her a visit, and had requested her 
not to lock her door, as important busi- 
ness would prevent* his coming until 
quite latie. He would, however, cer- 
tainly come, as he desired to have a 
private interview with her on this very 
evening. 

How wearily the hours of this day 
have passed, how slowly the sun sank 
to rest I It is at last evening ; night Ls 
coming on. Elizabeth can now dismiss 
her attendants, and retire to her private 
apartments to await her husband. He 
shall see how joyfully she will receive 
him, how happy he has made her. 
She will adorn herself, that he may be 
pleased ; she will be beautiful, that he 
may smile upon her. 

The queen, with the assistance of her 
astonished maids, attires herself for the 
first time in one of the charming negli- 
ges recently sent by the Empress of 
Austria ; for the first time she dons her 
prettily-worked and coquettish little 
cap, and encloses her tiny feet in gold- 
embroidered white satin slippers. This 
nSglige is really charming, and the 
queen^s waiting-maids assure her jihat 
she never looked better, and was never 
more becomingly attired. But the 
queen desires to assure herself of this 
fact, and, stepping forward to the mir- 
ror, she examines her dress with the 
careful eye of a connoisseur; then, 
bending down, she scans her face at- 



tentively, and an expression of satisfac- 
tion flits over her features. Elizabeth 
sees that she is young and pretty, and 
for the first time rejoices in her beauty. 
The maids regard with astonishment 
these unusual preparations. Why was 
Elizabeth now so much rejoiced at the 
beauty of which she had never before 
seemed conscious ? 

The toilet is at an end; the queen 
seats herself on the light -blue sofi^ and 
dismisses her maids with a mute ges- 
ture. But when the first maid ap- 
proaches the door, and as usual draws 
the key from the lock in order to secure 
it from the outside, Elizabeth awakes 
from her dreamy state and arises from 
her reclining position ; a glowing color 
suffuses her cheek, and a happy smile 
plays around her lips. 

" Do not lock the door to-day," said 
she, with emotion; "for I await the 
king." 

As if astonished at her new happi- 
ness, she sinks back on the cushions, 
and covers her glowing face with her 
handkerchief, seemingly to shut out 
the dazzling light. The waiting-maids 
courtesy respectfully, and leave the 
room. In the antechamber this respect- 
ful expression vanishes from their fea- 
tures, and they turn to each other with 
mocking and derisive laughter. 

" Poor queen I she wishes to make 
us believe that the king, while he alto- 
gether neglects her in public, some- 
times pays her a secret visit She 
wishes to make us believe that she is 
really the wife of the handsome young 
king; and we all know — ^yes, we all 
know — " 

And all three shrugged their shoul- 
ders derisively, and hurried off to their 
associates, to gossip with them about 
the poor, despised, neglected queen.' 

But what was that ? Did they not 
hear a carriage driving into the inner 
court, and the guard presenting arms 
amid the rolling of drums ? Could it 
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be as the queen had said? was the 
king really coming to bis wife ? The 
waiting-maids stood and listened ; they 
heard steps on the grand staircase. 
Yes, it was the king, who, preceded by 
his pages, carrying silver candelabras 
with wax-candles, walked hastily down 
the corridor to his chambers, and from 
thence to those of Elizabeth Chris- 
tine. 

What the queen had said was there- 
fore true. He did not despise her ; per- 
haps he loved her! The astonished 
waiting-maids hurried off to inform 
their Mends that the king loved his 
wife passionately, and that the royal 
pair were the happiest persons on earth. 
Elizabeth Christine also heard the equi- 
page drive into the court. With a cry 
of delight she sprang from her seat 
and listened. A fervent glow of hap- 
piness shot through her veins. She 
pressed her hands to her heart to still 
its rapid beating ; her countenance was 
illumined with joy. But these feelings 
were so novel they almost terrified her, 
and filled her heart with tremulous anx- 
iety. 

" My God," murmured she, " give me 
strength to bear this happiness, as I 
have borne misery I " 

But her prayer died on her*lips, for 
she heard the door of the com dor 
open. She was no longer the queen, 
no longer the resigned and timid wife ; 
she was now the happy and joyful wo- 
man hurrying to meet the husband of 
her love. And with uplifted head and 
proud satisfaction she might now con- 
fess without shame that she loved him ; 
for he loved her also. He had re- 
quested a rendezvous, and was coming 
as a lover — her first love-meeting. She 
will not be shy and silent to-day, now 
that she knows he loves her ; her 
tongue will no longer be qhained ; she 
will have courage to confess all, to tell 
him how ardently she loves him, and 
how long and vainly she has struggled 



with her heart; how the flames had 
ever broken out anew ; how his glances 
had ever renewed the ardor of her af- 
fection. 

There— he knocked at the door — she 
could scarcely breathe ; she could 
scarcely bid him enter ; she could not 
move, and stood transfixed in the mid- 
dle of the room; she could only stretch 
out her arms longingly, and welcome 
him with her smiles and tearful glances. 

The door opened; now he entered. 
The light of the wax-candles fell on 
his face. It was handsome as ever, but 
his eye was cold, and his lips uttered 
no loving greeting. He walked for- 
ward a few steps, stood still, and bowed 
in a stiff and formal manner. A chill 
of horror crept over Elizabeth ; her 
arms sank dovm, and the smile yan- 
ished &om her pallid face. 

*^ Madame," said the king, and his 
voice sounded harsher and colder than 
she had ever before heard it — "ma- 
dame, I must first beg your pardon for 
having disturbed you at so unseemly 
a time, and for having robbed you of 
an hour's sleep. But you see that I 
am a repentant sinner, and you will 
forgive me when I assure you that, as 
this is my first, it shall also be my last 
violation of your retirement I " 

The queen uttered a low cry, and 
pressed her hand to her heart. She 
felt as if a sword had pierced her 
breast, as if she were dying. 

The king raised his large blue eyes 
with a surprised look to the pale, trem- 
bling face of his wife, 

" You are pale, you are ill," said he, 
" and my presence is undoubtedly an- 
noying; I will retire and send your 
waiting-maids to your assistance." 

While he was speaking the queen 
prayed to God for courage and strength ; 
she called her womanly pride to her 
assistance, and struggled against her 
tears and her despair. The king, who 
in yuixi had waited for an answer, now 
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liasdly approached the door, murmur- 
ing a few impatient words. 

But Elizabeth^s courage had now re- 
turned, she had conquered her heart 

'* Remain, sire," she said — '*I beg 
you to remain; I feel well again. It 
was only a passing spasm &om which 
I often suffer, and for which I crave 
your indulgence." 

" If I may then remain," said the 
king, smiling, ^'permit me to conduct 
you to a seat." 

She accepted Frederick's proffered 
arm and followed him to the sofa on 
which she had awaited him with such 
blissful anticipations, and on which he 
was now about to put her heart to the 
torture. 

The king did not seat himself by her 
side, but, rolling an arm-chair forward, 
seated himself at some distance in front 
of her. 

" Madame," said he, " is it credible 
that we two have been married for 
seven long years, and still have never 
been as man and wife to each other ? 
Our lips were forced to pronounce 
vows of which our hearts knew noth- 
ing. Having been forced into this 
marriage, you must have hated me. 
You can never have forgiven me for 
having led you to the altar. At the 
foot of the altar we did not vow eter- 
nal love to each other, but eternal cold- 
ness and indifference ; and to this hour, 
madame, you, at least, have faithfully 
kept this vow." 

The queen sank back, murmuring a 
few incomprehensible words, and her 
head fell wearily upon her breast. 

The king continued : " I come to-day 
to solicit your forgiveness for the invol- 
untary injustice which I committed. I 
have made you unhappy, for you were 
forced to give your hand to an unloved 
man, of whom you knew that he loved 
you not Madame, it is unfortunately 
true, an abyss lies between us, and this 
abyss is filled with the blood ef the 
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dearest friend of my youth. Oh, ma- 
dame, forgive me this wrong, for the 
sake of what I have suffered I I then 
had a soft and tender heart, but it was 
trodden under foot, and has become 
hardened. I placed full confidence in 
the world, and it has deceived me ter- 
ribly. I have suffered more than the 
poorest beggar ; I was forced to regard 
my own father as a cruel enemy, who 
watched me unceasingly, awaiting a fa- 
vorable moment to give me a death- 
blow. It was necessary that I should 
be continually on my guard; for the 
smallest fault, the slightest thought- 
lessness, a trifle, a mere nothing, was 
sufficient to condemn me. Oh, if you 
knew with what venom I have been 
publicly calumniated and accused I 
After doing their utmost to make me 
odious to the world, and fearing they 
might perhaps still fail, they resorted 
to iCnother expedient to compass my 
ruin, and endeavored to kill me with 
their ridicule. 8affH e tad, this Ital- 
ian proverb was then the motto of my 
life. And believe me, it is hard to 
obey this seemingly so dry maxim ; it 
has a grand significance." * 

The king, oppressed as it were by 
these reminiscences, leaned back in his 
arm-chair and breathed heavily. With 
down'cast eyes and in silence the queen 
still sat before him, charmed by the 
music of his words, which found an 
echo in her heart like the dying wail 
of her youth. 

" I do not tell you this," continued 
the king, after a pause, "in order to 
play the rSle of a martyr in your sight, 
but because I wish you to understand 
by what means my spirit was at last 
broken, and my will made subservient 
to that of my father. I purchased my 
freedom, madame, by chaining you to 
myself. But in doing this, I vowed 



♦ The king's own words.— See "CBavres,'' etc. 
tome xvi., page 161. 
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you should no longer be bound when 
it. should be in my power to release 
yoq. This moment has come, and, 
true to my vow, I am here. I know 
that you do not, cannot loye me, ma- 
dame. The question arises, Is your 
aversion to me so great that you insist 
on a separation ? " 

The queen raised her head and 
looked wonderingly into the mild and 
sorrowful countenance of her husband. 
She could no longer restrain the cry 
which trembled on her lips, no longer 
stem the tide of tears wl^ich gushed in 
torrents from her eyes. 

" My God 1 my God I " she exclaimed, 
with a plaintive wail, " he asks me if I 
hate him I " 

There was something in the tone of 
her voice, in this despairing cry of her 
soul, which ought to have betrayed the 
long-hidden secret of her love to the 
king. But perhaps he knew it already, 
and did not wish to understand. Per- 
haps, in the nobility and native deli- 
*cacy of his soul, he wished to represent 
.the indifference and coldness which he 
experienced for his wife, as comiog 
from herself At all events, the king 
did not seem to notice her tears. 

" No, madame,'' said he, " I did not 
ask if you hated me, for I well know 
that your noble and womanly he&rt is 
not capable of this passion. I merely 
asked if your aversion to me was so 
great that it demanded a separation. I 
pray you to give me a short and de- 
cisive answer." 

But Elizabeth Christine had lost the 
power of speech; tears rained down 
her cheeks, and she could only give a 
mute assent 

"You are, then, willing to be my 
wife before the woirld ? " asked the 
king. "You are willing to remain 
Queen of Prussia, and nominally the 
wife of .the king ? You do not demand 
that my reign shall be inaugurated 
with .the jBxposure of our domestic 



misfortunes, and that your chaste and 
virtuous name shall be bandied about 
with mine before the calumniating 
world ? " 

" No," said the queen, with feverish 
haste, for she feared her strength 
might fail her. " No, I do not demand 
it ; I desire no separation ! " 

"I thank you for this word," said 
the king, gravely. " It is worthy of a 
queen. You then feel with me that 
we princes have not even the right to 
cast off the burden which weighs us 
down, but must bear it patiently if it 
serve to secure the stability of our 
throne. Enviable are those who dare 
complain of their sufferings, and show 
their scars. But it becomes us to 
wrap ourselves in silence, and not to 
show to the miserable, pitiful, and 
drivelling world, which envies and 
abuses, even while applauding us, that 
a king can also suffer. I thank you, 
madame, and from this hour you will 
find in me a true friend, a well-mean- 
ing brother, ever ready to serve you. 
Give me your hand to this contract, 
which shall be more lasting and holier 
than that blest by priests, to which our 
hearts did not say amen." 

In his proffered hand Elizabeth laid 
her own slowly and solemnly. But 
when he clasped it in his own with a 
firm pressure, Elizabeth started and a 
cry escaped her lips. She hastily 
withdrew her hand, and, sinking back 
on the sofa, burst into tears. Frederick 
allowed her tears to flow, regarding 
her with a look of deep sympathy. 
' " You weep, madame," said he, after 
a lopg and painful pause. "I honor 
your tears; you weep for your lost 
youth; you weep because you are a 
queen, and because reason has con- 
quered your heart and forbids you to 
make yourself free as any other woman 
except a princess might do. « Weep on, 
madame, I cannot dry your tears, for 
like yDurself I have been cheated of my 
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happiness; like yourself I am well 
aware of the sacrifice which we are 
both making to our royal standing. 
Ah, madame, if we were only private 
individuals, if we were not the rulers 
of Prussia, but her subjects, we might 
now be happy. Feeling our own un- 
happiness, and desiring to save our sub- 
jects from a like misfortune, I have 
made a divorce more easily attaina- 
ble." 

Elizabeth arose from her reclining 
position and regarded the king with a 
mournful smile. 

** I thank your majesty," said she. 
" It is noble in you to alleviate that 
misfortune for others, which you have 
determined to endure." 

^^ Ah, madame," exclaimed the king, 
smiling, " you forget that I have in you 
a noble friend and sister at my side, 
who will help me to bear this evil. 
And then we are not altogether unhap- 
py ; if we do not love, neither do we 
hate each other. We are brother and 
sister, not by blood, but united by the 
word of a priest. But never fear, ma- 
dame, I will regard you only as a sis- 
ter, and I promise you never to violate 
the respect due to your virtue I " 

"I believe you," murmured the 
queen, blushing, and inwardly ashamed 
of the charming and coquettish negligS 
in which she had received the king. 

" Before the world we are still mar- 
ried, but I promise that this chain shall 
gall you as little as possible. In your 
private life you will only be reminded 
that you are still my wife, when it is 
absolutely unavoidable. At the cor- 
onation I must request your presence at 
my side. When this is over you will 
be as free and independent as circum- 
stances will admit. You will have a 
court of your own, a summer and a 
winter residence, in which I shall never 
intrude." 

" I shall then never see you again 1 " 
said the queen, in the sad voice of resig- 



nation, which is often produced by an 
excess of pain. 

" Oh, I pray you, madame, to permit 
me to meet you at times when etiquette 
demands it ; but I shall take care that 
these meetings take place on official 
and neutral ground, and not in our 
private houses. I will never enter 
your house without your permission, 
and then only on particular fSte days 
— ^your birthday for instance; and I 
trust that you will not refuse to receive 
me on such occasions." 

" No, I will not refuse," replied the 
queen, regarding her husband with a 
sad and reproachful look. But Fred- 
erick did not or would not see this 
look. 

"I beg," said the king, smiling, 
"that you will permit me to present 
you with the castle of Schonhausen, as a 
reminiscence of the hour in which you 
found a faithful brother, and I a noble 
sister. Accept this little gift as an ear- 
nest of our new bond of friendship. It 
has been fitted up and prepared as a 
summer residence for your use, and you 
can retire to it immediately after the 
coronation, if you are so inclined." 

^^ I thank you," said the queen in so 
low a voice that her words could 
scarcely be distinguished. "I thank 
you* and I will go there on the day af- 
ter the coronation." A sigh, almost a 
sob, escaped her breast. 

'f he king regarded with a clear and 
penetrating glance the meek woman 
who sat before him, who accepted her 
joyless and gloomy future with such 
heroic resignation. Her mute anguish 
excited his compassion. He wished to 
throw a sunbeam into her dark future, 
to warm her heart with a ray of happi- 
ness. 

" Well," said he, " I am on the point 
of making a little journey incognitOy 
in the mean while you can go to Schdn- 
hausen ; but when I return I desire to 
spend a few weeks in Rheinsberg in 
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my family circle, and, as a matter of 
course, madame, you are a member of 
my family. I beg, therefore, that you 
will accompany me to Rheinsberg." 

Elizabeth's countenance was illu- 
mined with so beautiful and radiant a 
smile, that even the king saw it and 
admired her beauty. She held out 
both her hands and greeted him with 
a loving glance, but her trembling lips 
refused to utter the words which her 
heart prompted. 

The king arose. "I must no longer 
depriye you of your repose, and I also 
need rest. We must both keep our- 
selves well and strong for the sake of 
our country and our subjects, for we 
both have a grand task to accomplish. 
You will administer consolation to the 
miserable and suffering; you will dif- 
fuse happiness and reap blessings ; you 
will shine as a model of nobiUty and 
feminine virtue before all other women, 
and through your example will give 
noble wives and mothers to Prussia's 
sons ! And I,'' continued the king, a 
ray of enthusiasm lighting up his hand- 
some face, "I will make my people 
great ; my country shall have a place 
in the counsels of mighty nations. I 
will enlarge Prussia and make her 
strong and powerful. My name shall 
be engraven in golden letters in the 
book of history. As fate has destined 
me to be a king, and will not permit 
me to spend my days in retirement and 
philosophic tranquillity, like other and 
happier mortals, I will at least en- 
deavor to accomplish my mission with 
honor to myself and advantage to my 
people. Tou will be a ministering an- 
gel to the needy and suffering of our 
subjects, and I will extend the bounda- 
ries of Prussia and diffuse prosperity 
throughout the land ! Farewell, Eliza- 
beth I our paths will seldom meet, but 
if I were so fortunate as to believe in a 
hereafter, and your noble and gentle 
nature would almost persuade me to 



do so, I would say: 'In heaven we 
will perhaps meet oftener, and under- 
stand each other better.' Pray to God 
in my behalf. I believe in God and in 
the efficacy of the prayers of the good 
and pious. Farewell 1 " 

He bowed deeply. He did not see 
the deathly pallor and convulsive trem- 
bling of the queen. He did not see 
how she, after he had turned fi*om her 
and was advancing toward the door, 
hardly knowing what she did, stretched 
out her arms after him, and whispered 
his name in a plaintive and imploring 
tone. He hurried on, and without once 
turning left the room. On the outside 
he stood still for a moment, and drew 
a long breath of relief. 

** Poor woman I unfortunate queen ! " 
he murmured, returning slowly to his 
chambers. "But why pity her? Is 
not her lot mine, and that of all princes ? 
A glittering misery — ^nothing else ? " 

A few minutes later, and the royal 
equipage again drove through the 
courtyard. 

The king was returning to his sum- 
mer residence at Charlottenburg. The 
queen, who was on her knees, crying 
and sobbing, heard the carriage as it 
drove off "Gone I he is gonel" she 
exclaimedi, with a cry of anguish ; " he 
has deserted me, and I am a poor, dis- 
carded woman I He despises me, and 
I — I love him 1 " And, wringing her 
hands, she sobbed aloud. For a while 
she was tranquil, and prayed, and then 
again burst into tears. Her soul, which 
had suffered so long in silence, once 
more rebelled. The voice of her youth 
made itself heard, and demanded in 
heart-rending accents a little sunshine, 
a little of the joy and happiness prom- 
ised to mankind. 

She was at last quieted ; she ac 
cepted her destiny, and bowed her 
head in humility and patience. Morn- 
ing was already dawning when Eliza- 
beth Christine arose from her knees, 
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pale and trembling, but resigned. 
" JSoffri c to<»7 " said she, sadly. " This 
'was the motto of his youth, and this 
sliall be the motto of my whole life I 
Soffri e tad! how sad, and yet how 
grave are these words I " Oh, Freder- 
ick, Frederick I why do you condemn 
ine to such torture ; why has your heart 
no pity for me, no pity for my love ? 
"But no 1 " she exclaimed, firmly, " I will 
^weep no more. He shall not despise 
me. I have accepted my destiny, and 
Tvill bear it as beseems a queen. Be 
still, my heart, be stilL Soffri e taei I " 



CHAPTER Vm. 

THB COBONATION. 

Beblin was resplendent ; .the streets 
■were filled with happy faces and gayly- 
dressed people, and the houses gar- 
landed with flowers. To-day was the 
young king's coronation festival. 

The citizens of Berlin were assem- 
bled to take the oath of allegiance, and 
the nobles and ofScials to do homage 
to Frederick as their king. Crowds 
■were moving toward the castle; all 
were anxious to see the monarch in his 
coronation uniform, to see him step 
upon the balcony to greet the people 
with the queen at his side, the young 
and lovely lady with the sweet smile 
and cloudless brow ; all wished to see 
the rich equipages of the nobility, and, 
if possible, to collect some of the coins 
which, according to an old and time- 
honored custom, were to be showered 
amongst' the people. Thousands were 
standing before the castle, gazing in- 
tently upon the balcony where the king 
would soon appear. The windows of 
the surrounding houses were filled with 
lovely women richly di'essed, holding 
wreaths and bouquets of fragrant flow- 
ers with which to greet their young 
and worshipped sovereign. All were 



gay and joyous, all were eager to greet 
the new king with shouts of gladness. 
The people were ready to adore him 
who, during the few weeksof his reign, 
had done so much for tl\em ; had show- 
ered upon them so many blessings ; had 
opened the granaries, diminished the 
taxes, and abolished the torture ; who 
had recalled the religious sect so lately 
driven with derision from Berlin, and 
declared that every man in Prussia 
should worship Gk>d and seek his sal- 
vation in his own way. Yes, all wished 
to greet this high-minded, high-souled 
king, who, being himself a philosopher 
and a writer, knew how to reward and 
appreciate the scholars and poets of 
his own land. Frederick had recalled 
the celebrated philosophic Wolf, pun- 
ished some time before by Frederick 
William. He had organized the Acad- 
emy of Science, and filled it with learned 
and scientific men of the day. All this 
had been done in a few weeks. How 
much could still be hoped for 1 

The king loved pomp and splendor ; 
this would promote the industry of the 
people. How much money would be 
conveyed through him and his gay 
court to the working-classes I What 
a costly festal life would now become 
the fashion in Berlin, and what a rich 
harvest would the manufacturers and 
tradesmen reap ? Not only the people 
dreamed of a golden era, but the no- 
blemen and high officials, who now 
crowded the palace, were hopeful and 
expectant, and saw a rare future of 
costly feasts and intoxicating pleasures. 
The stupid and frugal entertainments 
of Frederick William would give place 
to royal fUe% worthy of the Arabian 
Nights. 

P511nitz, the grand-chamberlain, was 
in his element ; he was commissioned 
with the arrangements for all the court 
balls, was empowered to order every 
thing according to his own judgment 
and taste, and he resolved to lavish 
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money with a liberal hand. P51biitz 
wished to realize his great ideal ; and 
he desired to see embodied in Freder- 
ick the pidtare he had drawn, for the 
benefit of the old king, of a tme cava- 
lier. The king had given him the 
power, and he was resolved to use it. 
He thought and dreamed of nothing, 
now that the court mourning was 
drawing to a close, but the costly feasts 
which he would give. Pollnitz was 
ever searching, with an experienced 
and critical eye, amongst the ladies and 
maids of honor for the fascinating 
beauty who should charm the heart of 
the young king, and draw him into the 
golden net of pleasure — the net P6U- 
nitz was so anxious to weave for him. 

That the king did not love his wife 
was no longer a secret at court. Who, 
then, would win the love of this im- 
passioned young monarch? This was 
the great question with PSllnitz. There 
was the lovely Madame Wreeckie, who 
had shown so much kindness to the 
prince during his imprisonment. Ma- 
dame Wreeckie was still young, still 
bewitching ; perhaps it was only ne- 
cessary to bring them together in order 
to rekindle the old flame. There was 
Madame Morien, "Le Tourbillon,"who 
had so often charmed the prince during 
his minority, and for whom he had 
manifested a passionate preference. To 
be sure, since his coronation he had not 
noticed her, she had not ■ received a 
single invitation to court. Then Dor- 
ris Hitter, the poor innocent young girl 
who had been flogged through the 
sti'eets of Berlin, her only fault being 
that she was the first love of the crown 
prince. Would the king, now that he 
was free to act, remember poor Dorris 
and what she had suffered for him; 
her sorrow, her shame, and her de- 
spair ? Would not Dorris Hitter now 
rise to power and infiuence, be prayed 
to as a lovely saint, her shame being 
covered with a martyr's crown ? Poll- 



nitz determined to keep an eye on 
Dorris Hitter, and, if the king showed 
no special interest in any other woman, 
to draw her from her exile and abase- 
ment. But, alas! the coronation 
threw no light upon this torturing sub- 
ject. Pollnitz had hoped in vain that 
a round of intoxicating pleasures would 
begin this day ; in vain did he suggest 
to the king that a court ball should 
crown the solemnities of the day. 

"No," said Frederick, "this shaU 
be no day of thoughtless joy ; it brings 
me sad retrospective thoughts and the 
consciousness of weighty duties. On 
this day my father seems to me to die 
anew. Dismiss, therefore, your extrav- 
agant fancies to a more fitting time. I 
cannot trust you, Pollnitz, with the 
decorations of the throne — your taste 
is too Oriental for this occasion : I will 
therefore place this afiair in the hands 
of M. Costellan, who will order the 
simple decorations which I deem most 
fitting." 

The grand-chamberlain could only 
shrug his shoulders contemptuously, 
and rejoice that he was not compro- 
mised \ij these contemptible arrange- 
ments; he grumbled to himself, and 
said scornfully: "This pitiful saloon, 
with no gilded furniture, no paintings, 
no works of art, with faded, shabby 
silk curtains ; and that black, uncouth 
structure, is that really a throne — ^the 
throne of a young king ? A long plat- 
form covered with cloth ; an old arm- 
chair, black, worn, and rusty ; a canopy 
covered with black cloth ; faugh I it 
looks like a crow with his wings spread. 
Can this be the throne of a Uhig who 
receives for the first time the homage 
of his subjects?" A contemptuous 
mocking smile was on the lips of Poll- 
nitz as he saw the king and his three 
brothers enter the room. 

Pollnitz could scarcely suppress a cry 
of horror as he looked at the king. 
What, no embroidered coat, no ermine 
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mantle, no crown, nothing but the 
simple uniform of the guard, no decora- 
tions — not even the star upon his 
breast, to distinguish him from the 
general's and officials who surrounded 
him I Nevertheless, as Frederick stood 
upon that miserable platform with the 
princes and generals at his side, there 
j^as no one that could be compared 
witli him ; he seemed, indeed, to stand 
alone, his bearing was right royal, his 
countenance beamed with a higher 
majesty than was ever lent by a kingly 
crown ; the fire of genius was seen in 
the flashes of his piercing eye ; proud 
and fearless thoughts were engraved 
upon his brovsr, and an indescribable 
grace played around his finely-foianed 
mouth. There stood, indeed, *' Freder- 
ick the Great ; " he did not need the 
purple mantle, or the star upon his 
breast. God had marked him with 
elevated, kingly thoughts, and the star 
which was wanting on his breast was 
replaced by the lustre of his eye. 

The solemn address of the minister of 
state, and the reply of President Gor- 
ner, were scarcely listened to. 'Freder- 
ick, though silent, had said more than 
these two ministers, with all their 
rounded periods; his very glance had 
' reached the heart of every one who 
looked upon him, and said, *^ I am thy 
king and thy superior;" they bowed 
reverently before him, not because 
chance had made him their sovereign, 
they were subdued by the power of in- 
tellect and will. The oath of allegi- 
ance was taken with alacrity. The 
king stood motionless upon his throne, 
betraying no emotion, calm, impassive, 
unapproachable, receiving the homage 
of his subjects, riot haughtily but with 
the composed serenity of a great spirit 
accepting the tribute due to him, and 
not dazzled by the offering. 

The coronation was at an end. Fred- 
erick stepped &om the throne, and 
nodded to his brothers to follow him ; 



the servants hastily opened the doors 
which led to the balcony, and carried 
out the bags filled with the gold and 
silver coins. The air resounded with 
the shouts of the populace. The king 
drew near to the iron railing, and 
greeted his subjects with a cordial 
smile. "You are my children," he 
said, " you have a right to demand of 
your father love, sympathy, and protec- 
tion, and you shall have them." Then 
taking a handful of coin he scattered it 
amongst- the crowd. Shouts of merri- 
ment and a fearful scuffling and scram- 
bling were seen and heard below ; each 
one wished to secure a coin thrown by 
the king himself, and they scarcely no- 
ticed the silver and gold which the 
young princes were scattering with lib- 
eral hands; all these were worthless, 
as long as it was possible to secure one 
piece which had been touched by 
Frederick. The king saw this, and, 
much fiattered by this disinterested 
mark of love, he again scattered the 
coin far and wide. 

While the men were struggling 
roughly and angrily for this last treas- 
ure, a weak, pallid woman sprang 
boldly into the thickest of the surging 
crowd. Until now she had been cold 
and indifferent; the coins thrown by 
the young princes, and which had fallen 
at her feet, she had cast from her with 
disdain; now, however, as the king 
once more cast the coins in the midst 
of the gaping crowd, with a power 
which passion only gives she forced her 
way amongst the wild multitude, and 
with outstretched arms she shrieked 
out, '* Oh ! give me one of these small 
coins, only a silver one, give it to me as 
a keepsake I Oh I for God^s sake, give 
me one 1 " Suddenly strange murmurs 
and whispers were heard from amongst 
those who now recognized this poor 
outcast ; they looked askance at her, 
they shrank from her as from a leper ; 
and she who a moment before had sued 
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to them so humbly, now stood in their 
midst like an enraged lioness. 

" It is she I — it is she I " they whis- 
pered ; " she has come to see the king, 
for whom she suffered so much; for 
his sake she has been covered with 
shame; she has been driven from 
amongst the poor and innocent, and 
now she dares to come amongst us ! " 
cried a harsh and pitiless voice. 

" We know how cruelly she was in- 
sulted and abused," said another, '^ but 
we all know that she was innocent; 
my heart is full of pity for her, and she 
has a right to a coin touched by the 
king.'' The last speaker approached 
the poor woman, and oflfered both a 
gold and silver coin. "Take these 
coins, I beg you, and may they be to 
you an earnest of a better and happier 
future." 

She gazed with a hard and tearless 
eye upon the good - natured, kindly 
face. "No, there is no happy future 
for me— nothing but want, and misery, 
and despair ; but I thank you for your 
pity, and I accept these coins as a me- 
mento of this hour." She took them 
and laid them in her tattered dress, 
walked erect through the circle which 
gathered around, and was lost in the 
crowd. 

She was soon forgotten. The king 
with his brilliant suite was stiU upon 
the balcony, they had not noticed the 
scene passing amongst the people below ; 
none of them remarked this poor crea- 
ture, who, having made her way 
through the crowd, now leaned against 
one of the pillars of the spire, and 
gazed earnestly upon Frederick. The 
money was exhausted, the king had 
shown himself to the people sufl&cient- 
ly, and now, according to etiquette, he 
must leave the balcony and make the 
grand tour of the saloons, greeting 
with kind and gracious words the as- 
sembled nobles. He motioned, how- 
ever, to his followers to leave him ; he 



wished to remain a few moments alone, 
and look thoughtfully upon this sea 
of upturned faces. Frederick gazed 
eagerly below. That was no inani- 
mate and pulseless creation moved to 
and fro by the wind, which he now 
looked upon, but a living, thinking, 
immortal people; with hearts to hate 
or love, with lips to bless or curse, 
their verdict would one day decide the 
great question as to his fame and 
glory as a monarch, or his neglect of 
holy duty, and the eternal shame 
which follows. They seemed to Fred- 
erick to be pleading with him ; they 
demanded but little — a little shadtf, to 
rest in when weary with their daily 
labor ; prompt justice and kindly pro- 
tection, the right to live in peace, bear- 
ing the burden and sorrow of their 
lives patiently ; pity for their necessi- 
ties, forbearance for their weakness and 
folly. What did he, their king, de- 
mand of them ? That alone, which a 
million of people, his people, could 
bestow, immortal fame 1 — ^they must 
give him the laurel of the hero, and 
crown him with the civic wreath ; he 
would make his subjects strong, healthy, 
and happy — ^they must make his great- 
ness known to all the world, and future 
ages. 

Such were the thoughts of the king 
as he stood alone upon the balcony. 
His eye often wandered across to the 
spire, and as often as it did the 
wretched woman who was leaning 
against the pillar trembled fearfully, 
and her lips and cheeks became deadly 
pale. The king did not see her; he 
saw nothing of the outer worltf, his eye 
was turned within, reading the secrets 
ofhis own heart. 

In the grand saloons the nobles 
stood waiting in grim and angry silence 
the return of Frederick ; a cloud rested 
upon every brow ; even Pollnitz could 
no longer retain his gracious and stereo- 
typed smile; he felt it to be a bitter 
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grieyance that the king should keep 
the Qpbility waiting while he stood ga^ 
ing at a dirty mass of insignificant 
creatures called human beings I Look- 
ing around the circle, Pollnitz saw dis- 
pleasure marked upon every face but 
three. " Ah," said he to himself, ** there 
are the three Wreeckies I — no doubt 
they have come to be rewarded for ser- 
vices rendered the crown prince ; they 
were doubtless dangerous rivals for us 
all ; they suffered much for the prince, 
and were banished seven years from 
court on his account. The king must 
indemnify them for all this, and, who 
kn(4^s, perhaps he may give them the 
house in J£ger Street, the house I am in 
the habit of calling mine I Well, I 
must draw near them and hear all the 
Ving promises." So saying, POllnitz 
approached quietly near the Messieurs 
Wreeckie, At this moment there was 
a movement in the vast assembly, and 
all bowed low; as the king stepped 
into the saloon he commenced the 
grand tour of the room; he had a 
kind and friendly word for alL At 
last he reached the Messieurs Wreeckie, 
and remained standing before them. 
All glances were now directed to this 
group ; all held their breath, not wish- 
ing to lose a word which Frederick 
should say to these formidable rivals. 

The king stood before them — his eye 
was severe, and his brow clouded. 
*' Gentlemen," he said, " it has been a 
long time since I have seen you at the 
court of the King of Prussia. I sup- 
pose you seek the prince royal ; I do 
not think you will find him here. At 
this court you will only find a king 
who demands, above all things, that 
his majesty should be respected ; that 
you subjugate yourselves to him in si- 
lent obedience ; even when his orders 
appear harsh and cruel they must not 
be questioned for a moment ; he who 
opposes the will of the sovereign de- 
serves punishment ; I will not bear op- 



position at my court. There is but one 
will, but one law ; that is the will and 
law of the king I " And, without 
further greetings, he passed on. 

The Wreeckies stood pale and trem- 
bling, and the &ce of Pollnitz was ra- 
diant with contentment. " Well, those 
poor fellows will not receive my house 
in JSger Street," he said to himself, 
** they have fallen into disgrace ; it ap- 
pears the king wants to punish all 
those who rendered good service to the 
prince royaL Louis the Fourteenth 
said : ' It is most unworthy of a French 
king to punish any wrong done to the 
crown prince;' here the rule is re- 
versed — the King of Prussia deems it 
unworthy to reward the services ren- 
dered the prince royal. But what js 
the meaning of that crowd over there ? " 
he exclaimed, interrupting himself; 
" why is the lord-marshal approaching 
his majesty with such an eager, joyful 
air ? I must know what is going on." 
Again Pollnitz made his way through 
the courtiers and arrived safely, right 
behind the king,Just as my lord-mar- 
shal was saying in an excited voice: 
" Your majesty, there is a young man 
in the next room who begs your high- 
ness to allow him to throw himself at 
yoiur feet and take the oath of alle- 
giance ; he has come from America to 
greet you as king. So soon as he heard 
of the illness of your father, he left his 
asylum and has travelled night and 
day ; he has finished his journey at a 
most fortunate moment." 

The eye of Frederick rested coldly, 
unmoved on the speaker; and, even 
after he ceased speaking, regarded him 
sternly. **What is the name of this 
young man, for whom you show so 
lively an interest ? " said the king, after 
a pause. 

The lord-marshal looked perplexed 
and frightened ; he thought the king's 
heart should have told him who stood 
without ; who it was that had left his 
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asylum in America and longed to greet 
the young king. " Sire," he said, hesi- 
tatingly, "your majesty demands to 
know the name of this young man ? " 

" I demand it." 

The lord-marshal breathed quickly. 
** Well, your majesty, it is my nephew ; 
it is Lieutenant Keith, who has come 
from America to throw himself at your 
majesty's feet." 

Not a muscle of the king's counte- 
nance moved. ^* I know no Lieutenant 
Keith," he said sternly ; " he who was 
once known to me by that name, was 
stricken from the officers' roll with the 
stigma of disgrace and shame, and 
was hung by the hangman in effigy, 
upon the gallows. If Mr. Keith is still 
living, I advise him to remain in Amer- 
ica, where no one knows of his crime, 
or of his ignominious punishment" 

" Your majesty will not receive him, 
then ? " said the lord-marshal, with a 
trembling voice. 

" You may thank God, sir, that I do 
not receive him — above all, that I ig- 
nore his being here : if I should know 
that he still lived, I should be forced to 
execute the sentence to which he was 
condemned by the court-martial." 
Slightly nodding to the lord-marshal, 
the king passed on and spoke a few 
indifferent words to some gentlemen 
standing near. 

" Well, Mr. Keith will not get my 
house in the Jfiger Street," said P611- 
nitz, laughing slightly. " What is the 
matter with this king? He seems to 
have lost his memory I God grant he 
may not forget who it was that induced 
Frederick Willian to pay the debts of 
the prince royal, and to present him 
with the Trakener stud 1 " 



CHAPTER IX. 

DOBBIS BITTEB. 

When the king had left the balcony, 
a poor young woman, who had been 
sitting on the steps of the cathedral, 
arose and looked fearfully around her. 
The sight of the king had carried her 
far away, she had been dreaming of 
the blissful days of the past. His dis- 
appearance brought her back to the 
present — the sad, comfortless present. 
The king had left the balcony. What 
had she to do in this mob, that might 
again mock, insult, or commiRrate 
her? She could stand neither their 
sneers nor their pity, she must flee from 
both. 

With a hasty movement she drew 
her shawl tighter around her poor 
slender figure, and hurried through the 
crowd. She came at last to a miser- 
able small house. The low narrow 
door seemed unfriendly, inhospitable, 
as if it would permit no one to pass its 
threshold and enter its dreary, deserted 
rooms, from which no sound of life 
proceeded. But this small, quiet dwell- 
ing ought to have been a house of lar 
bor and occupation, and would not 
have been so poor and pitiful-looking 
if the large iron bell hanging over the 
door had been oftener in motion, and 
ffiled the silent space with its cheerful 
sound. 

Behind this door there was a shop, 
but the bell was generally silent, and 
purchasers rarely came to buy in this 
miserable little store the articles which 
could be purchased more reasonably in 
one of the large shops belonging to 
wealthy merchants. The house seemed 
to have seen better days ; it had some 
claims to comfort and respectability. In 
the windows were placed bright shells 
and cocoanuts; there were the large 
blue china pots, in which the costly gin- 
ger is brought ; there were quantities of 
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almonds, raisins, citrons, and lemons in 
glass shells ; neat paper-bags for coffee, 
and small Chinese chests that had held 
real Chinese tea. But these bags and 
chests were empty ; the lemons and 
fruits were dried and hard ; the ginger- 
pots held no more of their strengthen- 
ing contents; even the dusty, faded 
sign over the door, which represented 
a wonderfully - ornamented negro en- 
gaged in unrolling dried tobacco4eaves, 
was but a reminiscence of the past, for 
the tobacco had long since disappeared 
from the chests, and the little that was 
left had fallen to dust. The store con- 
tained but a few unimportant things : 
chiccory for the poor, who could not 
pay for coffee; matches, and small 
home-made penny lights, with which 
Poverty illuminated her misery and 
want; on the table, in glass cans, a 
few .hardened broken bits of candy ; 
a large cask of old herring, and a 
smaller one of syrup. This was 
the inventory of the shop, these the 
possessions of this family, who alone 
occupied this house with their misery, 
their want, and their despair; whose 
head and only stay was the poor young 
woman now leaning wearily against the 
steps, dreading to enter her house of 
woe and wretchedness. She arose at 
length and hastily went in. The bell's 
hoarse creaking ring was heard, and a 
poor, pale boy hastened forward to in- 
quire the comer's wants. He stopped 
and looked angrily at the poor woman 
who had entered. 

"Ah, it is you, mother," said he, 
peevishly. " I hoped it was some one 
wishing to buy, then I could have 
bought some bread." 

" Bread I " said the mother, anx- 
iously ; " did I not, before I went out, 
give you money to buy bread for you 
imd your little sister ? " 

" Yes, but when father came home 
he threatened to beat me if I did not 
give up the money at once; I was 



frightened, and gave it ; then he left, and 
Anna and I have been crying for bread, 
while our father is amusmg himself at 
the beer-house, and our mother has 
taken a holiday, and has been looking 
at the festivities which I also would 
have been glad to see, but could not, 
because I must stay at home and watch 
the shop into which no one has entered, 
and take care of my little sister, who 
cries for bread, which I cannot give 
her." As he finished he threw an an- 
gry look at his mother, who, deeply 
grieved, had fallen back on a wooden 
bench. She looked lovingly at her 
son, and, holding out her arms to him, 
said: 

" Come, give me a kiss, and reward 
me for all my pain and suffering." 

" Give us bread, then perhaps I will 
kiss yoa," said he, harshly. 

She looked terrified into his hard, 
cold face. She pressed her hand to 
her high, pale forehead, as if she would 
force back the madness that threatened 
her; she held the other hand to her 
heart, whose wild, feverish throbbings 
were almost choking her. 

" My God 1 my God ! " murmured 
she, " am I then already mad ? Am I 
dreaming? Is this my son, my Karl, 
who loved me so dearly — my boy, 
who was the only comfort in my mis- 
ery, the confidant of my tears and 
wretchedness ? Can I, whom he looks 
at with such dark glances, be his 
mother — his mother, who joyfully 
bears for him the scorn of the world, 
who has suffered and hungered for 
him, worked for him during the long, 
cold winter nights — ^his mother, whose 
love for him was so great chat she was 
willing not to die, but for his sake to 
live on in her woe ? — Karl, my son, 
come to your mother, for you well 
know how tenderly she loves you, and 
that she will die if you do not love 
her." 

'' No, mother," said he, not moving, 
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"you do not love me, nor my little 
sister Anna ; for if you loved ns, you 
would not have left us to-day, and 
joined the gay people who were making 
merry while your poor children were 
at home groaning and crying." 

" Oh, my child I my child I I did not 
go, out of idle curiosity," said she, 
sadly. " I went to consult the oracle 
of your future, and to see if there was 
not to be some hope, some comfort for 
my children ; if this would not be the 
beginning of brighter days. I wished 
to read all this in a man's face; I 
wished to see if he still had a heart, or 
if, like all princes, he had become hard 
and pitiless." 

She had forgotten that she was 
speaking to her son ; she was address- 
ing herself^ and had entirely forgotten 
that he was present. 

"Ah," said he, sneeringly, "you 
thought he would now give you money 
for your shame; but father told me that 
all the gold in the world would not 
wipe out this shame, and that brandy 
was the only way besides death that 
could make us forget that we are de- 
spised and accursed. Father told 
me — " 

The boy stopped and retreated a 
few steps; his mother had risen from 
her seat and stood before him, deadly 
pale, with widely-opened, flashing eyes, 
with trembling lips; every muscle of 
her face in play ; her whole form trem- 
bling in a paroxysm of rage and Mght- 
ful torture. It was not the head of a 
woman, but of a Medusa ; not the look 
of a tender, loving mother, but of a 
wild, angry, threatening, and outraged 
woman. 

" What did your father tell you ? " 
cried she, wildly, to the trembling boy 
before her. "What did he say?/ I 
will, I must know I You are sj^nt ; 
speak, or I dash my brains out against 
the wall; and you will be guilty of your 
mother's death I " 



" You will beat me if I tell you," said 
he, insolently. 

" No, no, I will not beat you," said 
she, breathlessly ; and folding her 
hands as if to pray, she continued : 
" my child, my child, have mercy on 
your mother. Tell me what he said ; 
with what words he poisoned your 
heart, and made the love for your poor 
mother die so quickly. Tell me all, my 
son; I will not beat but bless you, 
though your words should cut my 
heart like a knife." 

She wished to press him to her 
heart, but ^e resisted passionately. 

" No," said he, " you shall not kiss 
me; father said you made all you 
touched unhappy and despised, and that 
we would be well, happy, and rich, if 
you were not our mother." 

She shuddered ; her arm fell power- 
less to her side, a hollow groan escaped 
her, her eyes were fixed and tearless. 

" What more did he tell you ? " mur- 
mured she ; " with what other tales did 
he amuse my child ^ " She looked at 
him with such a sad, painful smile, that 
he trembled and glanced timidly down ; 
he now saw what torture he was pre- 
paring for her. 

" Father was drunk," said he ; " when 
he had heard that you had gone out, 
he was furious; he cursed you so 
dreadfully that Anna and I both cried, 
and I begged him not to insult you so, 
for it hurt me, for then I still loved 
you." 

" Then he still loved me I " said his 
mother, wringing her hands. 

"But he laughed at me, and said 
you did not deserve our love, that you 
were the cause of all our misery and 
want ; he had become poor and 
wretched because he had married you, 
and taken to drink so as not to hear or 
see men pointing and laughing at you 
when you passed. But, mother, you 
look so pale, you tremble so 1 I will 
say no more; I will forget all father 
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said ; I will love you, mother ; but do 
not look at me so dreadfully, and do 
not tremble in that way." 

The boy wept from grief and terror. 
His old love had awakened; he ap- 
proached his mother to kiss her, but 
now she pushed him back. 

" I do not tremble," said she, though 
her teeth were chattering. ** I do not 
tremble, and you must not forget what 
your father said ; you must tell me all 
again. Speak on, speak! I must 
hear all, know all. What more did he 
say ? " 

The boy looked at her sadly. His 
voice, which before had been insolent 
and rude, was now quiet and gentle, 
and his eyes were full of tears. 

" He said he married you out of pity, 
and because you brought him a few 
thousand dollars; but that this gold 
brought no blessing with it, but a 
curse ; and that since then it had gone 
worse with him than with the execu- 
tioner, whom all despise, and who 
dares not enter an honest man's house 
— that you were more despised and 
disgraced than the miserable man who 
had stripped you in the open market 
and whipped you through the streets ; 
that the boys had pelted you with 
mud, and that the streets became red 
with the blood that flowed down your 
back." 

The poor woman gave a piercing 
shriek, and fell as if struck by light- 
ning to the floor. The boy threw him- 
self weeping by her side ; and the little 
girl, who had been sleeping in another 
comer of the room, awakened by the 
scream, came running toward them, 
crying for bread. 

But the mother moved not ; she lay 
there pale, with closed eyes ; she was 
cold and lifeless ; she did not hear her 
poor little girl cry ; she did not feel the 
hot kisses and tears of her son, who 
was imploring her in anxious, tender, 
loving words, to open her eyes, to tell 



him that she was not angry, that she 
had forgiven him. But he suddenly 
stopped and listened eagerly; he 
thought he heard the well-known 
sound of the belL 

" There it is again ; if it is father, 
he will beat me to death," murmured 
he, as he went toward the shop door. 
" He forbade me to repeat a word of 
all that to mother." 

He opened the door, and there stood, 
not his father, but a richly-dressed geiu- 
tleman, who, with a friendly gesture, 
pushed the boy aside and entered the 
shop. 

" I want some tobacco, my little fel- 
low," said he ; " therefore call Mr. 
Schdmmer to give me some from his 
best canister." 

" My father is not at home," said the 
boy, staring at the handsome, friendly 
gentleman. 

*' Well, I did not come precisely on 
his account," said the gentleman, with 
a strange laugh. "Call your mother, 
Madame Schommer, and tell her I wish 
to make a purchase." 

"Mother is lying in the back room 
on the floor, and I believe she is dead 1 " 
said Karl, sobbing. 

The gentleman looked at him with 
amazement. " Did you say * dead ? ' 
That would be very inconvenient, for I 
have greatly counted on her life. What 
did she die of? Is a physician with 
her ? " 

"No one is with her but my little 
sbter ; you can hear her crying I " 

"Yes, I can hear her; and it is in 
truth no edifying music. Ko one else, 
did you say ? Where, then, are your 
friends ? where is your father ? " 

"Father is at the beer-house, and 
friends we have none; we live all 
alone, for no one will live with us." 

" Well, if you are alone, I may go to 
your mother,!' said he, with a careless 
laugh. " It is likely your mother has 
fainted ; and as I am learned in these 
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feminine swoons, it is very possible I 
may call her back to life. Show the 
way, little Cupid, and lead me to your 
mother, the fainting Venus." And 
laughing, he followed the astonished 
boy into the back room. 

She still lay without movement on 
the floor, and little Anna, kneeling by 
her side, was praying for bread. 

"That is your mother, Madame 
Schonomer?" asked the strange gen- 
tleman, looking curiously at the pale 
woman. 

"Yes, that is my mother," said the 
boy. "Mother, mother, wake up I" 
said he, covering her face with kisses. 
"Wake up, I do not believe what 
father said. I will love you I He was 
drunk! Ah, my dear, dear mother, 
only wake up I " 

" She will awake," said the stranger, 
who was bending over her, laying his 
hand on her heart and temples, " she 
is, as I thought, not dead, but in a 
swoon." 

The boy laughed aloud with glee. 
" My mother is not dead," said he, cry- 
ing and laughing at once. " She will 
wake up and love me ; we shall all be 
so happy ! " 

" Mother, mother, give me some 
bread I " whimpered poor little Anna. 

"Are you, then, so hungry?" said 
the stranger, who was getting tired of 
this scene. 

" Yes," said the boy, " she is hungry ; 
we are both hungry. We have had 
nothing to eat all day. Mother gave 
us money before she went out, to buy 
bread and milk, but father came and 
took it to get brandy for himself" 

"A worthy fether," said the stran- 
ger, handing him something. " Here, 
my son, is money. Take your sister, 
go to the baker's, and get something, 
then seat yourselves and eat; and do 
not come back here imtil I call you. 
But if you see your father coming, then 
come and teU me." 



The children joyfully hurried to the 
door; they were not now thinking of 
their poor, fainting mother, but of the 
bread they would buy to satisty their 
hunger. 

"But who," said the boy, turning 
around, " will watch the shop ? " 

"Well, I will," said the stranger; 
" I will watch your mother and your 
shop ; go I " 

The children hurried away, and the 
stranger was alone with the fainting 
woman. 



CHAPTER X. 

OLD AND maw BUFFERING. 

The cavalier stood quietly some min- 
utes, showing no sympathy for the 
poor, insensible woman, and making no 
effort to arouse her to consciousness; 
he examined her face searchingly and 
curiously, not from sympathy for her 
sad condition, but with cold egotism, 
thinking only of his own special object. 

" Hum," murmured he, " in spite of 
pallor and attenuation, there are yet 
traces of great beauty. I am sure if 
well nourished and well clothed she 
may yet allure the heart which must 
be ever touched with pity for her 
mournful fate ; besides, she is poor — 
hopelessly, despairingly poor. The 
husband is a drunkard, the children 
cry for bread ; she is so poorly clad, so 
pale, so thin; hunger has been her 
only lover I Under these circumstances 
she will readily adopt my plans, and 
be my willing tool ; she will acknowl- 
edge me as her master, and, by the fates I 
I will teach her how to bind this head- 
strong fool in chains I He has so far 
escaped all the pitfalls which Freders- 
dorf and myself have so adroitly laid 
for him. Dorris shall be the Delilah 
who will tame this new Samson. 
Truly," he continued, as he cast a look 
of contempt upon the senseless form 
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lying before him, " truly it is a desper- 
ate attempt to transform this dirty, 
pale, thin woman into a Delilah. But 
the past is powerfully in her favor, and 
my Samson has a heart ^11 of melting 
pity and sensibility ; moreover, all pre- 
vious efforts have failed, and it is par- 
donable to seek for extraordinary means 
in our despair. So to work I to work I " 
* He took from his pocket a small 
phial of smelling-salts, held it to her 
nose, and rubbed her temples with a 
small sponge. " Ah, she moves," he 
said, resting for a moment from his 
work, and looking coldly and curiously 
upon the poor woman, who, with the 
shudder of newly-awakened life, now 
turned her head, and whose convulsed 
lips uttered short sighs and piteous 
complaints. PoUnitz rubbed her tem- 
ples again with the strong salts, and 
then, as he saw. that consciousness was 
more and more restored, he raised her 
from the floor, and placed her softly in 
a chair. "-4iw? armes, aux armes!^^ 
muttered he ; " la lataille commence- 
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ra. 

The woman opened her eyes, and 
they wandered with an anxious and 
questioning look here and there, them 
fell upon the stranger, who, with a 
smiling and observant glance, followed 
every movement. Her eyes were fixed 
and staring, her features expressed ter- 
ror and scorn, her whole form was con- 
vulsed, she was still half dreaming, 
half unconscious. But her eye was 
immovably placed upon him, and she 
murmured in low tones : " I know this 
fiice — ^yes, I know this cold, smiling 
face, I have felt it twice I When was 
it? was it only in fearful dreams, or 
was it a frightful reality? When, 
where did I see this cold, devilish 
smile, this face so cold and heartless, 
so full of iron egotism ? " 

" Truly, she does not flatter," mur- 
mured PSllnitz, but without changing 
for one moment his watchful though 



friendly mien. "I am curious to see 
if sh6 will at last recognize me." 

" Pollnitz ! " cried she at last, with 
flaming eyes. " Yes, it is you I I 
know you 1 you are Baron Pollnitz I 
Who gave you the right to enter this 
house ? What brings you here ? " 

" I repeat your question," he replied, 
smiling, " what brought you here, here 
in this gloomy, miserable room ; here 
where hunger and wailing have their 
dwelling ; here where Misery grins 
upon you with hollow-eyed Terror? 
What do you here, Dorris Hitter ? " 

She trembled convulsively at this 
name, her cheeks were dyed purple, 
and in another moment became ghastly 
pale. "Why do you call me Dorris 
Ritter ? " she cried, with gasping 
breath ; *• why remind me of the past, 
which stands like a dark spectre, ever 
behind me, and grins upon me with 
bloody and shameful horrors ? " Lost 
wholly in these fearful remembrances, 
she stared before her, thinking no more 
of Pollnitz, forgetting that his watch- 
ful and heartless eyes were ever fixed 
upon her. " Dorris Ritter I " she cried, 
slowly, " Dorris Ritter I where are you ? 
why do they call you by your name ? 
Can they not remember that you are a 
sleep-walker wandering on the edge 
of a precipice, into which you must 
fall headlong if awakened by the sound 
of your name, Dorris Ritter ? " she said, 
more loudly, fixing her eyes upon Poll- 
nitz ; ** how dare you call my name, 
and tear me shrieking from my grave ? " 

" Now, that is exactly what I wish," 
said PSllnitz. " I will raise you from 
this lowly and forgotten grave; you 
shall forget what you have suffered; 
you shall be rich, happy, distinguished, 
and envied." 

** 1 1 " cried she, with mocking laugh- 
ter, '* and you will make that of me 1 
You, Baron Pollnitz, you, who were 
partly the cause of my misery, and who 
looked smilingly upon my shame I 
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What, then, what hare I done to de- 
aerve so much humiliation and sorrow ? 
My God 1 " cried she, in heart-rending 
tones, ^ my heart was pure and inno- 
cent; I dared raise my head without 
fear, and look God and my parents in 
the &ce ; even before him, my prince, I 
needed not to cast down my eyes; I 
was innocent, and he loved me because 
he could also respect me. Alas I it 
was so silent, so resigned a love; it 
asked for nothing, it had no speech. 
Was it our fault that others saw and 
pointed out this love without words, 
and which eyes of innocence only ex- 
pressed ? We stood far removed from 
each other, and a gulf lay between us, 
but heavenly music formed a golden 
starry bridge over this abyss, and the 
holy and melodious tones whispered to 
our young hearts the complaints and 
longings of a speechless, self-renoun- 
cing love. Only thus, only thus, a 
sweet dream, and nothing more ! Then 
you came to awaken us, to accuse the 
prince of high-treason, to make of me 
a miserable prostitute ! You cast my 
love, which I had only confessed to 
my Father in heaven, like a dirty libel 
and foul fruit in my face ; you wished 
to spot and stain my whole being, and 
you succeeded ; you crushed my exist- 
ence under your feet, and left me not 
one blossom of hope I Oh, I will never 
forget how you tore me from the arms 
of my poor father I how you cast me 
into prison and chained my hands, be- 
cause in the anguish of my shame and 
despair I tried to take tliat life which 
you had dishonored! They came at 
last, and dragged me before the king. 
Two men were with him, one with a 
common red and swollen visage, with 
thick, lascivious lips, with red and wa- 
tery eyes — ^that was Grumbkow; the 
other, with the fine friendly face, with 
the everlasting deceitful smile, the cold, 
contemptuous, heartless glance, that 
was you, Baron P611nitz. Ah, vfith 



what horrible glances did these three 
men look upon me 1 what mockery and 
contempt did their cruel voices 'ex- 
press ! I threw myself at the feet of 
the king ; I prayed to him for mercy 
and grace; he kicked me from him, 
and shamed me with words and accu- 
sations which made my soul blush. I 
swore that I was innocent ; that no sin 
lay upon me; that I had never been 
the beloved of the prince ; that I had 
never spoken to him but in the pres- 
ence of my father. Then laughed they, 
and mocked me, and loudest of all 
laughed Baron Pollnitz, and his words 
of scoffing and insult pierced my heart 
like a poisoned arrow, and checked my 
flowing tears." 

"It is true," murmured Pollnitz; 
" she has forgotten nothing." 

" Forgotten I " cried slie, with a wild 
laugh, " can I forget that I was driven 
through the streets like a wild beast ; 
that I was stripped by the rough hands 
of the hangman's boy; that I heard 
behind me the scoffings and insults of 
the wild mob hired for the occasion ; 
that I felt upon my naked back the 
cruel blows of the executioner's whip I 
Oh, I have borne, and I have suffered ; 
I did not become a maniac, I did not 
curse God, but I prayed to my Father 
in heaven as I ran like a baited animal 
through the streets. I saw that all the 
bouses were closed, that no one stood 
at the windows ; no one had the cour- 
age to look upon my path of martyr- 
dom, and it comforted me even in the 
midst of my torture, and I blessed 
those men who were pitiful to me, and 
who appeared to bear testimony to my 
innocence by refusing to witness my 
cruel punishment, and I ran farther, 
and the hot blood flowed down my 
back. Suddenly I came upon a house 
which was not closed, the door was 
open ; before it stood the servants and 
pointed the finger of scorn at me, and 
mocked and jeered at me. On the bal- 
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cony stood Baron P611nitz, with his 
stony, heartless face I Then I uttered 
a cry of rage and revenge, then my 
prayers were hushed or changed into 
wild curses, and I yelled and howled 
in my heart : * He is guilty of my shame ; 
he with his cruel jests, his pitiless 
sneers, has poisoned the ear of the 
king, and destroyed the last doubt of 
my guilt in the heart of his majesty. 
Disgrace and shame upon Baron Poll- 
nitz I may he be despised, lonely, and 
neglected in the hour of death ; may 
remorse, the worm of conscience, feed 
upon his soul, and drive him hither 
and thither, restless and homeless all 
his Hfe long 1 ' " 

She uttered a wild cry, and sank 
back powerless and broken in her chair. 

Baron Pdlluitz was self-possessed 
and smiling throughout; he laid his 
hand upon the nerveless arm of the 
sobbing woman, and said with a soft, 
flattering tone : 

" It is true I have done you injustice, 
but I have come to make amends for 
the past. Tou shall yet raise your head 
proudly, and no one shall doubt of 
vour innocence." 

She shook her head sadly. " How 
can that help me ? My father died of 
shame; my husband, who married me 
from pity, and because I had a poor 
two thousand crowns, could not bear 
that men should flee from me as &om a 
branded culprit ; this grief drove hini 
to drink, and when he comes home 
drunk at night, he beats me and shames 
me; the next morning he prays, with 
strong crying and tears, for forgiveness, 
but goes again and begins anew the 
same sad existence. My children I — *' 

She could say no more; her words 
were choked with tears, as she thought 
of the hard and frightful language her 
little boy had used to her that morn- 
ing. 

P511nitz was Weary of the complaints 
and sobs of this wretched woman. 

8 



" Weep no more," said he ; " weep- 
ing makes the eyes red, and you must 
henceforth be lovely and attractive ; if 
you will follow my advice, you and 
your children will once more be joyful 
and happy. I will send you beautiful 
clothing, and I know an adroit person 
who will make you charmingly attrac- 
tive, and at the same time arrange your 
toilet with such enchanting grace, 
that you will pass for the * Mater dolo- 
rosa' and the beautiful Magdalen in 
the same person. Then wiU I lead you 
to the king ; then will he read in your 
lovely and noble face the touching and 
innocent story of his first love ; it will 
then rest with you, who have so Jong 
been covered with dust and ashes, to 
kindle again the spark of your dead 
love, and to find in his tenderness the 
award and compensation for all the 
bitter past." 

She looked at him with flaming eyes, 
and her glance was so piercing that 
even P511nitz felt a little embarrassed, 
and involuntarily cast his eyes to the 
ground. 

^^ Has the king sent you here with 
this message ? " 

" No, not the king ; but I know that 
he thinks of you with love and pity, 
and that he would be happy to find 
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you 

" If that is so, let him come to seek 
me. I will not go to him — I am the 
ii^ured and dishonored one; it is his 
duty to repair my wrongs. But he will 
not come — ^I know it. I read it to-day 
in his &ce. The world has killed his 
heart; it has turned to stone in his 
breast — a gravestone for his dearly-loved 
Eatt, and for Dorris Hitter." 

" He will come; I say to you he will ! 
Hear me, Dorris: you will not go to 
him ? Well, then, expect him here, and 
prepare yourself in such a way to receive 
him as to make an impression upon his 
heart; study carefully your part; re- 
volve every word which you will say to 
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him ; consider every glance with which 
you will look npon hjm ; put on the 
clothes which I will send you^ and ban- 
ish your husband and your children." 

"My children!" cried she, trem- 
bling; **no, no, only as a mother — 
only under the protection of their inno- 
cent presence will I ever see him ; only 
for my children will I receive his sym- 
pathy and grace." 

Pdllnitz stamped involuntarily with 
his feet upon the floor, and muttered 
curses from between his tightly-pressed 
lip& 

^'Do you not understand that our 
whole scheme will fail, unless you do 
exactly as I tell you ; that you will at- 
tdn nothing unless you begin wisely 
and prudently? You say the king has 
no heart; well, then, he has intellect, 
and this you must flatter ; through this 
you may, perhaps, warm his stouy heart. 
You must not trust wholly to the ma- 
jesty of your misfortunes, but advance 
to meet him in the grace and glory of 
your beauty; by your soft eyes you 
must work upon his heart; not with 
your tears, but by enchanting smiles, 
he may be won." 

She looked at him with proud and 
(Contemptuous glances. 

^* Gk) I " said she ; "go I we have 
nothing to do with each other. I 
would curse you and seek to revenge 
myself upon you for the new dishonor 
which you have put upon me by your 
shameless words, but I know I have 
not the right to resent. I am a de- 
graded, dishonored woman, and all 
men believe they have the right to in- 
sult me and to mock at my misfortunes. 
Gol" 

^'You command me, then, to leave 
you ? You will not heed the voice of 
a well-^meaning friend ; you — " 

'^ Baron Pdllnitz," said she, with a 
voice tremulous with scorn, *^ I say go I 
Drive me not to extremity. Shall I 
call ,upiui the neighbors to relieve me 



from the presence of one I abhor, who 
disregards the sanctity of my poor 
house, and abuses and sneers at a wo- 
man who hates him ? ^o, and let me 
never see your &ce or hear your voice 
again ! " 

"Well, then, I will go. Farewell, 
dear Madame Schdnmner; but I will 
come again, and perhaps I may be "to 
happy as to find in your place the en- 
chanting Dorris Rittes^ that sentimental 
young maiden of the past, who loved 
the crown prince so passionately, and 
was so well pleased to receive his love 
and his presents." 

He laughed aloud, and left the 
dreary room with a courtly pirouette ; 
with quick steps he hastened through 
the shop, and opening the door which 
led into the street, he kicked the two 
children who were sitting on the thresh- 
old to one side, and rushed into the 
street 

" She is truly proud yet," murmured 
he, shrugging his shoulders. "The 
hangman's whip did not humble her — 
that pleases me ; and I am more than 
ever convinced we will succeed with 
her ; she must and shall be beloved of 
the king; and as she will not go to 
him, well, then, I will bring him to 
her. To-morrow Frederick wiU visit 
the site chosen for the palace of the 
queen-mother ; that will be a glorious 
opportunity to induce him to enter her 
hut." 

Dorris Hitter had risen, and with up- 
lifted arm and a proud glance she had 
followed P511nitz. Her whole being 
was in feverish excitement. In this 
hour she was no more a poor, dis- 
heartened woman, from whom all 
turned away with contempt, but a 
proud wife conscious of her honor and 
her worth, who commanded her perse- 
cutor from her presence; who asked 
no mercy or grace, and demanded a 
recognition of her purity. 

As the steps of the baron faded 
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away, and Dorris was again alone, her 
feverish excitement subsided, and she 
was again a poor, pallid, trembling, 
bumble woman. With a cry of the 
most profound woe she sank back in 
her chair, and stared long before her. 
Suddenly she murmured from between 
her tightly-compressed lips : " Woe to 
hi ml woe to him, when he forgets 
what I have suffered for him I woe to 
him, if he does not remove the shame 
which crushes me I woenJx) him, if he 
despises me as others do I Then will 
Dorris Bitter be his irreconcilable 
enemy, and she will take vengeance as 
true as there is a God over us I " 



CHAPTER XL 

THE FR0F08AL OF HABRIAGB. 

"CoDBAGE, my dear friend," said 
Madame von Brandt to Count Yoss, 
who stood before her with the most 
mournful e repression, and seemed so 
lost in grief as to be scarcely aware of 
the presence of his charming and be- 
witching Armida. 

" I do not understand how you can 
laugh and be gay, if you love me," he 
said, sadly. • * 

'*I love you tnily, and therefore I 
am gay. We have almost gained our 
end ; soon the suspicions of the world 
will be lulled, for who would dream 
that the husband of the young and 
beautiful Laura von Pannewitz could 
possibly love the old and ugly Madame 
von Brandt ? " 

" You old ! you ugly 1 " cried the 
young count, indignantly. " It is well 
that it is you who utter such a blas- 
phemy ; if any other did, I should de- 
stroy him." 

"You would do very wrong, dear 
count, for that would betray our love 
to the world. No, no, if any one should 
speak so to you^ you must shrug your | 



shoulders, and say, ' I am not acquainted 
with Madame von Brandt ; I am in- 
different whether she is handsome or 
ugly. She may be as old as Methuselah, 
it does not concern me.' " 

** Never will I say that, never will I 
be induced to utter so miserable and 
dishonorable a falsehood. No, dearest, 
you cannot demand that. You see 
your power over me, and treat me most 
cruelly. You condemn me to be mar- 
ried, and I have obeyed your com- 
mands, although my heart was break- 
ing as I made my proposal to the queen. 
Now I entreat that you will not torture 
me by demanding that I shall revile 
and calumniate you. No, no^ I pray 
on my knees that you will be kind and 
merciful 1 " 

He threw himself on his knees before 
her, leaning his head upon the divan 
on which she was sitting. 

She placed her hand upon his head 
and played with his fair hair. " I am 
not cruel, I am only cautious," she 
whispered, almost tenderly. "Trust 
me, Alexander, you must not doubt my 
boundless love." 

"No, no, you do not love me," he 
sighed; "you are always hard and 
cruel, you have never granted me the 
smallest fevor, you have never accepted 
one of my presents." 

A slight but scornful smile played 
upon the lips of this beautiful woman, 
while the enthusiastic and impassioned 
young man spsJse thus. She turned 
aside her face, that he might not see 
its expression. 

But he thought she was again angry 
with him. " Ah," he said, despairing- 
ly, "you will not allow me even to 
behold your heavenly countenance ; do 
you wish to drive me to distraction? 
What have I done to deserve this new 
torture f Are you so offended because 
I entreated you to accept a gift from 
me ? Oh, it is so sweet to compel the 
one we love to think of us; to plac9 ft 
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ring upon her finger, and bid her 
dream of him who loves her when she 
looks upon it ; to bind a chain upon 
her neck, and whisper, *You are fet- 
tered, my love enchains you, you are 
mine I ' A man can only believe in the 
affection of his beloved when she con- 
descends to accept something from him. 

^ And would that give you faith in 
my love ? ^' she said, in a tender, melt- 
ing voice, as she turned smilingly tow- 
ard him. 

" Yes I " he exclaimed, " it would in- 
crease my faith.'' 

"Well, then, give me some little 
thing that will remind me of you, that 
I can wear, as the spaniel wears the 
collar which bears the name of its mas- 
ter." 

She offered him her hand, which he 
covered with fervent kisses, and then 
drew from his bosom a large and heavy 
Hui, which he placed in her hands. 

"But this contains not merely a 
ring," she said, reproachfully; "you 
have deceived me, misused my kind- 
ness ; instead of presenting me with a 
small souvenir, with the pride of a king 
you wish to overwhelm me with your 
rich gifts. Take back your case, count, 
I will not look at its contents ; I will 
not behold how far your extravagance 
and pride have led you; take your 
treasures, and give me the simple ring 
that I promised to accept" She stood 
up, and handed him the Sttii with the 
air of an insulted queen, without once 
glancing at its contents, and only di- 
vining their value by the size and 
weight of the case. 

Her poor lover regarded her with a 
truly despairing expression. " If you 
desire to destroy me, do it quickly and 
at once, not slowly, day by day, and 
hour by hour," he said, almost weep- 
ing. "I fulfil your smallest desire, I 
marry at your command, and you re- 
fuse to show me the slightest kindness." 
He was now reaUy weeping, and turned 



aside that she might not behold his 
tears. Then suddenly recovering him- 
self^ he said with the boldness of de- 
spair : " I will learn from you the use 
of the word ' no.' If you refuse to ac- 
cept this case, then will I' refuse to 
marry Mademoiselle von Pannewitz. 
If you compel me to receive again those 
miserable stones, I will go at once to 
the queen, and tell her that I was mis- 
taken, that I cannot and will not mar- 
ry Mademoiselle von Pannewitz; that 
I have given up my plan, and am de- 
termined to leave Berlin immediately." 

" No I no 1 you must not go I you 
shall not leave me ! " she cried, with 
every appearance of terror ; "give me 
the case, I wiU accept it. You must 
not leave Berlin I " 

The young count uttered a cry of de- 
light, and hurried to her side. 

" I will accept this Stui,''^ she said, 
smiling, " but will not open it while we 
are together, for fear we might again 
disagree." 

Count Yoss was beside himself with 
joy and gratitude, and vowed he would 
marry Mademoiselle von Pannewitz 
that very day, to obtain the kiss which 
Madame von Brandt had promised him 
at his wedding. 

" Love might perhaps remove moun- 
tains," she said, " but it cannot give 
wings to the tongue of a queen. You 
have placed your proposals in the hands 
of her majesty, you selected this lofty 
lady to sue for you, and now you must 
wait until it pleases her to make your 
proposals known to the lady." 

" The queen promised to do that to- 
day. It was necessary for me to make 
my proposals to her, for the &mily of 
Mademoiselle von Pannewitz demanded 
that I should obtain the consent of the 
queen to my marriage, before I could 
hope for theirs." 

" And Laura— have you obtained her 
consent ? " 

" Oh," said the vain count, shrugging 
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his shoulders, "I am certain of that; 
she is poor and entirely dependent on 
the proud dowager-queen ; I will make 
her a countess, and insure her freedom ; 
she will live independently upon her es- 
tates, and be surrounded with wealth 
and luxury ; she will have every thing 
but a husband." 

"Poor Laura!'' said Madame von 
Brandt, softly. " But you have been 
with me already too long ; it might be 
remarked, and give rise to suspicion. 
Go, now, I will work for you, and you 
must work for yourself. Let no diffi- 
culties frighten you." 

The count left her slowly, while Ma- 
dame von Brandt was scarcely able to 
conceal her impatience to be alone. 
She looked after him with a contempt- 
uous smile, and murmured to herself : 
'* Vain fool, he deserves to be deceived. 
But now at last I will see what this 
precious Stui contains." She flew to 
the. table and hastily lifted the cover of 
the case. A cry of astonishment arose 
to hei: lips, and her eyes beamed as 
clearly and brightly as the diamonds 
resting upon the satin cushion within. 
" Ah I this is really a royal present," 
she whispered breathlessly, " more than 
royal, for I am confident King Freder- 
ick would never present any woman 
with such diamonds; but I deserve 
them for my wonderful acting. This 
poor count is convinced that I am the 
nobl^t, most unselfish, and most loving 
of women. How weU conceived, how 
wise it was to decline his first gift I I 
knew that he would replace it with 
something more costly and elegant, 
hoping to move me to change my reso- 
lution. How my heart bounded with 
delight when he drew forth this great 
case! I could scarcely withhold my 
hands from grasping the costly treasure. 
I concealed my impatience, and would 
not open the case in his presence, fear- 
ful that he might read my delight in 
my eyes, and that might have undeceived 



the poor fool as to my disinterested- 
ness. Truly it was very wise and very 
diplomatic in me; even Manteuffel 
could not have acted more discreetly." 
She bent again over the flashing dia- 
monds, and pressed her burning Ups to 
the cool gems. "Beautiful stones," 
she whispered, tenderly, " your cold 
kiss animates my whole frame ; I love 
you more than any human being, and 
when you are upon my neck I will de- 
sire no warmer embrace. Welcome, 
then, beloved, to my house and my 
bosom I Tou shall be well cared for, I 
shall exert myself to provide you with 
worthy companions ; many of your fam- 
ily are lying loosely about in the world, 
and you doubtless desire the company 
of your brothers and sisters. I myself 
share that desire, and will seek to ac- 
complish it by bringing together more 
and more of your relations ; I will in- 
vite your cousins, the pearls, and you 
shall be united. My diamonds and 
pearls shall have a gayer and more 
splendid wedding than Count Voss 
and beautiful Laura von Panne witz." 
She laughed aloud in the joy of her 
heart, then closed the case and locked 
it carefully in her writing-desk. " And 
now to the queen-mother," she said ; 
" the train is laid, it is only necessary 
to apply the match and await the ex- 
plosion. I must point out to the queen 
that this marriage of the lovely Laura 
with Count Voss is necessary to prevent 
a difliculty in the royal family, I must 
— eh Men ! nott8 verrons. 1 hear the 
voice of the queen ; she is taking her 
proif enade, and I must not faU to be 
present." She took her hat and shawl, 
and hurried to the garden. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

THE QUESN AS A MATBIMOinAL AGENT. 

The queen - mother was taking a 
walk in the garden of Honb^jou. She 
was unusually gay to-day, and her 
countenance wore an expression of 
happiness to which it had long been a 
stranger. And the queen had good 
reason to be gay, for she seemed on 
the point of realizing the proud antici- 
pations she had indulged in for so many 
weary years. Her son was carrying 
into execution the promises which he 
had made on his first visit, and in 
which she had hardly dared to believe. 
She had already received the first 
monthly payment of her income as 
queen - dowager, which her son had 
largely increased. New appointments 
had been made to her court, and it had 
been placed on a truly royal footing ; 
and yesterday Frederick had told her 
that he had already chosen a site for 
her new palace. Moreover, the hom- 
age she received from the entire court, 
and more especially from the king's fa- 
vorites, bore evidence to the fact that 
her infiuence was considered great, and 
that much importance was attached to 
her grace and favor. While queen 
Elizabeth was pasfdng her time joy- 
lessly at the Castle of Schonhausen, to 
which she had retired, the entire court 
was assembling at Monbijou, and hast- 
ening to do homage to the queen- 
mother. Even the young king, who 
had not yet paid a single visit to his 
wife at SchSnhausen, waited oJ^the 
queen his mother daily, accompanied 
by a brilliant suite of cavaliers." * 

The queen Sophia Dorothea had good 
reason to be gay, and to entertain the 
happiest anticipations in regard to the 
future. To-day for the first time she 
could take her morning walk attended 

* Thi61>aalt, yoL ii., p. 84. 



by l^er brilliant suite, for the last ap- 
pointments bad only been made cm the 
preceding day. When the queen now 
looked around, and she did so from 
time to time, she no longer saw the 
two maids of honor of earlier days 
walking languidly behind her. Six of 
the most beautiful ladies, all of the first 
nobility, had been appointed to the 
queen's service, and were now engaged in 
a merry conversation with the four cav- 
aliers in attendance on the queen, who 
had been selected for this office by the 
king himself While conversing with 
her marshal, Count Rhedem, she could 
hear the merry 'laughter of the newly- 
appointed maid, of honor Louise von 
Schwerin, and the soft, melodious voice 
of the beautiful Laura von Pannewitz, 
whose grace -and loveliness had even 
excited the admiration of her son the 
king, and for a few weeks thrown him 
into a state to which he was entirely 
unaccustomed.* 

The queen, as we have said, was un- 
usually gay, for she had just received a 
new proof of her own importance, and 
of the influence she was supposed to 
exert on the young king her son. 

Count Rhedem had solicited the as- 
dstance of the queen-mother in a very 
delicate and important matter, and had 
requested her to advocate his cause 
with King Frederick. The coimt de- 
sired to marry, but the permission of 
the king was still wanting, and would 
probably be very difficult to obtain, 
for the count's chosen was unfortu- 
nately not of a noble family, but had 
the misfortune to be the daughter of a 
Berlin merchant. 

" But," said the queen, after this con- 
fidential communication, "I do not 
understand why it is that you wish to 
marry this girl. I should think the no- 
bility of our kingdom was not so poor 



* "Mdmolres de Fr6d)6riqne Wilhelmlne de Bat- 
reuth," Tol. it, p. 8S0. 
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in beautiful and marriageable ladies 
that a Count Rhedem should find it 
necessary to stoop so low in search of 
a wife. Look behind you, count, and 
yon will see the loveliest ladies, all of 
whom are of pure and unblemished de- 
scent." 

" True, your majesty. These ladies 
are beautiful, of good birth, young and 
amiable ; but one thing is wanting to 
make them perfect. Mademoiselle Or- 
guelin is neither beautiful nor of good 
birth, neither young nor amiable, but 
she has the one thing which those 
fairies lack, and for the sake of this one 
thinf^ I am forced to marry her." 

" Count, you speak in riddles, and, 
as it seems to me, in riddles of doubtful 
propriety," said the queen, almost an- 
grily. " What is this one thing which 
Mademoiselle Orguelin has, and on ac- 
count of which you are compelled to 
marry her ? " 

"Your majesty, this one thing is 
money." 

" Ah, money," said the queen, smil- 
ing ; " really, it well becomes a cavalier 
to marry beneath him for the sake of 
money I " 

'* Your majesty, it is because I am 
mindful of the duties which my rank 
imposes on me, and of the demands 
which a cavalier of my standing should 
meet, that I have determined to make 
this misalliance. Your majesty will be 
indulgent if I dare open before you the 
skeleton closet, and unveil the con- 
cealed misery of my house. The Counts 
Rhedem are an old and illustrious 
race. My ancestors were always rich 
in virtues, but poor in gold. Economy 
seems to have been the one virtue they 
never possessed ; they were too gener- 
ous to reject any appeals made to them, 
and .too proud tx) limit their expendi- 
tures to their small income. Outwardly 
they maintained the pomp suitable to 
their standing, while they gnawed se- 
cretly and unseen at the hard crust of 



want. Thus from father to son the 
debts were constantly Increasing, and 
the revenues becoming smaller and 
smaller. If I do not make an end of 
this, and sever the Gordian knot, like 
Alexander, instead of attempting the 
wearisome task of untying it, I shall 
soon present to the court and nobility 
the sad spectacle of a Count Rhedem 
who is compelled to give up his hotel, 
his equipage, his furniture, and his ser- 
vants, and live like a beggar." 

^^ Ah, this is really a sad and pressing 
affair 1 " exclaimed the queen, sympa- 
thizingly, "but are there no heiresses 
among the nobility, whose fortunes 
might save you ? " 

" None, your majesty, who, like Ma- 
demoiselle Orguelin, would bring me a 
fortune of three millions." 

" Three millions ! That is a great 
deal, and I can now perfectly well un- 
derstand why you are compelled to 
marry this Orguelin. You have my con- 
sent, and I think I can safely promise 
you that of my son the king. Make 
your arrangements and fear nothing. 
I guarantee that the king will not re- 
fuse your request." 

^' After what your majesty has said, 
I feel assured on this point," exclaimed 
Count Rhedem, with a sigh. 

" How, and you still sigh, count ?" 

" Your majesty, I need the permission 
of one other person — the acceptance of 
the bride. And to this acceptance is ap- 
pended a condition, the fulfilment of 
which again depends upon your ma- 
jesty's kindness." 

" Well, traly, this is a strange state 
of affairs. You speak gravely of your 
approaching marriage, and as yet are 
not even engaged. You speak of your 
bride, but Mademoiselle Orguelin has 
not yet accepted you, and whether she 
will or not, you say, depends on me." 

" Yes, on your majesty ; for this girl, 
who is as proud of her three millions 
as if it were the oldest and most illus- 
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trious pedigree, consents to be my wife 
only on the condition that she is ac- 
knowledged at court, and has access, 
as Countess Rhedem, to aU court festiyi- 
ties.'' $ 

^^ Truly, this is a great pretension ! " 
exclaimed the queen, angrily. ^^A 
pedlar's daughter who carries arro- 
ance so far as to wish to appear at the 
court of the King of Prussia I This 
can never be, and never could I advo- 
cate such an innovation : it is destruc- 
tive, and only calculated to diminish 
the prestige of the nobility, and to de- 
prive it of its greatest and best privilege 
— ^that privilege which entitles it alone 
to approach royalty. It was this view 
which prevented me from receiving 
the so-called Count N6al at my court, 
although my son the king admits him 
to his presence, and desires that I also 
should^recognize this count of his crea- 
tion. But, as a queen and a lady, I can 
never do this. There must be a ram- 
part between royalty and the low and 
common world, and a pure and unblem- 
ished nobility alone can form this ram- 
part. You see, therefore, my poor 
count, that I cannot accede to this re- 
quest." 

" Have compassion on me, your ma- 
jesty I^If your majesty will but remem- 
ber that I am ruined ; that I am a beg- 
gar if this union does not take place 
— ^if I do not marry the three millions 
of Mademoiselle Orguelin." 

*' Ah, certainly, I had forgetten that," 
said the queen, thoughtfully. 

"Moreover," continued the count, 
3bmewhat encouraged, ^* this is a differ- 
ent af^ir altogether, and I do not be- 
lieve that a principle is here at stake, 
as was the case with the so-called 
•Count N6al. A man represents him- 
fse]f and his house, and no power on 
earth can give him better or nobler 
blood than already flows in his veins. 
But with a woman it is different. She 
receives her husband's name and his 



rank; she becomes blood of his blood, 
and can in no manner affect hi^ nobili- 
ty. The sons of Countess Bhedem will 
still be the Cotmts Rhedem, although 
the mother is not of noble birth." 

" True," said the queen, " this case 
is different from that of the adventurer 
N6aL The rank of her husband would 
be suflicient to permit us to draw a veil 
over the obscure birth of this new-made 
countess." 

** And your majesty would then be 
the noble protectress of our family," 
said the count, in a sweet and insinu- 
ating tone ; " your majesty would not 
only restore my house to its ancient 
prestige, but you would retain the three 
millions of Mademoiselle von Orguelin 
in Prussia. For, if I should not be able 
to fulfil the condition which this lady 
has made, Mademoiselle Orguelin will 
marry a rich young Hollander, who is 
the commercial friend of her father, and 
has come here for the especial pur- 
pose of suing for the hand of his 
daughter." 

" Ah, if that is the case, it becomes 
almost a duty to give you this girl, in 
order to prevent her millions from leav- 
ing the country," said the queen, smil- 
ing. " Be hopeful, count, your wish 
will be granted ; and this little million- 
naire, who longs to appear at court, 
shall have her desire. I will speak 
with my son on this subject to-day; 
and you may take it for granted that 
your request will meet with a favorable 
response." 

And the queen, who was proud and 
happy to have an opportunity of show- 
ing the count how great was her influ- 
ence with her royal son, graciously 
permitted him to kiss her hand, and 
listened well pleased to his exclama- 
tions of gratitude and devotion. 

She then dismissed him with a gra- 
cious inclination of her head, re- 
questing him to inform Madame von 
Brandt, whose laughing voice could be 
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heard at a short distance, that she de- 
sired to see her. 

While the count hurried off to exe- 
cute the commission of his royal mis- 
tress, the queen walked on slowly and 
thoughtfully. Now that she was per- 
mitted to be a queen, her woman-s na- 
ture again made itself felt ; she fotmd 
it quite amusing to have a hand in the 
love-affairs which were going on around 
her, and to act the part of the benefi- 
cent fairy in making smooth the path of 
true love. Two of the first noblemen 
of her court had to-day solicited her 
kind ofllces in their love-affairs, and 
both demanded of her the re^tablish- 
ment of the prosperity and splendor of 
their houses. 

The queen, as before said, felt flat- 
tered by these demands, and was in 
her most gracious humor when Ma- 
dame von Brandt made her appearence. 
Their conversation was at first on in- 
different subjects, but Madame von 
Brandt knew very well why the queen 
honorecL her with this interview, and 
kept the match in readiness to fire the 
train with which she had undermined 
the happiness and love of poor Laura 
von Pannewitz. 

"Do you know," asked the queen, 
suddenly, " that we have a pair of lov- 
ers at my court ? " 

" A pair of lovers 1 " repeated Ma- 
dame von Brandt, and so apparent was 
the alarm and astonishment depicted 
in her countenance, that the queen was 
startled. 

" Is this, then, so astonishing ? " asked 
the queen, smiling. " You express so 
much alarm that one might suppose we 
were living in a convent, where it is a 
crime to speadk of love and marriage. 
Or were you only a little annoyed at 
not having heard of this love-affair ? " 

"Your majesty," said Madame von 
Brandt, "I knew all about this affair, 
but had no idea that you had any 
knowledge of it." 



" Certainly you must have known it, 
as Mademoiselle von Pannewitz is your 
Mend, and has very naturally made you 
her confidante." 

" Yes, I have beeh her confidante, in 
this unhappy and unfortunate love," 
said Madame von Brandt, with a sigh ; 
" but I can assure your majesty that I 
have left no arguments, no prayers, and 
even no threats untried, to induce this 
poor young girl to renounce her sad 
' and unfortunate love." 

" Well, you might have saved your- 
self this trouble," said the queen, smil- 
ing ; " for this love is not, as you say, a 
sad and unfortunate one, but a happy 
one! Count Yoss came to me this 
morning as a suitor for the hand of 
Mademoiselle von Pannewitz." 

"Poor, imhappy Laura!" sighed 
Madame von Brandt. 

" How ! " exclaimed the queen, " you 
still pity her, when I assure you that 
hers is not an unhappy, but a happy 
love, reciprocated by Count Voss, who 
is a suitor for her hand ? " 

" But what has Count Voss to do 
with Laura's love ? " asked Madame von 
Brandt, with such well-acted astonish- 
ment, that the unsuspecting queen 
might very well be deceived 

" Truly this is a strange question," 
exclaimed the queen. " You have just 
told me that Mademoiselle von Panne- 
witz entertains an unfortunate attach- 
ment for Count Voss ; and when I in- 
form you that, so far from hers being 
an unfortunate attachment, it is re- 
turned by Count Voss, who is at this 
moment a suitor for her hand, you ask, 
with an air of astonishment, *What 
has Count Voss to do with Laura's 
love ? '" 

"Pardon me, your majesty, I did not 
say that my poor friend loved Count 
Voss." 

"How!" exclaimed the queen, im- 
patiently ; " it is then not Count Voss ? 
Pray, who has inspired her with this 
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unfortunate love? Who is he? Do 
you know his name ? " 

" Your majesty, I know him ; but I 
have vowed on the Bible never to men- 
tion his name." ' 

"It was very inconsiderate in you to 
make such a vow," exclaimed the 
queen, impatiently. 

" Your majesty, she who demanded 
it of me was my friend, and, in view of 
her sorrow^and tears, I could not refuse 
a request by the fulfilment of which she 
would at least have the sad consolation 
of pouring out her sorrow and anguish 
into the bosom of a true ai\d discreet 
friend. But the very friendship I en- 
tertain for her makes it my bounden 
duty to implore your majesty to sustain 
the offer of Count Voss with all the 
means at your command, and, if neces- 
sary, even to compel my poor Laura to 
marry him." 

" How I You say she loves another, 
and still desire that I should compel 
her to marry Count Voss ? " 

"Your majesty, there is no other 
means of averting evil from the head of 
my dear Laura ; no other means of pre- 
serving two noble hearts from the mis- 
ery their unfortunate passion might pro- 
duce. Laura is a noble and virtuous 
girl, but she loves, and would not long 
be able to withstand the passionate en- 
treaties of her lover; she would hear 
no voice but that of him she loves." 

"This love is then returned? " asked 
the queen. 

" Oh, your majesty, Laura's maidenly 
pride would preserve her from an unre- 
quited love." 

" And still you call this love an un- 
fortunate one ? " 

" I call it so because there are insur- 
mountable obstacles in its way; an 
abyss lies between these lovers, across 
which they can never clasp hands. In 
order to be united they would have to 
precipitate themselves into its depths I 
Every word of love which these unfor- 



tunates utter is a crime — ishigh-trea- 
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son. 

" High-treason I " exclaimed the queen, 
whose eyes sparkled with anger. 
" Ah, I understand you now. This 
proud, arrogant girl raises her eyes to 
a height to which a princess of the 
blood alone can aspire. In her pre- 
sumption this girl thinks to play the 
rSle of a La Yalli&re or a Maintenon. 
Yes, I now comprehend every thing — 
her pallor, her sighs, her melancHoly, 
and her blushes, when I told her I ex- 
pected the king and his court here to- 
day. Yes, it must be so, Mademoiselle 
von Pannewitz loves the — " 

" Your majesty," exclaimed Madame 
von Brandt, imploringly, "have the 
goodness not to mention the name. I 
should have to deny it, and that would 
be an offence to your majesty ; but if I 
should acknowledge it, I would be false 
to my vow and my friendship. In 
your penetration, your majesty has di- 
vined what I hardly dared to indicate, 
and my noble queen now comprehends 
why an early marriage with Count Voss 
would be the best means of preserving 
the' happiness of two noble but mis- 
guided hearts." 

"Mademoiselle von Pannewitz will 
have to make up her mind to become 
the bride of Count Voss within the 
hour I " exclaimed the queen, imperi- 
ously. " Woe to her if in her arro- 
gance she should refuse to give up a 
love against which the whole force of 
my royal authority shall be brought to 
bear I '' 

" May your' majesty follow the sug- 
gestions of your wisdom in all things ! 
I only request that your majesty will 
graciously conceal from poor Laura 
that you discovered her unhappy se- 
cret through me." 

" I promise you that," said the queen, 
who, forgetful of her royal dignity, in 
her angry impatience turned around 
and advanced hastily toward her suite. 
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who, on her approach, remained stand- 
iDg in a respectful attitude. 

At this moment a lackey, dressed in 
the royal livery, was seen advancing 
&om the palace; he approached the 
maid of honor then on duty, Mademoi- 
selle von Pannewitz, and whispered a 
few words in her ear. 

Hurrying forward, this young lady in- 
formed the quedn that her majesty, the 
reigning queen, had just arrived, and 
desired to know if her majesty would 
receive her. The queen did not reply 
immediately. She looked scomiiilly at 
the young girl who stood before her, 
humbly and submissively, with down- 
cast eyes, and although she did not 
look up at the queen, she seemed to feel 
her withering and disdainful glances, 
for she blushed deeply, and an anx- 
ious expression was depicted on her 
countenance. 

The queen observed that the blush- 
ing Laura was wonderfully beautiful, 
and in her passionate anger could have 
trodden her under foot for this pre- 
sumptuous and treasonable beauty. She 
felt that it was impossible longer to re- 
main silent, longer to defer the de- 
cision. The queen's anger fairly flamed 
within her, and threatened to break 
forth ; she was now a passionate, reck- 
less woman, nothing more; and she 
was guided by her passion and the 
power of her angry pride alone. 

" I am going to receive her majesty," 
said Sophia Dorothea, with trembling 
lips. *^ Her majesty has presented her- 
self unceremoniously, and I shall there- 
fore receive her without ceremony. 
All of you will remain here except 
Mademoiselle von Pannewitz, who will 
accompany me." 



CHAPTER Xm 

PBOFOBAL OF HABBIAOB. 

The greeting of the two queens was 
over; the inquiries of politeness and 
etiquette had been exchanged ; Sophia 
had offered Queen Elizabeth her hand 
and conducted her into the small sa- 
loon, where she was in the habit of r^ 
ceiving her family. 

The door leading to the conservatory 
was open, and the two maids of honor 
could be seen vdthin, standing Mnth Lau- 
ra, and asking questions in a low tone, to 
which she replied, almost inaudibly. 
She felt that the decisive hour of her 
destiny was at hand, and she prayed 
that God would strengthen her for the 
coming trial. She trembled not for 
herself, but for her lover ; for his dear 
sake she was determined to bear the 
worst, and bravely meet the shock ; she 
would not yield, she would not die, for 
he would perish with her ; in her heart 
of hearts, she renewed the oath of eter- 
nal love and eternal faith she had taken, 
and nerved herself for persecution and 
endurance. Suddenly she heard the 
harsh voice of the queen-mother call- 
ing her name; she looked up, and saw 
her standing in the door. 

" I beg the maids of honor to join 
the ladies in the garden. You, made- 
moiselle, will remain here, I have a few 
words to say to you." 

The ladies bowed and left the con- 
servatory. Laura remained alone ; she 
stood with folded hands in the middle 
of the room; her cheek was deadly 
pale, her lips trembled, but her eyes 
were bright, and filled with an heroic 
and dreamy excitement. As Sophia 
called her name, Laura laid her hand 
upon her heart, as if to suppress its 
stormy beating, and with her head 
bowed meekly upon her breast she ad- 
vanced submissively at the call of her 
mistress. At the door of the second 
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saloon she remained standing, and 
awaited the further commands of the 
queen. As Sophia did not speak, 
Laura raised her eyes and looked tim- 
idly at the two queens, who were 
seated on a sofa opposite the door ; they 
were both gazing at her — the queen- 
mother severely, with a proud and de- 
risiye smile; but Queen Elizabeth re- 
garded with unutterable pity this poor 
girl, who reminded her of a broken 
lily. 

^^ Mademoiselle yon Pannewitz," said 
Sophia, after a long silence, " I have a 
matter of great importance to commu- 
nicate to you, and, as it admits of no 
delay, her majesty has allowed me to 
speak to you in her presence. Listen 
attentively, and weigh well my words. 
I have treated you with affectionate 
kindness; you have always found in 
me a friend and mother. I therefore 
require of you unconditional and silent 
obedience — an obedience that, as your 
queen and mistress, I have a right to 
demand. You are ot a noble but poor 
family, and your parents cannot support 
you in the style suitable to your birth. 
I have adopted you, and will now es- 
tablish for you a future which will be 
both splendid and happy. A rich and 
gallant cavalier has proposed for your 
hand, and, as it is a most fitting and ad- 
vantageous ofier, I have accepted it for 
you, and promised your consent." 

The queen ceased, and looked pier- 
cingly at the young girl, who was still 
leaning against the door, silent and de- 
jected. This dumb submission, this 
weak resignation, enraged the queen ; 
instead of softening her anger, she took 
this silence for defiance, this humility 
for stubbornness. 

" You are not at all anxious, it ap- 
pears, to learn the name of your future 
husband," she said, sharply ; " perhaps 
the rapture of joy binds your tongue, 
and prevents you from thanking me 
for my motherly care." 



" Pardon, your majesty," said Laura, 
raising her soft eyes to the harsh and 
severe countenance of the queen ; " it 
was not joy that closed my lips, but 
reverence for your mjgesty; I feel no 
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joy 

" You feel no joy ! " cried the queen, 
with the cruel rage of the lion who 
seizes his prey and tears it in pieces 
when there is none to deliver. " Well, 
then, you will marry without joy, that 
is decided; and a^ you are too &r 
above all womanly weakness to appear 
curious, I shall be obliged to name the 
happy man whose loving bride you are 
soon to be, that you make no mistakes, 
and perhaps, in the tenderness of your 
heart, render another than your ap- 
pointed husband happy in your em- 
braces." Laura uttered a low cry of 
anguish, and her cheeks, colorless until 
now, were dyed red with shame. 

"Have pity, yoxii majesty," mur- 
mured Elizabeth Christine, laying her 
hand softly on the shoulder of the 
queen ; " see how the poor girl suffers." 

Sophia shrugged her shoulders con- 
temptuously. " Nonsense 1 do we not 
all suffer ? . have I not suffered ? Is 
there a woman on Qod^s earth whose 
heart is not half melted away with hot 
and unavailing tears ? " 

"It is true," said Elizabeth; "we 
have but one exclusive privilege — ^to 
weep and to endure." 

The queen-mother turned again to 
Laura, who had checked her tears, but 
was still standing bowed down, and 
trembling before her. 

" Well," said Sophia, " it still does 
not suit you to inquire the name of 
your lover, then I shall name him ; 
mark well my words : it is Count Voss 
who has chosen you for his wife, and 
to him alone you have now to direct 
your heart and your tenderness." 

Laura now raised her eyes and fixed 
them steadily upon her cruel mistress ; 
her glance was no longer soft and 
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pleading, %ut detennined. The im- 
perious manner of the queen, instead 
of intimidating the pale and gentle 
girl, a^^akened her to the consciousness 
of lier own dignity. "Majesty," she 
said, with cool decision, " love is not 
given by command, it cannot be be- 
sto-wed arbitrarily." 

"By that you mean to affirm that 
you do not and cannot love Count 
Voss," said the queen, suppressing her 
fury with difficulty. 

*' Yes, your majesty, I do not, I can- 
not love Count Voss." 

"Well, then," cried Sophia, "you 
will marry him without love, and that 
speedily ! " 

Laura raised her head passionately; 
her eye met the queen^s, but this time 
not humbly, not timidly, but decisive- 
ly. From this moment, Sophia Doro- 
thea was to her no longer a queen, but 
a cruel, unfeeling woman, who was 
trampling upon her soul, and binding 
it in chains. 

"Pardon, your majesty; as I have 
said that I do not love Count Voss, it 
follows of course that I will never mar- 
ry him." 

The queen sprang from her seat as 
if bitten by a poisonous reptile. " Not 
marry him I " she shrieked ; " but I say 
you shall marry him ! yes, if you have to 
be dragged with violence to the altar ! " 

" Then at the altar I will say no I " 
cried Laura von Pannewitz, raising her 
young face, beaming with courage and 
enthusiasm, toward heaven. 

The queen-mother uttered a wild cry 
and sprang forward; the lion was 
about to seize upon its prey and tear 
it to pieces, but Elizabeth Christine 
laid her hand upon the raised arm of 
Sophia and held her back. " Majesty," 
she said, " what would you do ? You 
w6uld not force this poor girl to marry 
agfainst her will; she does not love 
Ca>unt Voss, and she is right to refuse 
him." 



" Ha ! you defend her ? " cried So- 
phia, brought to extremities by the re- 
sistance of the queen-consort; "you 
have then no presentiment why she re- 
fuses the hand of Count Voss ; you do 
not comprehend that when a poor de- 
pendent maid of honor refuses to marry 
a rich and noble cavalier, it is because 
she believes she has secured her future 
in another direction — ^because in the 
haughtiness of her vain, in&tuated 
heart, she hopes through her beauty 
and well-acted coquetry to secure for 
herself a more brilliant lot. But, mark 
me I however charming and alluring 
that prospect may appear outwardly, 
even in its success there would be found 
nothing but infamy 1 She can never 
have the madness to beUeve that any 
priest in this land would dare to bind 
with the blessings of the Holy Church 
a love so boldly impudent, so traitor- 
ous ; she can never hope to set her foot 
where only the lawful wife of a king 
can stand — where the sister of the 
King of England has stood ! yes, where 
she still stands, and from whence she is 
resolved to repulse this miserable co- 
quette, who hopes to conquer a throne 
through her shameless allurements." 

Laura uttered a piercing scream, and, 
with hands raised to heaven, she ex- 
claimed, ^^ My God 1 my €k>d I can I 
bear this and live ? " 

The queen-mother broke into a wild, 
mocking laugh. Elizabeth Christine 
looked, questioningly, at this scene, 
which she did not comprehend, but 
which touched her heart by its tragic 
power. 

"It is a hard and cruel accusation 
which yoar migesty is bringing against 
this young girl ; let us hope that Laura 
will know how to defend herself." 

" Defend herself 1 Look at her ! look 
how my words have crushed her I how 
her proud, aspiring soul is checked I 
Believe me, Elizabeth, she, whom you 
so generously pity, understands my 
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words better than yoor majesty ; and 
she knows well of what I accuse her. 
But you, my daughter, shall know also ; 
you have a right to know." 

"Mercy! — ^your majesty, mercy!" 
cried Laura, falling upon her knees and 
raising her arms pleadingly toward the 
queen ; " speak no more ! humble me 
no further ! Do not betray my secret, 
which in your mouth becomes a denun- 
ciation ! Let me remain even on the 
brink of the precipice, where you have 
dragged me ! that is appalling, but cast 
me not down ! So low and dust-trod- 
den a creature is no longer worthy of 
the honor of approaching your majesty, 
I see that, and beg humbly for my dis- 
missal, not, as your majesty supposes, to 
lead an independent and happy, if 
still a shameful life, but to flee to some 
comer of the world, where alone and 
unseen I may weep over the beautiful 
and innocent dreams of life, from which 
your majesty has awakened me so cru- 
eUy." 

She was wonderfully beautiful in this 
position ; those raised arms, that noble, 
transparently pale, tear-stained coun- 
tenance. Sophia Dorothea saw it, and it 
made her feel more bitter, more cruel. 

** Ah, she dares to reproach me," she 
said, contemptuously; she still has a 
slight consciousness of her shame ; she 
trembles to hear what she did not trem- 
ble to do ! Listen, my daughter, you 
that have for her so warm, so pitiful a 
heart ; you, who, when I have spoken, 
will detest and curse her, as I do, and 
as you are entitled to do. Believe me, 
Elizabeth, I know all your suffering, 
all your sorrow ; I know the secret his- 
tory of your noble, proud, and silent 
heart. Ask that girl there of your grief 
and misery; ask her the reason of 
your lonely, tearful nights ; demand of 
her your broken happiness, your crushed 
hopes ; demand of her your husband's 
love, your soul's peace. Mademoiselle 
Yon Paunewitz can return them all to 



you, as she has taken them iilim you, for 
she is the mistress of the king." 

" jIGstress of the king ! " said Eliza- 
beth, with a painful cry, while Laura 
let her hands glide &om her face, and 
looked at the queen with an astonished 
expression. 

**Ye8," repeated Sophia Dorothea, 
whose hot blood rushed so violently 
through her veins, that her voice fal- 
tered, and she was scarcely able to re- 
tain an appearance of self-control ; ^^ yes, 
she is the mistress of the king, and 
therefore refuses to marry Count Voss ! 
But patience, patience, she shall not 
triumph ! and if she dares to love my 
son, the son of the queen, King Freder- 
ick of Prussia, I will remind her of Dor- 
ris Bitter, who loved him, and was be- 
loved by him ! This Dorris was flogged 
through the streets of Berlin, and cast 
out from amongst men." 

Laura uttered so loud and fearful a 
cry, that even the queen-mother was 
startled, and for a moment touched 
with pity for the poor, broken-hearted 
girl who lay at her feet, like a wounded 
gazelle in the agonies of death. 

But she would not give way to this 
pity nor betray a weakness of which 
she was ashamed. Taking the hand 
of the young queen, and casting a look 
of disdain at Laura, she said : *^ Come, 
my daughter, we will no longer bear 
the presence of this person, whose teais, 
I hope, spring from repentance and ac- 
kno wledgment of her offence. May she 
obtain our pardon by resolving to-day, 
of her own free will, and without for- 
cing us to harsher measures, to accept 
the hand of Count Voss ! Come, my 
daughter." 

The two queens stepped to the door. 
Sophia threw it open violently, a.nd 
passed immediately into the boudc'^ir, 
but Elizabeth did not follow her. S^e 
looked back at the poor, sobbing gp 
lying upon the floor. The pale a))(l 
noble face touched her womanly heart 
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"Pardon, your majesty, if I do not 
follow immediately ; I should like to 
say a few words to Mademoiselle yon 
Pannewitz. I think I have a right to 
do so." 

The queen-mother experienced a cruel 
pleasure at these words. 

"Oh, my daughter, eyen your for- 
bearance is exhausted, and you feel that 
forgiyeness is impossible. Yes, speak to 
her, and let her feel the whole weight 
of your righteous indignation. Words 
of reproach and accusation firom your 
gentle lips will haye a crushing power. 
But no delay — ^you know the king will 
soon be here." 

The queen-mother closed the door. 
She wished to hear nothing that passed 
between Elizabeth and Laura; she 
needed rest, in order to receiye the king 
with composure. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

/ 

THB lfISXn!n}EItSTAlilDJLNO. 

The young queen, the reigning queen, 
as she was called, was now alone with 
Laura yon Pannewitz. She was for a 
moment speechless; strange, tempest- 
uous feelings burned in the bosom of 
this gentle woman ; she felt all the tor- 
ments of rage and jealousy, and the 
humiliation of unrequited loye. 

Leaning against the wall, she looked 
frowningly at Laura, who was kneeling 
before her, wringing her hands and 
weepjing piteously. How could a wo- 
man weep who could call that hap- 
piness her own — to possess which Eliza- 
beth would cheerfuly giye years of her 
life ? She had at last found the riyal 
for whom she was despised; the de- 
stroyer of her happiness; the enyied 
woman loyed by Frederick I 

As she saw this woman bathed in 
tears at her feet, an exulting joy for 
one moment filled her heart. But this 



yiolent emotion yery soon disappeared. 
Elizabeth was too true and noble a 
woman to giye herself up long to such 
resentment. She felt, indeed, a melan- 
choly pleasure in knowing that it was 
not coldness of« heart, but loye for 
another, which estranged the king from 
her ; in the midst of her wild grief she 
was still just ; and she acknowledged 
that this woman, whom Frederick 
loyed, was more charming and more 
beautiful than herself. 

The loye Elizabeth bore her husband 
was so unselfish, so resigned, so mag- 
nanimous, that she felt grateful to the 
woman who could impart a happiness 
to the king it had neyer been in her 
power to bestow. 

With a truly noble expression she ap- 
proached the maid of honor, who, un- 
conscious of the queen^s presence, was 
still lying on the floor and weeping 
bitterly. 

'* Arise, Laura," said Elizabeth, gen- 
tly. " How can a woman loyed by the 
king be sad, or shed tears ? " 

Laura's hands fell slowly from her 
face ; she checked her tears and looked 
piteously at the queen. *^God, then, 
has heard my prayers," she said ; ^^ He 
does not wish your majesty to despise 
and condemn me; He permits me to 
clear myself before you ! " 

"Clear yourself," said Elizabeth. 
" Oh, belieye me, in my eyes you need 
no justification. You are young, gay, 
beautiful, and witty ; you haye the rare 
art of conyersation ; you are cheerful 
and spirited. This has attracted Fred- 
erick ; for this he loyes you ; in saying 
this, all is said. It is impossible for a 
woman to resist his loye. I forgiye you 
freely, fully. I have but one prayer to 
make you : resolye all your duties into 
one ; fill your soul with one thought, 
make the king happy ! This is all. I 
haye nothing more to say. Farewell ! " 

She was going, but Laura held her 
back. " Oh, your migesty," she cried 



128 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS COURT. 



imploringly ) *'' listen to me I do not 
leave me under this cruel misconcep- 
tion — ^these insulting suppositions. Do 
not tliink I am so degenerate, so base, 
so entirely without womanly feeling, 
as not to feel myself amenable to the 
laws of the land and of the Church. 
Oh, belieye me, the husband of my 
queen is sacred in my eyes ! and even 
if I were so unhappy as to love the 
king, otherwise than as a true, devoted 
subject, I would rather die than cast 
one shadow on the happiness of your 
majesty. Unhappy and guilty as I am, 
I am no criminal. His majesty never 
distinguished me by word or look. I 
honored him, I revered him, and noth- 
ing more." 

"AJas!" said the queen, "you are 
fidnt- hearted enough to deny him. 
You have not the courage to be proud 
of his love; you must, indeed, feel 
guilty." 

" My God ! my God 1 " cried Laura, 
passionately, " she does not believe 
me!" 

"No, I do not believe you, Laura. 
I saw how you trembled and paled 
when the queen charged you with your 
love to her son, but I did not hear you 
justify yourself." 

"Alas, alas I" murmured Laura, in 
so low a voice as not to be heard by 
the queen, "I did not know her ma- 
jesty was speaking of her son Freder- 
ick." 

" Deny it no longer," said Elizabeth ; 
" acknowledge his love, for which all 
women will envy you, and for which I 
forgive you." 

"Do not believe what the queen- 
mother told you ! " cried Laura, pas- 
sionately ; " I have done you no wrong, 
I have no pardon to ask ! " 

" And I," said Elizabeth — " make no 
reproaches ; I do not wail and w«ep : I 
do not pass my nights, as the queen 
said, sleeplessly and in tears ; I do not 
mourn over my lost happiness. I am 



content ; I accept my fate — ^that is, if 
the king is happy. But if^ perchance, 
this is not so, if you do not make his 
happiness your supreme object, then, 
Laura, I take back the forgiveness so 
freely given, and I envy you in my 
heart Farewell." 

"No, no, you must not, you shall 
not go t Believe my words I have 
some pity, some mercy on me I — O 
Heavenly Father, I have suffered enough 
without this 1 It needed not these 
frightful accusations to punish me for 
a love which, though unwise — ^yes, mad 
— is not criminal. As truly as Qod 
reigns, it is not the king I love. You 
turn away, you do not believe me still I 
Oh, your migesty — ^" She stopped, her 
whole frame trembled — she had heard 
her lover's voice; God had sent him 
to deliver her, to clear her from these 
disgraceful suspicions. 

The door opened, and Prince Augus- 
tus William entered ; his countenance 
was gay and careless, he had come to 
see the queen-mother, and had been di- 
rected to this saloon. Already spor- 
tive and jesting words were on his lips, 
when he perceived this strange scene ; 
Laura on her knees, pale and trem- 
bling, before the proud queen, who left 
her disdainfully in her humble posi- 
tion. It was a sight, that the proud 
lover could not endure. The hot blood 
of the Hohenzollems was raging. For- 
getful of all consequences, he sprang 
to her side, raised her from the floor, 
and clasped her to his heart. Th^n, 
trembling with anger, he turned to the 
queen. " What does this mean ? Why 
were you in that position ? Why were 
you weeping, Laura? You on your 
knees, my Laura 1 You, who are so 
innocent, so pure, that the whole world 
should kneel before and worship you ! 
— And you, madame," turning to Eliz- 
abeth, " how can you allow this angel 
to throw herself in the dust before 
you? How dared you wound her? 
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What did you say to bring anguish to 
her heart and flood her face with tears ? 
Madame, I demand an answer ! I de- 
mand it in the name of honor, justice, 
and love. Laura is my bride, it is my 
right to defend her." 

"Now, now," said Laura, clinging 
wildly to her • lover, " she will no long- 
er believe that I love her husband." 

" Your bride ! " said the queen, with 
a sad, sweet smile; ^^how young and 
trusting you are, my brother, to believe 
in the possibility of such a marriage ! " 

" She will be my wife I " cried he, 
passionately ; ^^ I swear it, and as truly 
as there is a God in heaven I -will keep 
my oath I I have courage to dare all 
dangers, to trample under foot all ob- 
stacles. I do not shun the world's 
verdict or the king's power. My love 
is pure and honest, it has no need to 
hide and veil itself; it shall stand out 
boldly before God, the king, and the 
whole world 1 Go, then — go, madame, 
and repeat my words to the king ; be- 
tray a love which chance, undoubtedly, 
revealed to you. It was, I suppose, the 
knowledge of this love which led you 
to wound and outrage this noble wo- 
man." 

" It is true," said the queen, gently ; 
"I did her injustice — I doubted her 
words, her protestations; but Laura 
knows that this offence was involunta- 
ry, it all arose from a mistake of the 
dowager-queen." 

" How I my mother knows of our 
love ? " said the prince, in amazement. 

" No, she is convinced that Laura 
von Pannewitz loves and is beloved by 
the king; for this reason she heaped 
reproaches upon her, and commanded 
her to marry Count Voss, who has just 
proposed for her hand." 

The prince clasped Laura more firm- 
ly. "Ah, they would tear you from 
me; but my arms wiU hold you and 
my breast will shield you, my darling. 
Do not tremble, do not weep, my Lau- 
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ra ; arm in arm we will go to the king. 
I will lead you before my mother and 
the court, and tell them that you are 
my betrothed — that I have sworn to be 
true to you, and will never break n^iy 
oath." 

** Stop — ^be silent, for God's sake ! " 
said Elizabeth ; " do not let your moth- 
er hear you — do not let the king know 
your sad, perilous secret. If he knows 
it, you are lost." 

"Your majesty does not, then, in- 
tend to make known what you have 
heard ? " said the prince. " Have you 
the courage to conceal a secret from 
your husband ? " 

" Ah 1 " said the queen, with a sigh, 
" my life, thoughts, and feelings, are a 
secret to him ; I will but add this new 
mystery to the rest. Guard this secret, 
which will in the end bring you pain 
and sorrow. Be cautious, be prudent. 
Let the dowager-queen still think that 
it is the king whom Laura loves — she 
will be less watchful of you. But now 
listen to my request: never speak to 
me of this love that chance revealed, 
and which I will seek to forget from 
this moment ; never remind me of an 
engagement which in the eyes of the 
king and your mother would be un- 
pardonable and punishable, and of 
which it would be my duty to inform 
them. As long as you are happy — 
that will be as long as your love is un- 
der the protection of secrecy — ^I will 
see nothing, know nothing. But when 
disaster and ruin break over you, then 
come to me; then you, my brother, 
shall find in me a fond, sympathizing 
sister, and you, poor, wretched girl, 
will find a friend who will open her 
arms to you, and will weep with you 
over your lost happiness." 

" Oh, my queen ! " cried Laura, 
pressing her hand to her lips; "how 
noble, how generous you are I " 

Elizabeth drew the poor trembling 
girl to her heart and kissed her pale 
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brow. " For those wbo weep and suf- 
fer there is no difference of rank; a 
strong bond of human sympathy unites 
them. I am for you, not the queen, 
but the sister who understands and 
shares your griefis. When you weary 
of hidden agony and solitary weeping, 
come to me at Sch5nhau§en ; you will 
find there no gayeties, no worldly dis- 
tractions, but a silent, shady garden, 
in which I sometimes seem to hear 
God's voice comforting and consoling 
me. Here you can weep unnoticed, 
and find a friend who will not weary 
you with your questions." 

" I thank you, and I will come. Ah 1 
I know I shall soon need this comfort ; 
my happiness will die an early death ! " 

"And may I also come, my noble 
sister ? *' said the prince. 

** Yes," said Elizabeth, smiling, " you 
may also come, but only when Laura 
is not with me. I now entreat you, 
for your own safety, to close this con- 
versation. Dry your eyes, Laura, and 
try to smile, then go to the garden and 
call my maids of honor; and you, 
brother, come with me to the queen- 
mother, who is in her boudoir." 

" No 1 " said the prince, fiercely ; " I 
cannot see her now, I could not con- 
trol myself. I could not seem quiet 
and indifferent while J am suffering 
such tortures." 

" My brother," said the queen, " we 
ipnnces have not the right to show how 
we suffer, it is the duty of all in our 
station to veil our feelings with a 
smile. Come, your royal mother, who 
is indignant and angry, will yet receive 
us with a smile ; and we, who * are so 
sorrowful, will also smile. Come." 

" One word more to Laura," said the 
prince; and leading the young girl, 
who was endeavoring to suppress her 
emotion, to another part of the room, 
he threw his arm around her slender 
form, and pressed a kiss upon her fiedr 
cheek. "Laura, my darling, do you 



remember your oath ? Will you be 
true and firm ? Will my mother's 
threats and commands find you strong 
and brave ? You will not falter ? You 
will not accept the hand of Count 
Voss ? You will let no earthly power 
tear you from me ? They can kill me, 
Laura, but I cannot be untrue to my- 
self or to youl" Augustus laid his 
hand upon her beautiful head ; the 
whole history of her pure and holy love 
was written in the look and smile vnth 
which she answered him. "Do you 
remember that you promised to meet 
me in the garden ? " 

" I remember," said she, blushing. 

" Laura, in a few days we shall be 
separated. The king wishes to make 
an excursion incognito— he has ordered 
me to accompany him ; I must obey." 

"Oh, my God I they will take you 
from me ! I shall never see you again ! " 

" We shall meet again," said he, en- 
couragingly. " But you must grant 
me the comfort of seeing you once 
more before my departure, otherwise I 
shall not have the courage to leave 
you. The day for our journey is not 
yet determined ; when it is fixed I will 
come to inform my mother of it in your 
presence. The evening before I will be 
in the conservatory and await you ; 
shall I wait in vain ? " 

" No," whispered Laura, " I wiU be 
there ; " and, as if fleeing from her own 
words, she hurried to the garden. 

Prince Augustus William looked for 
his sister-in-law to accompany her to 
the queen-mother; but she had with- 
drawn, she did not wish to witness the 
parting of the lovers. Seeing this, the 
prince was* on the point of following 
Laura to the garden, when the beating 
of drums was heard from without. 
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CHAPTER XV. 
so£r£b of the qxtben-dowageb. 

"The king is coming," whispered 
Augustus William, and he stepped tow- 
ard the cabinet of the queen-mother. 
But the door was akeady opened, and 
the two queens hastened out; they 
wished to reach the garden saloon and 
there to welcome the king. 

The expression of both ladies was 
restless and aninous. Sophia Dorothea 
feared the meeting with her son, who 
would, perhaps, in the inflamed eyes 
of his beloved, read the history of the 
last hours ; his kingly anger would be 
kindled against those who brought 
tears to her eyes. The queen-mother 
confessed that she had gone too far — 
had allowed herself to be mastered by 
her scorn; she was embarrassed and 
fearful. 

Elizabeth Christine was not restless, 
but deeply moved; her heart beat 
quickly at the thought of this meeting 
with her husband; she had not seen 
him since the day of the coronation, 
had not exchanged one single word 
with him since the ominous interview 
in her chamber at Rheinsberg. Not 
once, on th& day of the coronation, had 
the king addressed her ; and only once 
had he taken her hand. After the 
coronation he led her in the midst of 
the assembled court, and said with a 
clear and earnest voice : ^* Behold, this 
is your queen I " 

These ladies were so excited, so filled 
with their own thoughts, that they hast- 
ened through the saloons, scarcely re- 
marking the prince, who had stepped 
aside to allow them to pass. The 
queen - mother nodded absently and 
gave him a passing greeting, then 
turned again to Elizabeth, who had 
scarcely patience to conform her move- 
ments to the slow and measured steps 
of the queen-mother; she longed to 



look upon her husband's face once 
more. 

" If Laura von Pannewitz complains 
to the king, we shall have a terrific 
scene," said Sophia. 

"She will not complain," replied 
Elizabeth. 

^^ So much the worse ; she will play 
the magnanimous, and I could less 
readily forgive that, than a complaint." 

At this moment the door opened. 
The king, followed by his attendants 
and those of the two queens, entered 
the saloon. The two ladies greeted the 
king with smooth brows and thought- 
less laughter; nothing betrayed the 
restless anxiety reigning in their hearts. 
Frederick hastened to meet his mother, 
and bowing low he greeted her with 
loving and respectful words, and ten- 
derly kissed her hand ; then turning to 
his wife .he bowed stifliy and ceremo- 
niously; he did not extend his hand, 
did not utter a word. Elizabeth bowed 
formally in return, and forced back the 
hot tears which rushed into her eyes. 

The face of the queen-mother was 
again gay and triumphant. The king 
knew nothing as yet; she must prevent 
him from speaking with Laura alone. 
She glanced around at the maid of 
honor, and saw that the young maiden, 
calm and unembarrassed, was con- 
versing with the Prince Augustus Wil- 
liam; her majesty was more than 
happy to see her son William enter- 
taining the beautiful Laura. ^^Ahl 
now I know how to prevent the king 
firom speaking to her alone," thought 
she. 

Sophia was never so animated, so 
brilliant; her sparkling wit seemed 
even to animate the king. There was 
a laughing contest, a war of words be- 
tween them ; piquant jests and intel- 
lectual honr^mots, which seemed to the 
admiring courtiers like fallen stars, 
were scattered to right and left. The 
queen would not yield to her son^ and 
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indeed sometimes she had the advan- 
tage. 

Queen Elizabeth stood sad and silent 
near them, and if by chance the eye of 
the king fell upon her, she felt that his 
glance was contemptuous; her pale 
cheeks grew paler, and it was with 
great effort she forced her trembling 
lips to smile. 

The queen-mother proposed to her 
son and Elizabeth to walk in the gar- 
den, and then to have a sitnple dance in 
the brilliant saloons. The court mourn- 
ing would not allow a regular ball at 
this time. 

** But why should we seek for flow- 
ers in the garden," said the king ; ^' can 
there be lovelier blossoms than those 
now blooming on every side ? " His eye 
wandered around the circle of lovely 
maids of honor, who cast their eyes 
blushingly to the ground. 

Six eyes followed this glance of Fred- 
erick with painful interest. 

^*He scarcely looked at Laura von 
Pannewitz," thought the queen-mother, 
with a relieved expression. 

"He did not once glance toward 
me," thought Elizabeth, sighing heav- 

fly. 

'^ His eye did not rest for more than 
a moment upon any woman here," 
thought P511nitz ; " so it is clear he has 
no favorite in this circle. I shall there- 
fore succeed with my beautiful Dor- 
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ns. 

Frederick wished to spare the queen- 
dowager the fatigue of a walk in the 
garden — she was lame and growing 
stouit; he therefore led her to a seat, 
and, bowing silently, he gave his left 
hand to his wife and placed her by 
his mother. 

Sophia, who watched every move- 
ment u:ui every expression of her royal 
son, observed the cruel silence which 
he maintained toward his wife, and she 
felt pity for the poor, pale, neglected 
queen. Sophia leaned toward the 



king, who stood hat in hand behind 
her divan, and whispered : 

"I believe, my son, you have not 
spoken one word to your wife I " 

The king's face clouded. "Ma- 
dame," said he, in a low but firm tone, 
" Elizabeth Christine is my queen, but 
not my wife 1 " and, as if he feared a 
further explanation, he nodded to the 
Marquis Algarotti and Duke Chazot to 
come forward and take part in the con- 
versation. 

Suddenly a lady, who had not before 
been seen in the court circle, ap- 
proached the two queens. This lady 
was of a wondrous pallor; she was 
dressed in black, without flowers or 
ornament ; her deep-sunken eyes were 
filled with feverish fire, and a painful 
smile played upon her lips, which were 
tightly pressed together, as if to force 
back a cry of despair. 

No one recognized in this pale, ma- 
jestic, gentle lady, the " Tourbillon," 
the joyous, merry, laughing Madame 
von Morien; no one could have sup- 
posed that her fresh and rosy beauty 
could, in a few months, assume so ear 
nest and sad a character. This was 
the first time that Madame von Morien 
had appeared at the court of the queen- 
mother; she was scarcely recovered 
from a long and dangerous illness. No 
one knew the nature of her disease, but 
the witty and ill-natured coio'tiers ex- 
changed many words of mockery and 
double meaning on the subject. 

It was said Madame von Morien was 
ill from the neglect of the king. She 
sufifered from a chiU, which, strange to 
say, had attacked the king, and not the 
beautiful coquette. Her disease was a 
new and peculiar cold, which did not 
attack the lungs, but seized upon the 
heart ; the same disease, indeed, which 
prostrated Dido upon the departure of 
the cruel ^neas. 

The queen-mother received this pale 
but still lovely woman most graciously, 
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gave her the royal hand to kiss, and' 
smiled kindly. 

" It is an age since we have seen yon, 
fair baroness ; it appears as if you will 
make yourself invisible, and forget en- 
tirely that we rejoice to see you." 

''Tour royal highness is most gra- 
cious to remind me of that," said Ma- 
dame von Morien, in a low tone; 
'^ Death had almost made me forget it, 
and assuredly I had not dared to ap- 
proach you with this pale, thm face, 
had not your majesty's flattering com- 
mand given mo courage to do so." 

There was something in the low, suf- 
fering voice of Madame von Morien 
which awakened sympathy, and even 
disarmed the anger of the Queen Eliz- 
abeth. What bitter tears had she 
shed, what jealous agony endured, be- 
cause of this enchanting woman ! She 
saw her now for the first time since the 
fete at Rheinsberg. Looking into this 
worn and sorrowful face, she forgave 
her fully.. With the instinct of a lov- 
ing woman, the queen understood the 
malady of her rival ; she felt that Ma- 
dame von Morien was suffering from 
unrequited affection, and that despair 
was gnawing at her heart. 

The king had now no glance, no greet- 
ing for his '' enchanting Leontine;" he 
continued the conversation with Alga- 
rotti and Chazot quietly, and did not 
consider her profound and reverential 
salutation as worthy of the slightest no- 
tice. 

Elizabeth Christine was pitiful ; she 
gave her hand to be kissed, and spoke 
a few friendly, kindly words, which 
touched the heart of the beautiful Mo- 
rien, and brought the tears to her eyes. 
The king, although standing near, did 
not appear even to see her. 

'^ I have some news to announce to 
your majesty," he said, turning to the 
queen - mother. "We are about to 
make Berlin a temple of science and« 
art, the seat of learning and knowledge. 



The Muses, should they desire to leave 
Olympus, shall receive a most hospi- 
table reception. Now listen to the 
great news. In Autumn, Voltaire will 
visit us; and Maupertius, the great 
scholar, who first discovered the form 
of the earth, will come, as president of 
our Academy; and Buncauson, who 
understands some of the mysteries of 
God, will also come to Berlin. The 
celebrated Eulert will soon belong to 
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us. 

** This is indeed glorious news," said 
Sophia ; " but I fear that your majesty, 
when surrounded with so many schol- 
ars, philosophers, and historians, will 
entirely forget the poor ignorant wo- 
men, and banish them from your 
learned court." 

"That would be to banish happi- 
ness, beauty, mirth, and the graces; 
and no one would expect such barbar- 
ism from the son of my noble and ex- 
alted mother," said Frederick. " Even 
the Catholic Church is wise enough to 
understand that, in order to draw men 
into their nets, the Trinity (Father, 
Son, and Holy Ghost) is not sufficient ; 
they have also called a lovely woman to 
their assistance, whose beauty and pure 
mysterious maidenhood is the finest, 
most piquant, and intoxicating perfume 
of their gaudy religion. And what 
would the great painters have been 
without women — without their lovely, 
their bewitching sweethearts, whoBQi 
they changed into holy maidens? 
From luxurious women were designed 
the modest, shrinking Magdalens, be- 
fore whose mysterious charms the wise 
children of men bow the knee in adora- 
tion. Ah, how many Madonnas has Ra- 
phael painted from his Fornarina I and 
Correggio had the art to change his be- 
witching wife into a holy saint. I must 
confess, however, we owe Correggio 
but small thanks ; I should have been 
more grateful had he painted us a 
glowing woman, radiant with beauty, 
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grace, and love. I, for my part, have 
a true disgust for weeping, sighing 
Magdalens, who, when wearied with 
earthly loyes and passions, turn half 
way to heaven, and swear to God the 
same oaths tbey have a thousand times 
sworn to men and a thousand times 
broken. Now, if I were in God's place, 
I would not accept these wavering 
saints. For my part, I hate these 
pale, tearftil, sighing, self - destroying 
beauties, and the farcical exhibition of 
their sufferings would never soften my 
heart." 

Wbile the king was speaking, his eye 
turned for the first time toward Ma- 
dame yon Morien, and his glance 
rested long, with a cold and piercing 
expression, upon her. She had heard 
every word he had spoken, and every 
word was like a cold-poisoned dagger 
in her heart; she felt, although her 
eyes were cast down, that his stern 
look rested upon her; she was con- 
scious of this crushing glance, although 
she saw it not ; she had the power, not 
to cry out, not to burst into passionate 
tears, but to reply quietly to the queen, 
who in fact questioned her, only with 
the good-humored intention of drown- 
ing the hard and cruel words of the 
king. 

The queen wished to lead the con- 
versation from the dangerous topic of 
religion and give it another direction. 
"My son," she said, "you have for- 
gotten to mention another great sur- 
prise you have prepared for us. You 
say nothing of the German and French 
journals which you have presented to 
our- good city of Berlin ; but I assure 
you I await with true impatience the 
day on which these journals appear, 
and I am profoundly interested in these 
new and charming lectures which make 
of politics an amusing theme, and give 
us all the small events of the day." 

" Let us hope," said Frederick, " that 
these journals will also tell us in the 



future of great events." Then assum- 
ing a gay tone he said : " But your ma- 
jesty forgets that you promised the la- 
dies a dance, and see how impatiently 
the little princesses look toward us; 
my sister Amelia is trying to pierce me 
with her scornful glances, because I 
have forced her to sit in her arm- 
chair like a maid of honor, for such 
a weary time, when she loi^gs to float 
about like a frolicsome zephyr. To 
put a stop to her reproaches I will a^k 
her to give me the first dance." The 
king took his sister's hand and led her 
into the dancing-saloon. 

The queens and court followed. — 
"Now without doubt he will seek an 
opportunity to speak to Laura von 
Pannewitz," thought the queen-mother ; 
" I must take measures to prevent it" 
She called Prince Augustus William to 
her side. " My son," said she, " 1 have 
a favor to ask of you." 

" Oh, your majesty has only to com- 
mand." 

" I know that you are a good son, 
willing to serve your mother. Listen ! 
I have important reasons for wishing 
that the king should not converse to- 
night, at least not alone, with Laura 
von Pannewitz ; I will explain my rea- 
sons to you another time. I beg you, 
therefore, to pay court to Laura, and 
not to leave her side should the king 
draw near. You will appear not to see 
his angry glances, but without embar- 
rassment join in the conversation, and 
not turn away from Laura until the king 
has taken leave. Will you do this for 
me, my son ? " 

"I will fulfil your royal commands 
most willingly," said the prince, " only 
it will be said that I am making love to 
Laura von Pannewitz." 

" Well, let them say so, Laura is 
young and lovely, and does credit to 
your taste. Let the court say what it 
will, we will not make ourselves un- 
happy. But hasten, my son, hasten ; it 
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appears to me the king is even uow 
approaching Laura." 

The prince bowed to his mother, and 
-vrith joy in his heart he placed him- 
self by the side of his beloved. 

The queen-mother, entirely at ease, 
took her seat at the card-table with her 
daughter-in-law and their cavaliers, 
while the king amused himself in the 
ballroom, and danced a tour with al- 
most every lady. He did not dance 
•with Leontine; not once did his eye 
meet hers, though her glances fol- 
lowed him everywhere with a tender, 
beseeching, melancholy expression. 

" So sad," whispered Madame von 
Brandt, who, glowing with beauty and 
merriment, having just danced with the 
king, now took a seat by her side. 

Madame von Morien with a sigh 
held out her sniall hand. *^Dear 
friend," said she, in a low voice, " you 
were right. I should not have come 
here ; I thought myself stronger than I 
am; I thought my mourning would 
touch him, and awaken at least his 
pity." 

" Pity ? " laughed Madame von 
Brandt; "men never have pity for 
women : they worship or despise them ; 
they place us on an altar or cast us in 
the dust to be trodden under foot. 
We must take care, dear Leontine, to 
build the altar on which they place us 
so high that their arms cannot reach us 
o cast us down." 

" You are right ; I should have been 
more prudent, wiser, colder. But 
what would you ? I loved him, and 
believed in his heart." 

"You believed in the heart of a 
man ! Alas 1 what woman can boast 
that she ever closed that abyss and 
always retained the key ? " 

"Yes, the heait of a man is an 
abyss," said Madame von Morien; "in 
the beginning it is covered with flow 
rs, and we believe we are resting in ' 
Paradise; but the blossoms wither. 



and will no longer support us ; we fall- 
headlong into the abyss with wounded 
hearts, to suflFer and to die." 

Madame von Brandt laid her hand, 
glittering with jewels, upon the shoul- 
der of her Mend, and looked deri- 
sively into the poor pale face. " Dear 
Morien," said she, " we cannot justly 
cast all the blame upon the men, when 
the day comes in which they make 
themselves free from the bonds of love. 
The fault is often the woman's. We 
misuse our power, or do not properly 
use it. It is not enough to love and to 
be loved. With love we must also 
possess the policy of love. This policy 
is necessary. The women who do not 
know how to govern the hearts which 
love them, will soon lose their power. 
So was it with you, my dear friend ; in 
your love you were too much the wo- 
man, too little the politician and di- 
plomatist ; and instead of wisely making 
yourself adored, by your coldness and 
reserve you yielded too much to your 
feelings, and have fallen into that abyss 
in which, poor Leontine, you have for 
the moment lost your health and 
strength. But that must not remain 
the case ; you shall rise from this abyss, 
proud, triumphant, and happy. I offer 
you my hand; I will sustain you: 
while you sigh I will think for you; 
while you weep I will see for you." 

Madame von Morien shook her head 
sadly. "You will only see that he 
never looks at me — that I am utterly 
forgotten." 

" But when I see that, I will shut my 
eyes that I may not see it ; and when 
you see it, you must laugh gayly and 
look the more triumphant. Dear 
friend, what has love made of you? 
Where is your judgment and coquetry ? 
My God I you are a young maiden 
again, and sigh like a child for your 
first love. However tender we may be, 
we must not sacrifice all individuality ; 
besides, being a woman, you must still 
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be a coquette, and in a comer of your 
most tender and yielding heart you must 
ever conceal the tigress, who watches 
and has her claws ready to tear in 
pieces those whom you love, if they 
ever seek to escape from you. Cease, then, 
to be the neglected, tear-stained Mag- 
dalen, and be again the revengeful, 
cruel tigress. You have, besides, out- 
side of your love, a glittering aim — a 
member of the Female Order of Virtue. 
To wear the cross of modesty upon 
your chaste breast, what an exalted 
goal I And you will reach it I bring 
you the surest evidence of it ; I bring 
you, as you wished, a letter from the 
empress, written with her own hand. 
You see all your conditions are fulfilled. 
The empress writes to you and assures 
you of her favor ; she assures you that 
the Order of Virtue will soon be 
established. The king has not . sep- 
arated from his wife, and for this reason 
you receive a letter from the empress. 
Now help to bring about the marriage 
of the Prince Augustus William with 
the Princess of Brunswick, and you 
will be an honored member of the Aus- 
trian Order of Virtue. Here, take at 
once this letter of the empress." 

Madame von Brandt put her hand in 
her pocket to get the letter, but turned 
pale, and said, breathlessly : " My 
God I this letter is not in my pocket, 
and yet I know positively that I placed 
it there. A short time before I joined 
you I put my hand in my pocket, and 
distinctly felt the imperial seal. The 
letter was there, I know it. What has 
become of it ? Who has taken it away 
from me ? But no, it is not possible, it 
cannot be lost! I must have it; it 
must still be in my pocket." 

Trembling with anxiety, with breath- 
less haste Madame von Brandt emptied 
her pocket, hoping that the luckless 
letter might be sticking to her gold-em- 
broidered handkerchief, or fastened in 
the folds of her £ui. She did not re- 



member that her anxiety might be 
observed; and truly no one noticed 
her, all were occupied with their own 
pleasures. All around her was move- 
ment, life, and merry-making; who 
would observe her? She searched 
again in vain, shook her handkerchief, 
unfolded the large fan ; the letter could 
not be found. An indescribable anx- 
iety overpowered her ; had she lost the 
letter? had it been stolen from her? 
Suddenly she remembered that while 
engaged a short time before with P611- 
nitz, she had drawn out her fan ; per- 
haps at the same time the letter had 
fallen upon the floor, and PoUnitz 
might have found it, and might now 
be looking for Madame von Morien in 
order to restore it. She searched in 
every direction for PSllnitz. 

Madame von Morien had not re- 
marked the anguish of her friend, or 
had forgotten it. She was again lost 
in dreams; her eyes fastened on the 
face of the young king, she envied 
every lady whose hand he touched in 
the dance, to whoj^i he addressed a 
friendly word, or gave a gracious smile. 
" I see him no more," said she, sadly. 

" Who ? " said Madame von Brandt, 
once more searching her pocket. 

"The king," Morien answered, sur- 
prised at the question ; " he must have 
left the saloon, I saw him a few mo- 
ments since in conversation with PoU- 
nitz." 

" With P6Unitz ? " said she eagerly, 
and she searched again in every direc- 
tion for him. 

Suddenly Madame von Morien uttered 
a low cry, and a rosy blush overspread 
her fair, pale face; she had seen the 
king, their eyes had met; the sharp, 
observant glance of the king was stead- 
ily and sternly fixed upon her. 

The king stood in a window comer, 
half hidden by the long, heavy silk 
curtains, and gazed ever steadily at the 
two ladies. 
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" I see the king," munnured Madame 
yon Morien. 

"And I see P511nitz standing near 
him,'' said Madame yon Brandt, whose 
eyes had followed the direction of her 
friend's. She thrust her handkerchief 
into her pocket and opened her fan in 
order to hide her reddened face behind 
it; the king's piercing look filled her 
with alarm. ^^ Let ns walk through the 
saloons, dear Morien," s&id she, rising 
np, '* the heat chokes me, and I would 
gladly search a little for the letter ; per-' 
haps it may yet be found." 

"What letter?" said Madame von 
Morien, indifferently. Her friend stared 
at her and said : 

" My God 1 you have not heard one 
word I have said to you I " 

"Oh, yes, that you had a letter to 
give me from the Empress of Austria." 

"Well, and this letter I have lost 
here in these saloons." 

"^ Some one will find it; and, as it is 
addressed to me, will immediately re- 
store it" 

"Dear Morien, I pray you in God's 
name do not seem so quiet and indiffer- 
ent. This is a most important affair. 
If I*did not leave this letter in my 
room, and have really lost it, we are in 
danger of being suspected ; in fact, in 
the eyes of the king we shall be con- 
sidered as spies of Austria." 

At the name of the king, Madame 
von Morien was attentive and sympa- 
thetic. 

"But no one can read this letter. 
Was it sealed ? " 

"Yes, it was sealed; but, look you, 
it was sealed with the private seal of 
the empress, and her name stands 
around the Austrian arms. Without 
opening the letter it will be known 
that it is from the Empress of Austria, 
and will awaken suspicion. Hear me 
further ; this letter was enveloped in a 
paper which had no address, but con- 
tained some words which will com- 



promise us both if it is known that this 
letter was addressed to me." 

" What was written in this paper ? " 
said Madame von Morien, still looking 
toward the king, who still stood in the 
window-niche, and kept his eyes fixed 
upon the two ladies. 

" The paper contained only the fol- 
lowing words : * Have the goodness to 
deliver this letter ; you see the empress 
keeps her word — ^we mnst do the same, 
and forget not our promises. A happy 
marriage is weU pleasing in the sight 
of God and man ; the married woman is 
adored, the man crowned with virtue.' '*^ 

" And was this letter signed ? " 

"No, it was not signed; but if it 
falls into Ihe hands of the king, he 
will know from whom it comes ; he is 
acquainted with the handwriting of 
Manteuffel." 

"Come! come I let us look for it!" 
said Madame von Morien, now full of 
anxiety; "we must find this unfortu- 
nate paper ; come I " 

She took the arm of her fiiend and 
walked slowly through the saloons, 
searching everywhere upon the inlaid 
floor for something white. 

" You are right," said the king, com- 
ing from the window and following the 
ladies with his eyes; "you are right. 
They are both searching anxiously, and 
it was surely Madame von Brandt to 
whom the outer covering of this letter 
was directed. Let them seek; ihey 
will find as little as .the eleven thousand 
virgins found. But now listen, baron, 
to what I say to you. This whole 
affair remains a secret known to no one. 
Listen well, baron; known to no one! 
You must forget that you found this 
letter and gave it to me, or you will 
believe it to be a dream, and nothing 
more." 

"Yes, your majesty," said Pollnitz, 
smiling; "a dream, such as Eckert 
dreamed, when he supposed the house 
in JSger Street to be his, and awaked 
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and found it to belong to your high- 
ness 1 " 

"You are a fooll" said the king, 
smiling. He nodded to P511nitz and 
joined the two queens, who had now 
finished their game of cards and re- 
turned to the saloon. 

The queen-mother advanced to meet 
her son, and extended her hand to 
him ; she wished now to carry out her 
purpose and fulfil the promise given to 
Duke Rhedern. She did not doubt 
that the king, who received her with 
so much reverence and affection, would 
grant her request, and the court would 
be again witness to the great influence, 
and indeed the unbounded power, which 
she had over her son. She stood with 
the king directly under the chandelier, 
in the middle of the saloon ; near them 
stood the reigning queen aAd the princes 
and princesses of the royal house. It was 
an interesting picture. It was curious 
to observe this group, illuminated by 
a sharp light, the faces so alike and 
yet so different in expression ; blossoms 
from one stem, and yet so unlike in 
greatness, form, and feature. The cour- 
tiers drew near, and in respectful si- 
lence regarded the royal family, who, 
bathed in a sea of light, were in the 
midst of them, but not of them. 

" My son," said the queen, in a clear, 
silvery voice, " I have a request to make 
of you." The king kissed his mother's 
hand. 

" Madame, you well know you have 
no need of entreaty ; yon have only to 
command." Sophia smiled proudly. 

"I thank your majesty for this as- 
surance ! Listen, then : my chamberlain, 
Duke Rhedern, wishes to marry. I have 
promised him to obtain your consent." 

** If my royal mother is pleased with 
the choice of her chamberlain, I am, 
of course, also content; always pro- 
vided that the chosen bride of the duke 
belongs to a noble family. What is 
the rank of the bride ? " 



The queen looked embarrassed, and 
smiling, said : " She has no rank, your 
majesty." 

The king's brow darkened. "Sbe 
was not bom, then, to be a duchess. 
Your chamberlain would do better to 
be silent over this folly, than to force a 
refusal from me. I hate misalliances, 
and will not suflfer them at my court." 

These loudly-spoken and harsh words 
produced different impressions upon 
the family circle of the king: some 
"were cast down, others joyftil; some 
cheeks grew pale, and others red. So- 
phia blushed from pleasure; she was 
now convinced that the king would 
not seek a divorce from his wife, in or- 
der to form a morganatic maniage 
vnth Laura von Pannewitz; and the 
queen^mother was of too noble and 
virtuous a nature herself to believe in 
the possibility of a mistrei^s at the 
court of Prussia. The love of the king 
for the beautiful Laura appeared now 
nothing more than a poetical idyl, 
vrhich would soon pass away — nothing 
more! But the words of the king 
made a painful impression upon Au- 
gustus William ; his brow clouded, his 
features assumed a painful and tHreat- 
ening expression. He was in the act 
of speaking, and opposing in the name 
of humanity and love those cruel 
words of the king^ as Elizabeth Chris- 
tine, who stood near him and observed 
him with tender sympathy, whispered 
lightly : 

"Be silent, my brother; be consid- 
erate." 

The prince breathed heavily, and his 
glance turned for comfort toward the 
maids of honor. Laura greeted him 
with her eyes, and then blushed deeply 
over her own presumption. Strength- 
ened by this tender glance from his 
beautiful bride, Augustus v^as able to 
assume a calm and indifferent mien. 

In the mean time the queen-mother 
was not silenced by the words of the 
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king. Her pride rebelled against this 
prompt denial in the face of her family 
and the court. Besides, she had given 
her royal word to the count, and it 
must be redeemed. She urged, there- 
fore, her request with friendly earnest- 
ness, but the king was immovable. 
Sophia, angry at the opposition to her 
will, was even the more resolved to 
carry out her purpose. She had potent 
arguments in reserve, and she now de- 
cided to bring them forward. 

" Your majesty should, without 
doubt, protect your nobles from un- 
worthy alliances ; but there are excep- 
tional cases, where the interest of the 
nobility would be promoted by allow- 
ing such a union." Sophia Dorothea 
drew nearer to her son, and whispered 
lightly : " Count Rhedem is ruined, and 
must go to the ground if you forbid 
this marriage." 

The king was now attentive and 
sympathetic. " Is the lady very rich ? " 

" Immensely rich, sire. She will 
bring the duke a million dollars ; she 
is daughter of the rich silk merchant 
Orguelin." 

*^ Ah, Orguelin is a brave man, and 
has brought much gold into Prussia by 
his fabrics," said the king, who was 
evidently becoming more yielding. 

" It would be a great pity if this gold 
should be lost to Prussia," said the 
queen. 

" What do you mean, madame ? " 

" This Mademoiselle Orguelin, thanks 
to her riches, has many lovers, and at 
this time a young merchant from Hol- 
land seeks her hand; he has the con- 
sent of her father, and will also ob- 
tain hers, unless the count knows how 
to undermine him," said the queen- 
mother, thus springing her last mine. 

" This must not be," said the king ; 
" this Orguelin shall not marry the rich 
Hollander I Those millions of crowns 
shall not leave Prussia I " 

"But your majesty cannot prevent 



this girl from marrying the man of her 
choice, and you cannot forbid her fa- 
ther to give her a portion of his for- 
tune." 

The king was silent a moment, and 
appeared to consider. He then said 
to his mother : " Madame, you are an 
eloquent advocate for your client, and 
no man can withstand ^ou. I give 
way, therefore ; Count Rhedem has my 
consent to marry the Orguelin." 

"But even that is not sufficient," 
said the queen ; " there is yet pother 
condition, without the frilfiUing of 
which this proud millionnaire refrises 
to give her hand to the duke." 

" Ah, look you, the little bourgeoif e 
makes conditions before she will wed 
a count 1 " 

" Yes, sire, she will become the wife 
of the count only with his assurance 
that she will be presented at court, 
and be received according to her new 
rank." 

"Truly," said the king, with ironi- 
cal laughter, " this little millionnaire 
thinks it an important point to appear 
at my court." 

"It appears so, sire; it seems that 
this is a greater glory than to possess a 
count for a husband." 

The king looked thoughtfully before 
him, then raised his eyes to his mother 
with a mocking smile. " Madame, you 
know I can refuse you nothing ; and, as 
you wish itj Mademoiselle Orguelin, 
when she is married, shall be received 
at my court as a newly-^hed eottntess. 
But petition for petition, favor for fa- 
vor. I promise you to receive this 
new-baked countess if you will pledge 
me to receive the Count N6al at your 
court." 

" Count N6al I " said the queen-moth- 
er ; " your majesty knows — ^^ 

"I know," said the king, bowing, 
" I know that Count N6al is of as good 
family as the new Countess of Rhedem ; 
that he possesses many millions which 
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Ih^ye fiecuredto Prusfda by granting 
him his title. So we underataad each 
other. The new-baked countess wiU 
be as well received at my court as 
Qount N6al will at yours." 

Frederick gave the queen-mother his 
hand ; she laid hers unwillingly within 
it, and whispered : " Ah, my son, you 
have cruelly overreached me 1 " 

"Madame,*^ repHed the king, "we 
secure in this way three millions for 
Prussia, and they weigh more than a 
few countly ancestors. The Prussia 
of the future will triumph in battle 
through her nobles ; but she will be- 
come greater, more powerful, through 
the industry of her people than by vic- 
tory on the battle-field." 



CHAPTER XVL 

UNDEB THE LINDENS. 

Linden Stbbbt, of Berlin, which is 
now the most brilliant and most beau- 
tiful thoroughfare of that great city, 
was, in the year 1740, a wild and deso- 
late region. 

Frederick William the First loved 
pomp and splendor. His wife, when 
told upon her death-bed how much the 
kin^ would mourn for her, said, smil- 
ing: '*He will occupy himself in ar- 
ranging a superb funeral procession; 
and, if this ceremony is very brilliant, 
he will be comforted.'' 

Frederick the First planted the trees 
from which this street takes its name, 
to render the drive to the palace of 
Charlottenburg more agreeable to the 
queen, and to conceal as much as pos- 
sible the desolate appearance of the 
surroundings ; for all this suburb, lying 
between the arsenal and the zodlogical 
garden, was at this time a desolate and 
barren waste. The entire region, ex- 
tending from the New Gate to the far- 
distant Behren Street, was an immense 



mass of sand, whose drear appearance 
had often offended Frederick while he 
was still the prince royal. Nothing 
was to be seen, where now appear ma- 
jestic palaces and monuments, the 
opera-house, and the catholic church, 
but sand and heaps of rubbish. Fred- 
erick William the First had done much 
to beautify this poor, deserted quarter, 
and to render it more fitting its near 
neighborhood to the palaces, which 
were on the other side of the fortifica- 
tions; but the people of Berlin had 
aided the king very little in this effort. 
None were willing to banish themselves 
to this desolate and remote portion of 
the city, and the few stately and palia- 
tial buildings which were erected there 
were built by the special order of the 
king, and at his expense. Some wealthy 
men of rank had also put up a few 
large buildings, to please the king, but 
they did not reside in them, and the 
houses themselves seemed almost out of 
place. One of these large and stately 
houses had been built, not by a Count 
Dohna, or a Baron von Pleffen, or any 
other nobleman, but by the most honor- 
able and renowned court tailor Pricker; 
and for the last few days this house had 
rejoiced in a new and glittering sign, on 
which appeared in large gilt letters, 
" Court tailor to her majesty the dowa- 
ger-queen, and to her majesty the reign- 
ing queen." But this house, with its 
imposing inscription, was also sur- 
rounded by dirty, miserable cabins. In 
its immediate neighborhood was the 
small house which has already been 
described as the dwelling of poor Anna 
Schommer. 

A deep and unbroken silence reigned 
in this part of Berlin, and the equi- 
pages of the royal fanuly and nobility 
were rarely seen there, except when the 
king gave an entertainment at Charlot- 
tenburg. 

But on this day a royal carriage was 
driven rapidly from the palace through 
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this desolate region, and toward the 
Linden Avenue. Here it stopped, and 
four gentleiyien alighted. They were 
the king; the royal architect, Major 
Knobelsdorf; the grand-chamberlain, 
Yon Pollnitz ; and Jordan, the head of 
the police and guardian of the poor. 

The king stood at the beginning of 
the Linden Avenue, and looked earnest- 
ly and thoughtfully at the lar^, des- 
olate surface spread out before him; 
his clear, bright glance flew like light- 
ning here and there. 

" You must transform this place for 
me, Knobelsdorf ; you must show your- 
self a very Hercules. You have the 
ability, and I will furnish the money. 
Here we will erect a monument to our- 
selves, and make a glorious something 
of the nothing of this desert. We will 
build palaces and temples of art and of 
religion. Berlin is at present destitute 
of every thing which would make it a 
tempting resort for the Muses. It is 
your afEair, Knobelsdorf, to prepare a 
suitable reception for them." 

" But the Muses are willing to come 
without that," said Pollnitz, with his 
most graceful bow, " for they would dis- 
cover here the young god Apollo, who, 
without doubt, found it too tiresome in 
heaven, and has condescended to be- 
come an earthly king." 

The king shrugged his shoulders. 
"PSUnitz," he said, "you are just fitted 
to write a book of instructions for 
chamberlains and court circles ; a book 
which would teach them the most 
honeyed phrases and the most grace- 
ful flatteries. Why do you not com- 
pose such a work ? " 

" It is absolutely necessary, your ma- 
jesty, in order to write a book, to have 
a quiet study in your own house, where 
you can arrange every thing according 
to your own ideas of comfort and con- 
venience. As I do not at present pos- 
sess a house, I cannot write this 
book." 



The king laughed, and said : " Well, 
perhaps Knobelsdorf can spare a small 
spot here, on which to erect your Tus- 
culum. But we must first build the 
palace of the queen-mother, and a few 
other temples and halls. — ^Do you not 
think, Jordan, that this is a most suita- 
ble place on which to realize all those 
beautiful ideals of which we used to 
dream at Rheinsberg ? Could we not 
erect our Acropolis here, and our temples 
to Jupiter and Minerva ? " 

" In order to convince the world that 
it is correct in ^its supposition," said 
Jordan, smiling, *^ that your majesty is 
not a Christian, but a heathen, who 
places more faith in the religion of the 
old Greeks than in that of the new 
Church fathers." 

*' Do they say that ? Well, they are 
not entirely wrong if they believe that 
I have no great admiration for popery 
and the Church. This Church was not 
built by Christ, but by a crafty priest- 
hood. — ^Ejiobelsdorf, on this spot must 
stand the temple of which I have so 
often dreamed. There is space to ac- 
complish all that fancy could suggest 
or talent execute." 

" Then the palace . of the dowager- 
queen must not be placed here ? " asked 
Knobelsdorf. 

" No, not here ; this place has anoth- 
er destination, of which I will speak 
further to you this evening, and learn 
if my plan has your approval. I dare 
say my most quarrelsome Jordan will 
make some objections. Eh Men, nous 
verrons. We will proceed, and seek a 
situation for the palace of the queen. " 

" If your majesty will permit me," 
said P511nitz, while the king with his 
three companions passed slowly down 
the Linden Avenue, " I will take the 
liberty of pointing out to you a spot, 
which appears most suitable to me for 
this palace. It is at the end of the 
avenue, and at the entrance to the park ; 
it is a most beautiful site, and there 
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would be sufficient room to extend the 
buildings at wilL" 

" Show us the place," said the king, 
walking forward. 

" This is it," said PSllnitz, as they 
reached the end of the ayenue. 

*' It is true," said the king, " here is 
space enough to erect a palace. Kno- 
belsdorf, what do you think, will this 
place answer ? " 

"We must begin by removing all 
those small houses, your majesty ; that 
would, of course, necessitate their pur- 
chase, for which we must obtain the 
consent of the possessors, many of 
whom would be left shelterless by this 
sudden sale." 

" Shelterless 1 " said the king, as he 
glanced toward his much-loved friend, 
" since Jordan has become the father of 
the poor, none are shelterless. This 
spot seems most suitable to me. The 
palace might stand on this side; on 
that a handsome public building, per- 
haps the library, and uniting the two a 
lofty arch in the Grecian style. We 
will convert that wood into a beautirul 
park, with shady avenues, tasteful par- 
terres, marble statues, glittering lakes, 
and murmuring streams." 

"Only a Frederick would dream it 
possible to convert this desolate spot 
into such a fairy-land," said Jordan, 
smiling. " For my part, I see nothing 
here but sand, and there a wood of mis- 
erable stunted trees." 

The king smiled. " Blessed are they 
who believe without having seen 1 " he 
said. "Well, Knobelsdorf, is there 
room here to carry out our extensive 
plans ? " 

" Certainly ; and if your majesty will 
furnish me with the requisite funds, the 
work can be begun vnthout a day's de- 
lay." 

" What amount will be required ? " 

" If it is all executed as your majesty 
proposes, at least a million." 

" Very well, a million is not too much 



to prepare a pleasure for the queen- 
mother." 

" But," said Polhiitz, " will not your 
majesty make . those poor people ac- 
quainted with their fate, and console 
them by a gracious word for being 
compelled to leave their homes? It 
has only been a short time since I was 
driven by the rain to take shelter in one 
of those houses, and it made *me most 
melancholy, for I have never seen such 
want and misery. There were starving 
children, a womfin dying of grief, and 
a drunken man. Truly as I saw this 
scene I longed to be a king for a few 
moments, that I might send a ray of 
happiness to brighten this gloomy 
house, and dry the tears of these wretch- 
ed people." » 

" It must have been a most terrible 
sight if even PoUnitz was distressed by 
it," cried the king, whose noble coun- 
tenance was overshadowed with sorrow. 
— "Come, Jordan, we will visit this 
house, and you shall assist in allevia- 
ting the misery of its inhabitants. — 
You, Knobelsdorf, can occupy yourself 
in making a drawing of this place. — 
Lead the way, Pollnitz." 

"My desire is at last attained," 
thought Pollnitz, as he led the king 
across the common. " It has been most 
difficult to bring his majesty here, but 
I am confident my plan will succeed. 
Dorris Ritter doubtless expects us; she 
will have considered my words, and, 
yielding to her natural womanly co- 
quetry, she will hava followed my 
counsel, and have made use of the 
clothing I sent her yesterday." 

They now stood before the wretched 
house which Pollnitz had indicated. 

" This house has truly a most gloomy 
appearance," said the king. 

"Many sad tears have been shed 
here," said Pdllnitz, with an appearance 
of deep sympathy. 

The door of the shop was merely 
closed ; the king pushed it open, and 
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entered with his two companions. No 
one came forward to meet them, silence 
reigned in the deserted room. 

" Permit me, your majesty, to go into 
that room and call the woman; she 
probably did not hear ns enter." 

"No, I will go myself," said the 
king ; " it is well that I ^should occa- 
sionally seek out poverty in its most 
wretched hiding-place, that I may learn 
to understand its miseries and tempta- 
tions." 

" Ah 1 my king," said Jordan, deeply 
touched, " from to-day your people will 
no longer call you their king, but their 
father." 

The king stepped quickly to the door 
which Pollnitz had pointed out; the 
two gentlemen followed, and remained 
standing behind him, glancing curious- 
ly over his shoulder. 
. Frederick crossed the threshold, and 
then stood motionless, gazing into the 
room. " Is it possible to live in such a 
den ? " he murmured. 

"Yes, it is possible," replied a low, 
scornful voice ; " I live here, with mis- 
ery for my companion." 

The king was startled by this voice, 
and turned toward that side of the 
room from which it proceeded; only 
then seeing the woman who sat in the 
ferthest comer. She remained motion- 
less, her hands folded on her lap ; her 
face was deadly pale, but of a singularly 
beautiful oval ; the hair encircling her 
head in heavy braids was of a light, 
shining blond, and had almost the ap- 
pearance of a halo surrounding her 
clear, pale face, which seemed illumined 
by her wonderful eyes. 

" She has not made use of the 
things which I sent," thought P511- 
nitz ; " but I see she understands her 
own advantages. She is really beauti- 
ful ; she looks like a marble statue of 
the Virgin Mary in some poor village 
church." 

The king still stood gazing, with an 



earnest and thoughtful expression, at 
this woman, who looked fixedly at him, 
as if she sought to read his thoughts. 
But he remained quiet, and apparently 
unmoved. - Did Frederick recognize 
this woman? did he hear again the 
dying melodies of his early youth? 
was he listening to their sweet but 
melancholy tones? Neither Pollnitz 
nor Dorris Ritter could discover this in 
his cold, proud face. 
• Jordan broke this silence by saying 
gently, " Stand up, ray good woman, it 
is the king who is before you." 

She rose slowly from her seat, but her 
countenance did not betray the least 
astonishment or pleasure. 

" The king," she said ; " what does 
the king desire in this den of poverty 
and misery ? " 

" To alleviate both poverty and mis- 
ery if they are undeserved," said the 
king, softly. 

She approached him quickly, and 
miEuie a movement as if she would offer 
him her hand, " wretchedness is unde- 
served," she said, " but not even a king 
can alleviate it." 

" Let me, at least, attempt to do so. 
In what can I assist you ? " 

She shook her head sadly. "If 
'King Frederick, the son of Frederick 
William the First, does not know, then 
I do not." 

" You are poor, perhaps in want ? " 

" I do not know — it is possible," she 
said, absently ; " how can I, among so 
many pains and torments, distinguish 
between despair and anguish, and 
want and privation ? " 

" You have children ? " 

" Yes," she said, shuddering, " I have 
children, and they suffer from hunger ; 
that I know, for they often pray to me 
for bread, when I have none to give 
them." 

"Why does not their &ther take 
care of them ? Perhaps he is not liv- 
ling?" 
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"He lives, but not for us. He is 
wiser than I, and forgets his grief in 
drink, while I nourish the gnawing 
viper at my heart." 

" You have, then, nothing to ask of 
me ? " said the king, becoming indig- 
nant. 

She gazed at him again long and 
searchingly, with her great, piercing 
eyes. " No," she said harshly, " I have 
nothing to ask." 

At this moment the door was thrown 
open, and the iwo children, Karl and 
Anna, ran in, calling for their mother ; 
but they became silent on perceiving 
the strangers, and crept shyly to her 
Bide. Dorris Hitter was strangely 
moved by the appearance of her chil- 
dren; her countenance, which had 
borne so hard an expression, became 
mild and gentle. She grasped the 
hands of the two children, and with 
them approached the king. 

" Yes, your majesty, I have a petition 
to make. I implore your pity for my 
children. They are pure and innocent 
as Qod's angels ; let not the shame and 
misery of their parents fall upon their 
heads. King Frederick, have pity on 
my children 1 " 

And overcome by her emotions and 
her anguish, this unhappy woman sank 
with her children at the feet of the king. 
Frederick regarded her thoughtfully, 
then turned to Jordan. 

" Jordan," said he, " to you I intrust 
the care of these children." 

The wretched woman started to her 
feet, and pressed her children to her 
arms with an expression as terrified 
and full of agony as that of the noble 
and touching statue of the Greek Ki- 
obe. 

"Ah I. you would tear my children 
from me I No, no, I ask nothing ; we 
need no mercy, no assistance ; we will 
suffer together; do not separate us. 
they would cease to love me; they 
would learn to despise me, their mother, 



who only lives in their presence ; who in 
the midst of aU her sorrow and grief^ 
thanks God daily upon her bended 
knees that He gave her these children, 
who alone have saved her,from despair 
and death I " 

"You have uttered very wild and 
godless words," said the king. " You 
should pray to God to make your heart 
soft and humble. To be poor, to suffer 
from hunger, to have a drunken hus- 
band, are great misfortunes, but they 
can be borne if you have a pure con- 
science. Your children shall not be 
parted from you. They shall be 
clothed and taught, and I will also 
see what can be done for you. And 
now farewell." 

And the king, bowing slightly, turned 
toward the door, and in doing so 
placed a few pieces of gold on the ta- 
ble. Dorris had watched every move- 
ment. She started wildly forward 
and seized the gold, which she handed 
to the king. 

"Your majesty," she said, with 
flashing eyes, " I only implored mercy 
for my children ; I did not beg for my- 
self My sufferings cannot be wiped 
out with a few pieces of gold." 

The countenance of the king assumed 
a most severe expression, and he threw 
an annihilating glance on this bold 
woman who dared to oppose him. 

" I did not give the gold to you, but 
to your children," he said ; " you must 
not rob them." He then continued 
more gently : " If you should ever need 
and desire assistance, then turn to me ; 
I will remember your poverty, not your 
pride. Tell me your name, therefore, 
that I may not forget." 

The poor, pale woman glanced 
searchingly at him. " My name," she 
said, thoughtfully, as if to herself, 
" King Frederick wishes to know my 
name. I am called — I am called Anna 
Schommer." 

And as she replied, she placed her 
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hand upon the head of her little 
daughter as if she needed a support 
Thus she stood trembling, but still up- 
right, with head erect, while the king 
and his suite turned toward the door. 
Her son, who had kept his eyes upon 
the king, now followed him and 
lightly touched his mantde. 

His mother saw it, and raising her 
arm threateningly, while with the 
other she still supported herself by 
leaning on her child, she cried: "Do 
not touch him, my son. Rings are sa- 
cred." 

Frederick, already standing on the 
threshold, turned once more ; his great, 
luminous eyes rested inquiringly on this 
pale, threatening figure. An inde- 
scribably sad smile played upon his 
features, but he spoke no word ; and,' 
slowly turning, he passed through the 
door, and hurried silently from the 
shop. 

Bonis Hitter uttered a low cry when 
she no longer saw him ; her hands slid 
powerless from the head of her daugh- 
ter, and hung heavily at her side. The 
child, thus set at liberty, hurried out to 
gaze at the king and his escort. 

The poor woman was all alone — 
alone with .her grief and painful mem- 
ories. She stood for a long time mo- 
tionless and silent, as if unconscious ; 
then a dull, heavy groan escaped from 
her breast, and she fell as if struck by 
lightning. "He did not even know 
me," she cried. For him^ I suffer pain 
and misery, and he passes by, and 
throws me the crumbs of benevolence 
which falls frt>m his bountiful table." 
For many minutes she lay thus broken 
and trembling; then, suddenly ex- 
cited by pride and revenge, she arose, 
with a wild gleam in her eyes. She 
raised her hand as if calling upon God 
to witness her words, and said sol- 
emnly : " He did not recognize me to- 
day, but a day wiQ come on which he 
shall recognize me — ^the day on which 

10 



I avenge my wretched and tormented 
life I He is a royal king and I a poor 
woman, but the sting of a venomous 
insect suffices to destroy even a king. 
Revenge I will have — ^revenge for my 
poisoned existence I " 



.. - CHAPTER XVn. 

THB FOLTriCIAN AND THE FBENCH 
TAILOR. 

WnHoUT, the scene had qhanged in 
the mean while. The attention of the 
people had been attracted to the king^s 
presence by the royal equipage which 
was slowly driving down the street, 
and one and all hurried from their 
houses to see and greet their handsome 
young monarch. Men and women, 
young and old, were running about 
confusedly, each one inquiring of his 
neighbor why the king had come, and 
where he might now be, as his carriage 
was apparently awaiting him. And 
why was that &t man, who was seated 
on the sidewalk, sketching this sandy 
place with its poor little houses ? 

Even the proud and self-«atisfied 
Herr Ifricker had not considered it be- 
neath his dignity to descend to the 
street door, and take his stand, surround- 
ed by his assistants and apprentices. 

"It ia said the king has gone into 
the house of Schdmmer, the grocer," said 
one of his assistants, returning from a 
reconnoissance he had made among the 
noisy and gossiping multitude. 

Herr Pricker shook his head gravely. 
".He must have been misinformed, for 
he undoubtedly intended coming to 
this house and paying me a visit, an 
intention which would be neither novel 
nor surprising in my family. None of 
the rulers of the house of HohenzoUem 
have as yet neglected to pay a visit to 
the house of Pricker. The present 
king will not fail to observe this noble 
custom, for — " 
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The worthy Herr Pricker was inter- 
rupted by the shouts of the people. 
The king had appeared upon the 
streets, and was greeted with vociferous 
cheers, amid the waving of hats and 
handkerchiefs. 

Herr Pricker, observing with intense 
satisfaction that the king had turned 
and was advancing in the direction of 
his house, stepped forward with a self- 
gratulatory smile, and placed himself 
immediately at the side of the mon- 
arch's path. But Frederick passed by 
without noticing him. On this occfr- 
sion he did not return the greeting of 
the people in quite so gracious a man- 
ner as usual ; his eye was dim, and his 
brow clouded. Without even favoring 
the smiling and bowing Pricker with 
a glance, he passed on to the carriage 
which awaited him in front of the 
court dressmaker's. The king entered 
hastily, his cavaliers following him^ 
and the carriage drove off. The 
shouting of the populace continued, 
however, until it disappeared in the 
distance. 

" "Why do these poor foolish people 
shout for joy ? " grumbled Herr Pricker, 
shrugging his shoulders. Now that 
the king had taken no notice of him, 
this man was enraged. "What do 
tlrey mean by these ridiculous cries, 
and this waving of hats ? His majesty 
regarded them as discontentedly as if 
they were vermin, and did not even 
favor them with a smile. How low- 
spirited he is! His not recognizing 
me, the court dressmaker of his wife, 
shows this conclusively. It must have 
been his intention "to visit me, for his 
carriage had halted immediately in 
front of my door ; in his depression he 
must have entirely forgotten it." 

The crowd had begun to disperse, 
and but a few isolated groups could 
now be seen, who were still eagerly en- 
gaged in discussing the king's appear- 
ance. 



At a short distance from Herr 
Pricker were several grave and digni- 
fied citizens, dressed in long coats or- 
namented with immense ivory buttons, 
and wearing long cues, which looked 
out gravely from the three-cornered 
hats covering their smooth and pow- 
dered hair. 

Herr Pricker observed these citizen^, 
and, with a friendly greeting, beckoned 
to them to approach. "My worthy 
friends, did you also come to see the 
king ? " 

" No, we were only passing, but re- 
mained standing when we saw the king.'' 

" A very handsome young man." 

"A very wise and learned young 
king." 

" And still—" 

" Yes, and still-—" 

"Yes, that is my opinion also, 
worthy friends," sighed Herr Pricker. 

"The many innovations and ordi- 
nances : it terrifies one to read them." 

" Every day something new." 

" Yes, it is not as it was in the good 
old times, under the late lamented 
king. Ah, we then led a worthy and 
respectable life. One knew each day 
what the next would bring forth. He 
who hungered to-day knew that he 
would also do so on the morrow. He 
who was rich to-day knew that he 
would still be so on the morrow. Ours 
was an honest and virtuous existence. 
Prudence and propriety reigned every- 
where; as a husband and &ther, the 
king set us an exalted example." 

" It is true, one ran the risk of being 
struck occasionally ; and, if a man had 
the misfortune to be tall, he was in 
danger of being enrolled among the 
guards," said another. " But this was 
all. In other respects, however, one 
lived quietly enough, smoked his pipe, 
and drank his pot of beer; and in 
these two occupations we could also 
consider the king as our model and 
ideal" 
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" But now 1—" 

" Yes, now 1 Every thing changes 
with the rapidity of the wind. He 
who but yesterday was poor, is rich to- 
day ; the man who was rich yesterday, 
is to-day impoverished and thrown 
aside ; this was the fate of the Privy 
Councillor von Eckert. I worked for 
him, aud he was a good customer, for 
he used a great many gloves, almost a 
dozen pair every month; and now I 
have lost this good customer by the 
new government." : 

" But, then, Eckert deserved it," said 
the fat beer-brewer. **He oppressed 
the people, and was altogether an arro- 
gant, puflfed-up fellow, who greeted 
nobody, not even myself. It serves him 
right that the king has taken the new 
house in Jfiger Street away from him ; 
there was justice in that." 

**But the late lamented king had 
given it to him, and his last will should 
have been honored," 

" Yes, that is true ; the last will of 
the late lamented monarch should have 
been honored," they all exclaimed with 
earnest gravity. 

"Oh, we will have to imdergo a 
great many trials," sighed Herr Pricker. 
" Could you believe, my friends, that 
they contemplate depriving us of our 
respectable cue, and replacing it with a 
light, fantastic, and truly immoral 
wig?" 

** That is impossible 1 That can 
never be 1 We will never submit to 
that I " exclaimed the assembled group, 
with truly Grecian pathos. 

"They wish to give us French 
fashions," continued Pricker ; " French 
fashions and French manners. I can 
see the day coming when we shall have 
French glovemakers and shoemakers, 
French hair- dressers and beer-brewers ; 
yes, and even French dressmakers. I 
see the day coming when a man may 
with impunity hang out a sign with 
French inscriptions over his shop door, 



and when he who intersperses his hon- 
est German vdth French phrases will 
no longer be well beaten. Ah, the 
present king will not, like his lamented 
predecessor, have two girls arrested be- 
cause they have said ' charmant ; * he 
will not, with his own hands, belabor 
the young lads who have the assurance 
to appear on the streets in French cos- 
tumes, as the deceased king so often did. 
Every thing will be different, but not 
better — only more French." 

"Yes, could it be believed," ex- 
claimed the fat beer-brewer, "that 
they think of crying down beer, the 
favorite beverage of the late lamented 
king, which, at all events, should be 
holy in the sight of his son I At court 
no more beer will be drunk, but only 
French wines ; and he who wishes to 
be modem and acceptable at court will 
turn up his nose at the beer-pot, and 
drink mean and adulterated wines. 
Yes, even coffee is coming into fashion, ' 
and the coffee-house keeper in the 
pleasure-garden, who, up to the pres- 
ent time, was only permitted to make 
coffee for the royal family and a few 
other rich people at court, has not 
alone received permission to serve cof- 
fee for everybody, but every innkeeper 
may do the same thing." 

"And have you heard," asked the 
glovemaker, gloomily, "that the two 
hotel-keepers in Berlin, Nicolai and St. 
Vincent, have their rivals, and will no 
longer keep the only houses where a 
good dinner can be had for money? 
Two French cooks have already ar- 
rived, and one of them has opened a 
house in Frederick Street, the other in 
King Street, which they call ' Restau- 
ration.' " 

"Yes," said the shoemaker with a 
sigh, " I went to the French house in 
Frederick Street yesterday, and ate a 
meal out of curiosity. Ah, my friends, 
I could have cried for rage, for I am 
sorry to say that it was a better meal 
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than we could ever get at Mcolai's or 
St. Yincent's ; moreover, I paid less for 
it." 

*^It is a shame I A Frenchman 
comes here and gives a better and 
cheaper dinner than a native of Ber- 
lin," said Herr Pricker. "I tell you 
we shall all have much to endure ; and 
even my title is insufficient to protect 
me from insult and humiliation, for it 
might happen that — " 

Herr Pricker suddenly became silent 
and stared toward the centre of the 
street, astonishment and curiosity de- 
picted on his countenance and on that 
of his Mends, who followed the direc- 
tion of his glances. 

And in truth a very unusual specta- 
cle presented itself to these worthy 
burghers. A carriage was slowly pass- 
ing along the street drawn by two 
weary and smoking horses. This car- 
riage was of the elegant and modem 
French make, now becoming fashiona- 
ble at court, and was called a chaise. 
As the top was thrown back, its occu- 
pants could very well be seen. 

On the front seat were three persons. 
The first was a man of grave and ear- 
nest demeanor and commanding ap- 
pearance. His tall and well-made fig- 
ure was clad in a black velvet coat 
with little silver buttons, ornamented 
on the sleeves and breast with elegant 
lace ruffles. His hair, which was turn- 
ing gray, was twisted in a knot at the 
back of his head, from which a ribbon 
of enormous length was pendent. A 
small three-cornered hat, of extraordi- 
nary elegance, rested on the toupet of 
^urls which hung down on either side 
of his head and shaded the forehead, 
which displayed the dignity and sub- 
limity of a Jupiter. 

At his side sat two females, the mid- 
dle one an elderly, grave-looking lady ; 
the other a beautiful young girl, with 
smiling lips, glowing black eyes, and 
sosy cheeks. The elegant and grace- 



ful attire of these ladies was very dif- 
ferent from the grave and sober cos- 
tume of the women of Berlin. Their 
dresses were of lively colors, with wide 
sleeves bordered with lace, and with 
long waists, the low cut of which in 
front displayed tn the one the beauty 
and freshness of her neck ; and in the 
other, the richness of a guipure scarf, 
with which her throat was covered. 
Their heads were covered with im- 
mense toupets of powdered hair, sur- 
mounted by little velvet hats, from 
which long and waving ribbons hung 
down behind. 

On the back seat were three other 
young ladies dressed in the same style, 
but less richly. This first carriage was 
followed by a second, which contained 
six young men in French costumes, who 
were looking around with lively curi- 
osity, and laughing so loudly, that the 
worthy burgher who stood in front of 
Pricker's house could hear every word 
they uttered, but unfortunately could 
understand nothing. 

" Frenchmen 1 " murmured Pricker, 
in a contemptuous tone and with a 
slight shudder. 

" Frenchmen 1 " echoed his friends, 
staring at this novel spectacle. 

But how 1 Who was that standing 
by the first carriage which had halted 
in front of Herr Pricker's house ? Who 
was that speaking with the young girl, 
who smilingly leaned fosward from the 
carriage and was laughing and jesting 
with him? Vow I Was this young 
man really the son and heir of Herr 
Pricker? Was he speaking to these 
strangers, and that, too, in French? 
Yes, Herr Pricker could not deceive 
himself^ it was his son ; it was William, 
his heir. 

" How I Does your son speak 
French ? " asked the glove-maker, in a 
reproachful tone. 

" He so much desired to do so," said 
Herr Pricker, with a sigh, " that I was 
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forced to consent to give him a French 
teacher." 

William, who had observed his fa- 
ther, now hurried across the street 
The young man^s eyes glowed ; his 
handsome face was enlivened with joy ; 
his manner denoted eagerness and ex- 
citement. 

"Father," said he, "come with me 
quickly I These strangers are so anx- 
ious to speak with you. Just think 
how fortunate I I was passing along 
the Charlottenburg road when I met 
the travellers. They addressed me in 
French, and inquired for the best ho- 
tel in Berlin. It was lucky that I un- 
derstood them, and could recommend 
the * City of Paris.' Ah, father, what 
a beautiful and charming girl that is I 
how easy and graceful I In the whole 
city of Berlin there is not so beautiful 
a girl as Blanche. I have been walk- 
ing along by the side of the carriage 
for half an hour, and we have been 
laughing and talking like old friends ; 
for when I discovered who they were, 
and why they were coming to Berlin, 
I told them who my father was direct- 
ly, and then the old gentleman became 
BO friendly and condescending. Come, 
father. Monsieur Pelissier longs to make 
your acquaintance." 

" Bui I do not speak French," said 
Herr Pricker, who, notwitstanding his 
antipathy to Frenchmen, still felt flat- 
tered by this impatience to make his 
acquaintance. 

" 1 will be your interpreter, father. 
Come along, for you will be astonished 
when you hear who this Monsieur Pe- 
lissier is." And William drew his 
father impatiently to the carriage. 

Herr Pricker's friends stood immov- 

« 

able with curiosity, awaiting his re- 
turn with breathless impatience. At 
last he came back, but a great change 
had taken place in the court tailor. 
His step was uncertain and reeling ; his 
lips trembled, and a dark cloud shaded 



his brow. He advanced to his friends 
and regarded them with a wild and 
vacant stare. A pause ensued. The 
hearts of all beat with anxiety, and an 
expression of intense interest was de- 
picted on every countenance. At last 
Herr Pricker opened his trembling lips, 
and spoke in deep and hollow tones : 

" They are Frenchmen 1 yes, French- 
men 1 " said he. " It is the new tailor, 
sent for by the king. He comes with 
six French assistants, and will work 
for the king, the princes, and the cav- 
aliers of the court. And he is not only 
a tailor, but also makes ladies' cloth- 
ing, and his wife and daughter are the 
most celebrated dressmakers of Paris ; 
they are also accompanied by three fe- 
male assistants, and expect- to work for 
the queen, the princesses, and the en- 
tire court." 

" But that is impossible," exclaimed 
his friends. "The laws of our guild 
protect us. No woman can carry on 
the business of a tailor." 

" Nevertheless they will do so," said 
Pricker ; " the king has accorded them 
this privilege. Yes, every thing will 
now be different, handsomer, and better. 
The king summons these French dress- 
makers to Berlin, and the monsters ask 
my advice. They wish to know from 
me how they are to demean themselves 
toward the members of the guild. The 
new French dressmaker asks advice of 
me, of the court dressmaker Pricker I 
Ha, ha, hal is not that laughable?" 
And Herr Pricker broke out into a 
loud, wild laugh, which made his 
friends shudder, and then sank slowly 
into the arms of the glover. His son 
William, who had been a witness of this 
scene, hurried to his father's assistance, 
and carried him into the house. 

From his carriage Monsieur Pelissier 
looked proudly down upon the poor 
tailor. " The good master has faint- 
ed," said he with an Olympic smile. 
" And he has good reason, for ruin is 
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before him. He is a lost man ; for bow 
could he, an unknown German tailor, 
dare to compete with Pelissier, the son 
of the celebrated tailor of Louis the 
Fourteenth? That would evince an 
assurance and folly with which I could 
not credit even a German brain." 



CHAPTER XVin. 

THB DOUBLE RBia)BZyOU8. 

The little maid of honor, Louise von 
Schwerin, was walking with quick 
steps up and down her room ; she had 
locked her door to secure herself from 
interruption. She wished to read once 
more the mysterious note found yester- 
day in the bunch of flowers, and again 
to meditate undisturbed upon its con- 
tents. Louise knew the note was from 
the handsome gardener Fritz Wendel ; 
from him came the beautiful flowers 
she found daily upon the sill of her 
window, and he only could have con- 
cealed the note amongst them. There 
were but a few lines, entreating her to 
meet him that night at eight o^clock, in 
the grotto of the conservatory, where 
she should learn an important and dan- 
gerous secret, 

"What can the secret be?" asked 
Louise of herself, after reading the note 
again and again. " Perhaps," she said, 
with ^ roguish smile, "perhaps he 
thinks that his love for me is a secret. 
Dangerous it certainly is for him and 
for me, but a secret it is not. I am 
certain that he loves me, but it must be 
very sweet to be told so ; to hear his 
lips confess at last what until now I 
have only read in those eloquent eyes. 
Alas ! is it not fearful, intolerable, to 
wait so long for a declaration of love ? 
Two mouths so near each other, but not 
one moment of sweet, unrestrained in- 
tercourse ; always hemmed in by this 
cold, ceremonious, stupid court life; 



surrounded by spies and eavesdroppers; 
never alone, never free I Is it not ter- 
rible to have a sweetheart, and never to 
have refused him a kLss, because he has 
never had the opportunity to demand 
one ? They say there is rapture in the 
first kiss of your lover — in his first em- 
brace. I must know this for myself, 
that they may no longer laugh and say 
I am a silly child without experience. 
I will have my experience ! I will have 
my love-affairs as well as the other la- 
dies of the court, only mine shall be 
more extraordinary, more romantic. 
To be loved by a baron, or a count, is 
indeed commonplace; but to be adored 
by a gardener, who is beautiful as the 
god Apollo, and whose obscure birth 
is his only fault — this is original, this is 
piquant. Ah, Madame von Brandt 
laughed at me yesterday, at my stupid- 
ity and innocence ; she was merry at 
my expense, because I had never been 
kissed, never received a stolen embrace, 
which she declared to be the most 
charming event in a woman's life. All 
the ladies laughed at me as she said 
this, and called me an unbaked roll lefb 
out in the cold — which never felt the 
fire. They shall laugh at me no long- 
er," cried Louise, with spiteful tears in 
her eyes and stamping her little foot. 
" No one shall mock at me again ; and 
if they do I will tell them that I too 
have a lover ; that I have had a decla- 
ration of love, and have received my 
lover's first kiss. I must be able to say 
this, and therefore I will meet Fritz this 
evening in the grotto of the conserva- 
tory." Even while saying this she^was 
seized with a cold trembling ; one mo- 
ment her heart stood still, and then al- 
most suffocated her with its rapid beat- 
ing. A soft voice seemed to warn her 
against this imprudence ; she seemed 
to see the pale face of her mother, and 
to hear her living counsels : " Do not 
go, Louise; Fritz Wendel is no lover 
for Louise von Schwerin." Her guai^ 
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dian angel spread once more his white 
wings around her, longing to protect 
and save. But, alas ! she heard another 
voice, breathing flattering words and 
sweet promises. She saw a beautiful 
youth with his soft, large, hazel eyes 
fised imploringly upon her. Louise 
felt the irresistible charm of the for- 
bidden, the disallowed, the dangerous. 
Louise closed her ear to the warning 
voice, her good genius had no power 
over her. ** I will go," she said, and a 
rosy blush suflFused her childish cheelcs ; 
." nothing shall prevent me ! " Louise 
was now quite resolved ; but she was 
not at peace with herself, and from 
time to time she hoped some unex- 
pected occurrence, some unconquerable 
obstacle, would prevent her from taking 
this imprudent step. No difficulty 
arose; chance seemed to favor her 
meeting with her obscure lover. 

Sophia Dorothea was to visit her 
daughter-in-law at Sch5nhausen, not as 
a queen, but without pomp and splen- 
dor. The two eldest maids of honor 
only would accompany her. Neither 
Louise von Schwerin nor Laura von 
Pannewitz were to be of the party. 
Sophia w.as glad that at least for a few 
hours she would not see the lovely, sad 
&f;e, and soft melancholy eyes of Laura, 
nor hear the low and plaintive tones of 
her accusing voice. The king had 
gone to Potsdam, it was therefore un- 
necessary to watch Laura. Indeed, of 
late the queen - mother scarcely be- 
lieved in this love, of which she had 
been so confident; she had tried in 
vain to discover any trace of an under- 
standing between Laura and the king. 
Frederick scarcely noticed Laura, and 
had spoken to her but once since that 
stormy day; then he had laughingly 
asked her why she was so pale and 
languishing, and if it was an unhappy 
love which made her look so mournful. 
Since that day the queen-mother no 
longer believed in the passion of the 



king for Laura, and she reproached 
Madame von Brandt with having mis- 
led her. 

Madame von Brandt smiled myste- 
riously. ** I did not say, your majesty, 
that the king loved Laura ; your sus- 
picions fell upon him, and I did not 
undeceive you." 

" And why not ? " asked Queen So- 
phia, angrily ; " why did you not make 
known to me the name of Laura's 
lover?" 

" Because I had solemnly sworn not 
to disclose it," replied Madame von 
Brandt. 

" Is it not the kmg ? Then all the 
better for my poor Laura." 

" Still, I venture to implore your ma- 
jesty to induce my dear young friend to 
accept the hand of Count Voss ; she 
will thus perhaps be cured of her un- 
happy and hopeless passion." 

Sophia was resolved to foUow this 
advice ; she therefore drove to SchQn- 
hausen to see the young queen, and con- 
sult with her as to the most efficacious 
means of accomplishing this result. 
Louise von Schwerin thought the 
queen-mother might still change her 
mind and command her to accompany 
her; sheiioped and feared this at the 
same time. She would have wept bit- 
terly at this result, but she knew it 
would be best for her. Between anx- 
iety and hope, doubts and fears, the 
time passed slowly. 

"There rolls a carriage from the 
court," said Louise. She heard the 
loud cries of the guard and the beat- 
mg of the drums. 

It was the queen-dowager leaving 
for Schonhausen. Louise was now free, 
now unobserved ; nothing could pre- 
vent her from going to the grotto. 
With trembling steps and a quickly- 
beating heart she slipped through the 
dark alleys of the garden and entered 
the conservatory. All was still and 
wrapped in a sweet twilight. The de- 
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lightfbl odor of orange-bloflsomB filled 
the place, which, like the subtle Ya- 
por of opium, intoxicated her senses. 
Breathless with fear and expectation 
she entered the grotto ; her eyes were 
blinded by the sudden darkness, and 
she sank to the ground. 

" Thank God," she murmured softly, 
*^ I am alone, he is not here 1 I shall 
haye time to recoyer, and then I 
can return; I am so frightened — I 
ought not to have come. Perhaps the 
ladies of the court have arranged this 
practical joke at my expense. Yes, 
that ia it. It was folly to believe he 
would dare to ask me to meet him ; he 
is too timid — ^too humble. Yes, it is a 
trap laid for me, and I haye fallen into 
it." 

She rose hastily to fly back to the 
palace ; but it was too late, a strong 
arm was gently thrown around her neck, 
and she was drawn back to her seat. She 
tried to free herself, but could not ; she 
heard the loud beating of his heart, 
which found an echo in her own ; she 
felt his lips pressed to hers, but her 
childish modesty was aroused; she 
found she had the wish and courage to 
free herself. 

" Let me go I " she cried breathlessly ; 
" let me go ! do not hold me a moment I 
I will go I I will go this instant I How 
dare you treat me in this manner ? How 
and why did you come ? " and Louise, 
who was now free, remained standing 
to hear his reply. 

"How did I come here?" said the 
handsome gardener, in a submissive, 
but pleading tone. "Every night for 
four weeks I have worked upon this 
subterranean alley; this dark path, 
which would lead me here unseen. 
While others slept and dreamed I 
worked, and also dreamed with waking 
eyes. Mine were happy dreams. My 
work was done, and I could reach this 
consecrated spot unseen. I saw in my 
vision an angel, whom I adore, and to 



whom I have consecrated every hour, 
every moment of my life. Look, made- 
moiselle, at the .opening behind that 
large orange-tree, that is the way to my 
paradise ; through that opening I can 
reach a staircase, leading to a ssAaM 
cellar ; another pair of steps takes me 
to a trap-door leading directly to my 
room. You can well imagine it re- 
quired time, and strength, and cx>arage 
to prepare this way." 

Louise approached the opening cu- 
riously. This strange path made for 
her sake affected her more than all 
Fritz Wendel's words. Only a niighty 
love could have moved a man in dark- 
ness and alone to such a task. Louise 
wished to conquer her confusion and 
to hide her embarrassment with light 
mockery and jesting. 

"Truly," she said, laughing, "this 
is a dark and mysterious passage, but 
any one with a light would discover it. 
You know her majesty has the saloon 
illuminated occasionally in the evening, 
and takes her tea here." 

"No one will find this opening," 
said the gardener. He pushed the 
wooden tub, in which the orange-tree 
grew, with his foo^; it gave way to a 
slight touch, and turned round over 
the opening. "Look, mademoisellop 
the tree covers my secret." 

"Open it, open it, I pray you — ^I 
must see it ! " 

" I will do so if you promise me not 
to leave me inunediately." 

" I promise I I promise I " 

Fritz Wendel pushed back the 
orange-tree, then, lifting Louise gently 
in his arms, he carried her to the grass- 
plot, and, seating her, he threw him- 
self on his knees before her and bowed, 
as if in adoration. 

" You are my queen, the sovereign of 
my soul I I lay myself at your feet, as 
your slave. You alone can decide my 
fate. You can raise me to the heaven 
of heavens, or cast me in the dust 
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Say only the little words * I love you ! ' — 
this will give me strength and power to 
brave the whole world. I will acquire 
fame and honor, and at no distant day 
before God and the whole world I will 
demand your hand I If you say, ^ Re- 
main where you are, at my feet is your 
proper place ; I despise the humble gar- 
dener, who dares to love the high-born 
lady 1 ' then I will die ; if I live I shall 
go mad. My poor brain reels at the 
thought of such wretchedness. I can 
die now, and bless you in dying ; if I 
live in my madness I shall curse you for 
your cruelty." 

He ceased, and raised his handsome 
face pleadingly to hers. Louise was 
speechless ; she was intoxicated with the 
music of his voice and impassioned 
words. 

" You do not answer me I Oh I be- 
fore you cast me off consider my agony. 
The heart you despise contains a treas- 
ure of love and tenderness. No other 
man can love you as I do. You are my 
light and life. You are beautiful and 
fascinating. Many will love you and 
seek your hand. Who but the poor 
gardener will die for you if you say 
no? To me you are more than the 
most lovely of women, you are a god- 
dess! Oh^ yoju know not what you 
have already made of me I what you 
can still make of me I When I saw 
you for the first time I was a poor, ig- 
norant gardener, loving nothing but 
my flowers; knowing no language. 
The great book of Nature was my only 
study. Since that glorious day in 
which I looked upon you as a radiant, 
heavenly vision, I have realized my 
poverty; I have blushed at my igno- 
rance. My life has been one great ef- 
fort to make myself worthy of you. 
Now, Louise, command me. What 
shall I do ? What shall I become ? If 
you do not despise and laugh at my 
passion, if you love me a little in return, 
if you have hope, courage, and patience 



to wait, dear mademoiselle, I will be 
worthy of you 1 " 

" Alas I " said Louise, ''•this is the 
dream of a madman. The king and 
my noble and proud family would 
never consent that I should become 
your wife." 

'*As to the king," said Fritz, care- 
lessly, '^ I would find means to obtain 
his consent, and honor and distinction 
at his hands." 

"I understand," said Louise, "the 
secret you intended to tell me — ^tell it 
now," she exclaimed, with a child's 
eager curiosity. 

"Listen," said he, rising firom his 
knees — " listen, but do not let us betray 
ourselves by loud tvords or exclama- 
tions." 

"I hear steps," said Louise. "Oh, 
if we should be discovered I " 

" Fear nothing ; look there, Louise I " 
Her eye followed the direction of his 
hand. 

Under the laurel-tree sat Laura von 
Pannewitz, and before her knelt Prince 
Augustus William, radiant with happi- 
ness and covering her hands with 
kisses. 

" Laura, my bride, my darling, when 
will the day come in which I can call 
you mine to aU eternity ? " 

"That day will come when I am 
dead," said Laura, with a sad smile. 
" Yes, my prince, only when I am dead 
shall I be free to love you, and to pray 
for you. My freed spirit shall hover 
around you as your guardian angel, 
and protect you from all dangers. Oh, 
if I could die now, and fulfil this noble 
mission 1 " 

Louise was so absorbed in this scene 
that she did not notice Fritz Wendel 
as he drew near and again threw his 
arm around her. 

" Look at them," he murmured ; " he 
is a royal prince, and she only a poor 
maid of honor ; he loves her, and she 
accepts his love, and fears no shame." 
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Loaise Itud her hand impatiently 
upon his lips and whispered, " Hush I " 
he covered her hand with kisses ; they 
listened with subdued breathing to the 
pure and ardent vows of the two lov- 
ers. 

For one moment Laura, carried away 
by her own feelings and the earnest 
words of her lover, allowed him to 
press his lips to her cheeky and returned 
his vows of love and constancy. But 
at this moment Louise heard the soft 
voice of Laura entreating her lover to 
leave her, and not to make her blush 
for herself. 

"Promise me,'' she cried, "never 
again to embrace me; our love must 
remain pure, and only when we fear 
not God's holy eye, dare we pray to 
Him for assistance. Let us retain the 
right to shed innocent tears over our 
unhappy love, and lay it as a sacrifice 
at the foot of God's throne in thati day 
when the world shall separate and de- 
spise us." 

" No one shall dare do that, Laura ; 
you are my future wife ; I shall be ever 
near to defend you with my life's blood ^^ 
But I promise what you ask ; I will re- 
strain my heart ; only in dreams will I 
embrace you ; I swear this, my beloved. 
But the day will come .when you will 
cancel this vow — the day when I will 
claim you before God and man as my 
wife I " 

Laura took his hand with a sweet, 
confiding smile: "I thank you, dar- 
ling ; I thank you, but now we must 
part;' 

" Part 1 alas, we shall not meet again 
for weeks. I am commanded to ac- 
company the king on a pleasure-trip ; 
for me there is but one earthly pleas- 
ure, to see you — ^to be at your side." 



" Go," she said, smiling ; " go with- 
out fear ; we can never forget eacb oth- 
er ; however widely separated, you are 
always before me ; I am ever with you, 
although you see me not." 

" Yes, . Laura, there is not one mo- 
ment of my life in which I do not see 
and hear you 1 " 

" Well, then, go cheerfully with the 
king. Our hearts understand each oth- 
er ; our souls are inseparable." 

The prince took her hand and pressed 
it to his heart, then silently tfaey left 
the saloon. 

Louise had long ^ince freed herself 
from her lover, and she now arose, re- 
solved to return to the palace. Fritz 
Wendel tried to detain her, but the 
weak and foolish child had. gathered 
courage from the modest words and 
dignified example of Laura. 

" If you touch me again, you have 
seen me for the last time I I will never 
again return to this grotto I " Fritz 
Wendel was encouraged by her words ; 
he had not asked her to return, and she 
had half promised to do so. 

" I will not dare to touch you again," 
he said, humbly; "but will you not 
promise me to come again ? " 

"Well, I suppose I shall have to 
come again to hear the end of poor 
Laura's romance." 

" This romance can be of great use 
to us," he said, seizing her hand and 
pressing it to his lips ; " if mademoi- 
sello' accepts my love and allows me to 
hope I may one day become her hus- 
band, I will sell this secret to the king, 
and thus obtain his consent." 

" You would not be so cruel as to 
betray them to the king ? " 

" Yes, there is nothing I would not 
do to obtain your hand." 
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CHAPTER L 

THE INTBIGUmQ COUBTIEBfi. 

"You are right," said Baron P611- 
nitz, " yes, you are right, dear Freders- 
dorf ; this is not the way to vanquish 
our Hercules or to influence him. He 
has no heart, and is not capable of love, 
and I verily believe be despises wo- 
men." 

"He does not despise them," said 
Fredersdorf, " he is wearied with them, 
which is far worse. Women are al- 
ways too ready to meet him ; too many 
hearts have been given him unasked; 
no woman will ever have power over 
him." 

" How I what then, my dear friend ? " 
cried PSUnitz. "There are means to 
tame every living creature ; . the ele- 
phant and the royal lion can be tamed, 
they become under skilful hands gen- 
tle, patient, and obedient : is there no 
way to tame this king of beasts and 
hold him in bondage ? Unless we can 
ensnare him, we shall be less than noth- 
ing, subject to his arbitrary temper, 
and condemned to obey his will. Ac- 
knowledge that this is not an enviable 
position ; it does not correspond with 
the proud and ambitious hopes we have 
both been for some time encouraging." 

" Is it possible that when the king's 



chamberlain and a cunning old cour- 
tier like myself unite our forces, the 
royal game can escape our artful and 
well-arranged nets ? " 

"Dear Fredersdorf, this must not, 
this shall not be. It would be an ever- 
lasting shame upon us both." 

"What an unheard-of enormity, a 
king without a powerful and influen- 
tial favorite I " 

" Frederick shall have two, and as 
these places are vacant, it is but nat- 
ural that we should strive to occupy 
them." 

"Yes," said Fredersdorf, "we will 
seize upon them and maintain our po- 
sition. You called the king a young 
Hercules — ^well, this Hercules must be 
tamed." 

" Through love of Omphale ? " 

" No, not exactly, but Omphale must 
lead him into a life of luxury, and put 
him to sleep by voluptuous feasts. Call 
to mind how the Roman Emperor He- 
liogabalus killed the proud and ambi- 
tious senators who wished to curtail 
his absolute power." 

" I am not so learned as you are, my 
dear Mend, and I confess without blush- 
ing that I know nothing of Heliogab- 
alus." 

" Listen, then : Heliogabalus was 
weary of being but the obedient func- 
tionary of the senate; he wished to 
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rule, and to have that power wbich the 
senate claimed as its own. He kept 
his ambitions desires to himself, how- 
ever, and showed the senators a con- 
tented and submissive fiEtce. One day 
he invited them to a splendid feast at 
his villa; he placed before them the 
most costly meats and the choicest 
wines. They were sitting around this 
luxurious table, somewhat excited by 
drink, when the emperor arose and said 
with a peculiar smile : ^ I must go now 
to prepare for you an agreeable sur- 
prise and practical joke, which you will 
confess has the merit of originality.' 
He left the room, and the tipsy sena- 
tors did not observe that the doors 
were locked and bolted from without 
They continued to drink and sing mer- 
rily ; suddenly a glass door in the ceil- 
ing was opened, and the voice of Helio- 
gabalus was heard, saying : * You were 
never satisfied with your power and 
glory, you were always aspiring after 
new laurels ; this noble thirst shall 
now be satisfied.' A torrent of laurel 
wreaths and branches now fell upon 
the senators. At first they laughed, 
and snatched jestingly at the flying 
laurels. The most exquisite flowers 
were now added, and there seemed to 
be no end to the pelting storm. They 
cried out, ^ Enough, enough," in vain ; 
the wreaths and bouquets stiU poured 
upon them in unceasing streams; the 
floor was literally a bed of roses. At 
last, terror took possession of them; 
they wished to escape, and rushed to 
the doors, but they were immovable. 
Through the sea of flowers, which al- 
ready reached their knees, they waded 
to the window, but they were in the 
second story, and below they saw the 
Roman legions with their sharp weap- 
ons pointed in the air. Flight was 
impossible ; they pleaded wildly for 
mercy, but the inexorable stream of 
flowers continued to flow. Higher and 
higher rose the walls around them. 



they could no longer even plead for 
pity ; they were literally buried in lau- 
rels. At last nothing was to be seen 
but a vast bed of roses, of which not 
even a fragrant leaf was stirred by a 
passing breeze. Heliogabalus had not 
murdered his senators; he had suflTo- 
cated them with sweets, that was alL 
Well, what do you think of my story ? " 
said Fredersdorf. 

" It is fiill of interest, and Heliogab- 
alus must have been poetical ; but I 
do not see the connection between the 
emperor and ourselves." 

" You do not ? " said his friend im- 
patiently ; " well, let us follow his ex- 
ample. We will intoxicate this mighty 
king with enervating pleasures, we 
will tempt him with wine and women , 
we will stifle him with flowers." 

^^ But he has no taste for them," said 
Pollnitz, sighing. 

*^ He does not care for the beauty of 
women, but he has other dangerous 
tastes : he has no heart, but he has a 
palate ; he does not care for the love of 
women, but he enjoys good living — 
that will make one link in his fetters. 
Then he loves pomp and splendor ; he 
has so long been forced to live meanly,^ 
that wealth will intoxicate him; he 
will wish to lavish honors, and rain 
gold upon his people. Frederick Wil- 
liam has stowed away millions; we 
will help the son to scatter them." 

" This will be a new and thrillingly 
agreeable pastime, in the ordering of 
which he could not have a better ad- 
viser than yourself, baron." 

" While Frederick and yourself are 
building new palaces and planning 
new amusements, I will rule, and help 
his majesty to bear the burden of state 
afi'airs." 

" You will help him to scatter millions, 
and I will collect from the good Prus- 
sians new millions for him to scatter. 
It is to be hoped that some heavy drops 
from this golden shower will fall into 
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my purse," said PSllnitz. " My finances 
are in an unhealthy state, and my land- 
lord threatens to sell my fomiture and 
my jewels, because for more than a 
year I have not paid my rent You see 
now, Fredersdorf, that I must have 
that house in the Jfiger Street. I 
count upon it so. surely that I have al- 
ready borrowed a few thousand dollars 
from some confiding, noble souls, whom 
I have convinced that the house is 
mine." 

"You shaU have it," said Freders- 
dorf ; " the king will give it to you as a 
reward for the plans you have drawn 
for the liew palaces." 

" Has he seen them ? " 

" Yes, and approves them. The pa- 
pers are in his desk, and need but his 
royal signature." 

" Ah ! " said PoUnitz, " if they were 
but signed I What a glorious life 
would commence here I we would re- 
alize the Arabian Nights; and Europe 
would gaze with dazzled eyes at the 
splendor and magnificence of our court. 
How vexed the treasurer, Boden, will 
be when the king commands him to 
disburse for our revels and vanities the 
millions which he helped the late king 
to hoard together for far different pur- 
poses! This Boden," continued P611- 
nitz, thoughtfully, " will be our most 
dangerous opponent : you may believe 
this ; 1 am somewhat versed in physi- 
ognomy. 1 have studied his counte- 
nance ; he is a bold, determined man, 
who, when i^tated, would even brave 
the king. All the other ministers agree 
with our plans, and will not stand in 
our way. They are not dangerous ; I 
have made a compromise with them ; 
they have resolved to think that all we 
do is right. But Boden was inflex- 
ible ; he would not understand my se- 
cret signs or hints; flattery has no 
power over him, and he is alike indif- 
ferent to promises and threats. All 
my dexterously-aimed arrows rebounded 



from the rough coatof-mail with which 
his honesty has clothed him." 

" Do not concern yourself about Bo- 
den," cried Fredersdorf, " he is a lost 
man ; he fiUls without any aid from us. 
The king hates him, and is only wait- 
ing for an opportunity to dismiss him. 
Have you not noticed how contemptu- 
ously he treats him — ^never speaks to 
him or notices him, while he loves to 
chat with his other ministers ? Fred- 
erick did not dismiss him from office at 
once, because the old king loved him. 
Boden was his treasurer and confiden- 
tial friend, from whom he had no se- 
crets; the king has therefore been pa- 
tient ; but his sun is set, of that you 
may be convinced. The king, though 
he seems not to notice him, watches 
him closely ; one incautious movement, 
and he will be instantly dismissed. 
This may happen this very day." 

" How ? " said PoUnitz. 

"The king has adopted the plan, 
which he had ordered Ejiobelsdorf to 
sketch for him, for the new palace of 
the dowager-queen. It is to be a co- 
lossal wonder — the capitol of the 
north 1 the building of which will cost 
from four to flve millions I These mil- 
lions must come from Boden^s treas- 
ury ; he must respect the royal order. 
If he does he is an unscmpulous officer, 
and the king can no longer putt faith 
in him. If he dares oppose the royal 
command, he is a traitor, and the king, 
who demands silent and unconditional 
obedience from his officers, will dismiss 
him. The king feels this himself^ and 
when he gave me these documents, he 
said, with a peculiar smile, ^ This is a 
bitter pill for Boden — we will see if he 
is able to swallow it.' You see, now, 
that our good Boden stands between 
two pitfalls, from both of which he 
cannot hope to escape alive." 

" Ah, if this be true," said P611nitz, 
gayly, "our success is assured. The 
house in Jfiger Street will be mine, and 
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you will be an influential minister. 
We will govern the ruler of Prussia, 
and be mighty in the land. Only 
think how all the courtiers will bow 
before us I The king will do nothing 
without our advice. I will make more 
debts. I will be as generous as Fou< 
quet, and as lavish and luxurious as 
LucuUus; and if at last all my re- 
sources fail, I will do as Heliogabalus 
did : if my creditors become trouble- 
some, the old Roman shall teach me 
how to silence them by some refine- 
ment in hospitality^' 

" And I, the lowly bom," said Pre- 
dersdorf, "who have so long been a 
slave, will now have power and infla- 
ence. The king loves me ; I will be a 
true and faithful servant to him. I 
will be inflexible to those who have 
scorned me; those proud counts and 
barons, who have passed me by unno- 
ticed, shall now sue to me in vain. 
The king's heart is mine, and I wiU be 
sustained by him. This tamed lion 
shall be drawn by prancing steeds in 
gilded chariots; we will anoint him 
with honey and feed him with nightin- 
gales' tongues; he shall bathe in La- 
chrymsB Christi, and all that the most 
fantastic dream and the wildest flights 
of &ncy can imagine shall be set before 
him. Those good epicurean Romans, 
who threw ydung maidens into their 
ponds for their eels to feed upon, in 
order that their meat might be tender 
and juicy, were sickly sentimentalists 
in comparison with what I shall be — ^" 
He stopped, for t^o door opened, and 
Boden, their hated enemy, stood be- 
fore them. They looked upon him 
indifferently, as a doomed adversary. 
Boden approached quietly, and said to 
Predersdorf : 

^f Have the kindness to announce me 
to his majesty." 

" Has his majesty sent for you ? " said 
Fredersdorf, carelessly. 

" He has not sent for me, but please 



say to his majesty that I am come to 
speak with him on important busi- 
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ness. 

Fredersdorf stepped into the adjoin- 
ing room, and returned quickly, say- 
ing, with a triimiphant and maliciouB 
smile : *' The king says he will send for 
you when he wishes to speak with you. 
These were his exact words ; accommo- 
date yourself to them in future." 

The minister's countenance was per- 
fectly calm ; his lip slightly trembled ; 
but he spoke in his usual grave, com- 
posed manner : " The king may not de- 
sire to see me ; but I, as an officer and 
minister of state, have the most urgent 
reasons for desiring an audience. Qo 
and tell him this." 

" These are proud and disrespectful 
words," said PSllnitz, smiling blandly. 

"Which I will faithfully report to 
his majesty," said Fredersdorf 

"I fear your excellency will pay 
dearly for this speech," whispered PoU- 
hitz. 

" Fear nothing for me," said Boden, 
with a quiet smile. 

" His majesty awaits you," said Fre- 
dersdorf, still standing at the door. 
Boden walked proudly by Fredersdorf; 
casting upon him a look of contempt, 
the latter returning it with a mocking 
grin. 

" The fox is caught," he whispered, 
as the door closed upon him. 

" Do you think so ? " said PoUnitz. 
"I am surprised and somewhat anx- 
ious at the king's receiving him." 

" Fear nothing, he is but received to 
be dismmed. The king's eye flamed, 
and his brow, usually so clear, was 
heavily clouded ; this betokens storms. 
May they break upon Boden's devoted 
head! Come, let us watch the tem- 
pest ; there is nothing more instructive 
than a royal hurricane." 

" Let us profit by the occasion, then," 
said P511nitz. 

The two courtiers slipped noiselessly 
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to the door and pushed the curtains 
carefully to one side, so as to see and 
hear clearly. 



CHAPTER n. 

THE KING AKB THE 8BCBETABY OF 
THE TBEASURY. 

The king received the secretary 
with a solemn and earnest bow. He 
stood leaning upon his writing-table, 
bis arms folded, and his eyes fixed 
upon Boden. Many a bold man had 
trembled at the eagle glance of Freder- 
ick, but Boden looked up clear, and 
betrayed neither confusion nor hesita- 
tion. 

" You insisted positively upon seeing 
me," said Frederick, sternly ; " let me 
hear now what you have to say." 

^^ I have much to say, and I must be- 
speak patience and indulgence ; I fear 
that my words will seem dry and tedious 
to your majesty." 

" Speak ; I will myself determine how 
far I can grant you patience and in- 
dulgence." 

"Your majesty is a fiery but noble 
and learned gentleman; besides this, 
you are young, and youth has a daring 
will — it can renew the old and lumber- 
ing wheel and push the woi^d forward 
in her progress. Your majesty will, 
can, and must do this ; God has given 
you not only the power, but the intel- 
lect and strength. Your majesty will 
change many things and inaugurate 
new measures. The old times must 
give way before the new era. I saw 
that the first time I looked into my 
young king's eye — ^in that bold eye in 
which is written a great and glorious 
future for Prussia; I understood that 
we, who had served the sainted king, 
might not appear worthy or young 
enough to carry out the purposes of the 
royal successor of Frederick William. 



I waited, also, for my dismissal ; but it 
came not. Your majesty did not re- 
move me from my office, and I confess 
this gave me pleasure. I said to my- 
self, *The king will not destroy, he 
will improve ; and if he believes that 
his father's old servants can help him 
in that, so will we serve him and carry 
out his purposes with a holy zeal. I 
know the secret machinery of state. 
Frederick William concealed nothing 
from me. I will explain all this to the 
young king; I will make him ac- 
quainted with this complicated and 
widely-spread poW^er ; I will have the 
honor of making known to him my 
knowledge of the revenue and its uses.' 
I rejoiced in the hope that I might yet 
serve my fetherland." 

"These are very friendly and per- 
haps well-meant propositions which 
you are making me," said the king, 
with a light laugh. "Happily, how- 
ever, I do not need them. I know al- 
ready what is necessary, and as I have 
found amongst the papers of my father 
all the accounts of the states-general, 
you can understand that I know exact- 
ly what I receive as revenue and what 
I am to disburse. Besides all this, I 
will not fatigue myself in minute de- 
tails on this subject ; I do not deem it 
of sufficient importance. My time is 
much occupied, and I have more im- 
portant and better things to do than to 
weary myself over dull questions of 
finance." 

"No, your majesty," cried Boden, 
" you have nothing more important or 
better to do. The finances are the 
blood - vessels of the state, and the 
whole body would dcken and die if 
these vessels should be choked or ir- 
regular in their action." 

" Then must we call the lancet to our 
aid," said the king. " I am the phy- 
sician of this revenue, you are the sur- 
geon only when I need the lancet; 
then will you strike the vein, and allow 
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BO much golden blood to flow as I think 
good and necessary." 

" No, this wiU I not do I " said Bo- 
den, resolutely; "your majesty can 
dismiss me, but you cannot force me to 
act against my conscience.^' 

^ Boden I " cried the king, in so loud 
and angry a tone, that even the two 
listening courtiers trembled and turned 
pale. 

"This man is already a corpse," 
whispered P511nitz. " I already smell, 
even here, the refreshing fragrance of 
his body. We will bury him, and be 
his smiling heirs." 

" Look, look at the fearful glance of 
the king I " whispered Fredersdorf ; 
" his eyes crush the over-bold, even as 
the glance of Jove crushed the Titans. 
Yes, you are right, Boden is a dead 
man. The king is so filled with scorn, 
he has lost the power of speech." 

" No, he opens his lips, let us listen." 

" Boden," said the king, " you forget 
that you speak with the son, and not 
with the father. You were the favor- 
ite of Frederick William, but you are 
not mine ; and I will not suffer this in- 
considerate and self-confident manner. 
Remember that, and go on." 

" So long as I am in your service," 
said the minister, with a slight bow, 
" it is my first and my holiest duty to 
express my opinions freely to your ma- 
jesty, to give you counsel according to 
the best of my strength and my ability. 
It remains with your majesty to reject 
my advice and to act differently, but 
still according to the constitution of the 
state." 

" The first duty of a servant is to give 
his counsel only when it is demanded. 
As I did not desire yours, you might 
have spared yourself this trouble." 

"Your majes^^y did not ask my coun- 
sel, that is true," said the minister ; 
**you only remembered me when you 
had commands to give as to the empty- 
ing of the royal treasuiy. Your majesty 



thought you had no use for your finance 
minister, as you had all the papers relat- 
ing to the states-general. Every one of 
your majesty's ministers is acquainted 
with these matters, and yet they would 
not feel able to decide the question of 
the disbursing of the kingly revenue ; to 
say under what circumstances, and con- 
formably to the powers of the states, 
this revenue should be disposed of. 
This, my king, requires a special knowl- 
edge ; and I, as minister of finance, 
dare boast that I understand this mat- 
ter." 

The king's brow became more and 
more clouded. "That maybe," said 
he, impatiently, " but I am not willing 
to be restrained in my operations by 
narrow-minded laws; I will not live 
meanly like my father, and think only 
of gathering millions together." 

"Nor did King Frederick William 
live for that," said the minister, boldly ; 
"he lived economically, but where 
there was want, he knew how to give 
with a truly royal hand ; this is proved 
by the provinces, by the cities and vil- 
lages which he built out of dust and 
ashes; this is proved by the half mil- 
lion of happy men who now inhabit 
them in peace and comfort More than 
three millions of dollars did the king 
give to Lithuania, which was a howling 
wilderness, filled with famine and pes- 
tilence, until relieved by the generosity 
of their monarch ; and while doing this 
he watched with close attention the ac- 
counts of his cook and spent but little 
money on the royal table. No I The 
king did not only gather millions to- 
gether — ^he knew how to disburse them 
worthily." 

" This man must be crazy," whispered 
Pdllnitz ; " he dares to praise the dead 
king at the expense and in the teeth of 
the living ; that is indeed bold folly, and 
must lead to his destruction. The king 
has turned a^ay from him; see, he goes 
to the window and looks without; he 
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will give himself time to master his 
scorn and conquer the desire which he 
feels to crush this daring worm to the 
earth. I tell you," added PoUnitz, 
" I would give Boden a hundred glasses 
of champagne from my cellar in the 
JSger Street if I could see the king 
punish him with his own hands." 

The king turned again to the minis- 
ter, who looked at^him like a man who 
dared all and was resigned to all ; he 
thought, with Pollnitz andPredersdorf, 
that the king would crush him with 
his wrath. But Frederick's &ce was 
calm, and a strangely mild glance 
beamed in his eye. 

" Well, if you praise my father for 
disbursing millions, so will you also be 
content with me, for it is my purpose 
zealously to imitate him. I will begin 
by putting my court upon a truly royal 
footing ; I will live as it becomes the 
King of Prussia. The necessary prep- 
arations are already commenced, and 
a detailed plan lies now upon the ta- 
ble ; I will sign it to-day." 

" May I read it, your majesty ? " said 
Boden. 

The king nodded. Boden took the 
paper and glanced hastily over it, 
while the king folded his arms behind 
him and walked backward and for- 
ward. 

" I find the king wondrously weari- 
some and patient," murmured Preders- 
dorf ; *^ it is not his manner generally 
to withhold so long his crushing 
glances." 

"And with what derisive laughter 
that man there reads my plan," said 
Pollnitz, gnashing his teeth; "fruly 
one might think he was making sport 
ofitl" 

" Have you read it.? " said the king, 
standing still before Boden, and look- 
ing at him sharply. 

" Yes, your majesty, I have read it.V 

" Well, and what think you of it ? " 

" That only PSlhiitz, who it is well 
11 



known has no gold, and is only ac- 
quainted with debt, could have drawn 
out such a plan, for the realization of 
which, not only Prussian gold, but a 
fountain of gold from the Arabian 
Nights, would be necessary." 

"i swear I will break this fellow's 
neck I " said Pollnitz. 

A faint smile might be seen on the 
lips of Frederick. " You do not ap- 
prove of this plan ? " said he, 

" Your majesty, we have no strong box 
from which this sum can be abstracted ; 
and if you are resolved to take from 
the state treasury the sum necessary for 
this purpose, so will this also be ex- 
hausted during the first year." 

" Well, let us leave this plan for the 
present, and tell me how you stand as 
to the means necessary to build the 
palace of the queen-mother. Have you 
received my instructions ? " 

" I have received them." 

"And you have disbursed the sum 
necessary ? " 

" No, sire, I cannot," 

" How I cannot, when I your king 
and lord command it ? " 

Boden bowed respectfiilly. "Your 
majesty, there is a greater lord— that is, 
my conscience ; and that forbids me to 
take this sum from the strong box desig- 
nated. You require four millions of 
dollars, and you desire that this sum 
shall be taken from the money set 
apart for the maintenance of the army 
and the assistance of famished and suf- 
fering villages and towns. I acknowl- 
edge that the court of his sainted ma- 
jesty was somewhat niggardly, and 
that you, sire, may justly find some 
changes necessary. If, however, it is 
determined to use for this purpose the 
funds set apart for other important ob- 
jects, then must your majesty impose 
new and heavy taxes upon your sub- 
jects, or you must dinunish the ar- 
my." 

"Diminish my army?" said the 
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king; *^ never, never shall that be 
done ! " 

" Then, sire, if the building of a pal- 
ace is absolutely necessary, take the 
sum for this purpose from your royal 
treasury; it contains now seven mil- 
lions of dollars, and as there is no war 
in prospect, you may well use four mil- 
lions of the seven in building a castle." 

" No, this will not do I " said Fred- 
erick. "This money is set apart for 
other o])jects ; you shall take these four 
millions from the designated sources." 

"I have bad already the honor to 
show your majesty the consequences 
of such a course. You declare you will 
not diminish the army : it only remains 
then to impose a new tax." 

'* Do that, then," said the king, in- 
differently ; " write a command for a 
new tax ; that is your affair." 

The minister looked at the king in 
painful surprise, and a profound sor- 
row was painted in his face. 

" If this must be so, your majesty," 
^S4id he, with a deeply-moved voice, 
-^^ then is the hour of my dismissal at 
^and, and I know what I have to do ; 
I am no longer young enough to bear 
the burden of a portfolio ; I belong to 
.the old and cautious time, and my 
ideas do not suit the young era. I ask 
your majesty, in all humility 'and sub- 
mission, to giv^ me my dismissal. Here 
IS the paper which contains the plan 
of the palace ; you will readily find an- 
other who will obey your commands. 
I am not sufficiently grown for this 
post of finance minister. I beg also for 
,my dismissal."" 

" At Za«i," said the king, with glis- 
tening eyes. 

" At last I " repeated P6Unitz ; " truly 
•it was a long time before this coward- 
ly man could be brought to the point." 

''Did I not tell you that the king 
was resolved to get rid of Boden ? " 
said Fredersdorf ; " but let us listen 1 
no, why should we listen. Boden has 



handed in his resignation, and the 
king has accepted it. I confess my 
back aches from this crouching posi- 
tion; I will go and drink a glass of 
champagne to the health of the new 
minister of finance." 

" You must not go. The king asked 
for you as Boden was announced, and 
commanded that we should wait here 
in the anteroom until called, as he had 
something of importance to communl- 
cate. Without doubt he will present 
me to-day with the deed of the house 
in JSger Street. Look! in the last 
window-niche I see a pair of very invi- 
ting chairs ; let us make ourselves com- 
fortable." 

The king had said "At last!" as 
Boden offered his resignation; after a 
short silence he added: "It seems to 
me that you hesitated a long time be- 
fore resigning." 

" It is true," said Boden, sadly ; " I 
certainly had occasion to take this step 
earlier, but I still hoped I might be 
useful to my king." 

"And this hope has not deceived 
you," said Frederick, drawing near to 
Boden, and laying his hand on his 
shoulder; " I cannot accept your resig- 
nation." 

Boden looked up amazed. The 
king's face was beautiful to behold — a 
touching and gentle expression spoke 
in every noble feature; his light-blue 
eye beamed with gladness and good- 
ness. 

"Howl Your majesty will not ac- 
cept my resignation ? " 

" No, it would be great folly in me," 
said Frederick, in a tone which brought 
tears to the eyes of the minister ; " it 
would be great folly to deprive myself, 
of so noble and faithful a servant. No, 
Boden, I am not so great a spendthrifb 
as to cast away such a treasure. Now 
in order that you may understand your 
king, I will make you a confession. 
You had been slandered to me, and my 
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distrust awakened. It was said of you 
that you filled the state treasury while 
the people hungered; it was said of 
you that you were resolved to hold on 
to your oflSice, and therefore carried out 
the commands of the king, even though 
unjust to the people. I wished to 
prove you, Boden, to see if you had 
been slandered or justly charged; I 
handled you, therefore, contemptuous- 
ly ; I gave you commissions which were 
oppressive; I drew upon the treasury 
so as to exhaust it fully ; I wished to 
know if you were only a submissive 
servant or an honest man. I had long 
to wait, and your patience and forbear- 
ance were great. To-day I put you to 
the extremest proof, and, by Heaven ! if 
you had carried out my unjust and un- 
wise instructions, I would not only 
have deprived you of your office, but I 
would have held you to a strict ac- 
count. You would have been a dis- 
honest servant, who, in order to flatter 
the king, was willing to sin against the 
people. The welfare of my people is 
holy to me, and they shall not be op- 
pressed by new taxes. Praised be 
Godl I can say I understand my du- 
ties; may every ruler do the same! 
May they keep their eyes steadily fixed 
upon their great calling; may they 
feel that this exaltation, this rank of 
which they are so proud, so jealous, is 
the gift of the people, whose happiness 
is intrusted to them ; that millions of 
men have not been created to be the 
slaves of one man, to make him more 
terrible and more powerful I The peo- 
ple do not place themselves under the 
yoke of a fellow-man to be the mar- 
tyrs of his humor and the playthings of 
his pleasure. No, they chose from 
amongst them the one they considered 
the most just, in order that he may 
govern them ; the lest^ to be their father ; 
the most humane, that he may sympa- 
thize with and assist them; the brav- 
est, to defend them from their enemies ; 



the wisest, that they may not be drag 
ged without cause into destructive wars 
— the man, in short, who seems to them 
the best suited to govern himself and 
them; to use the sovereign power to 
sustain justice and the laws, and not to 
play the tyrant. These are my views 
of what a king should be, and I will 
fulfil my calling, so help me, God 1 
You, Boden, must stand by and give 
me honest help." 

In the eyes of the minister might be 
seen joyful tears and a noble ambition ; 
he bowed low and kissed the extended 
hand of the king. 

" How gracious has God been to my 
fatherland in giving it such a prince 1 *• 

**You will not, then, insist upon 
your resignation ? " said the Mug. 
" You are content to serve me, provided 
I do not diminish my army, and do not 
impose new taxes upon the people ? " 

" I shall be proud and happy to serve 
my king," said Boden, deeply moved. 

" I must tell you, Boden, this will be 
no light service, and my ministers will 
be hereafter less important personages 
than they have supposed themselves to 
be ; I shall closely observe them all, and 
shall require much work of them, but I 
myself will be diligent It seems to me 
an idle prince is a poor creature, that 
the world has little use for. I am re- 
solved to serve my country with all myj 
powers ; but I will stand alone, inde-1 
pendent, self-sustaining. My minis-.^ 
ters will only be my instruments toj 
carry out my purposes ; they will have' 
much to do,gand have no infiuence. Ii 
will have no favorite, and never con- 
sult any other will than my own ; but 
I shall require of them to express their 
opinions' frankly and without fear in! 
answer to my questions, and that they 
shall not fail to call my attention to 
any errors I may permit, either throughi 
haste or want of judgment." 

" All this I will do," said Boden,' 
with deep emotion. " With God's bless- 
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ing I will serve my king and my father- 
land faitbfoUy to the end I " 

" We are agreed, then," said Freder- 
ick ; " yon will remain my minister. If 
you had not demanded your dismissal, 
I should have giyen it to you. I should 
have seen that you were justly accused, 
and were determined to retain your 
position at any price. Thank Gk)d, you 
have proved to me that you are an hon- 
est man 1 But," added the king, j* you 
are not only an honest man, but a bold, 
unterrified, truthful man ; a true fiiend, 
grateful for benefits received, you do 
cease to love your king and benefactor, 
even after his death. You have had 
the courage to defend the dead monarch, 
and to reproach his successor. The 
king cannot thank you for this ; but as 
a son, I thank you — I say, ' Come to 
my heart, true and faithful servant.' 
We kings are too poor to reward our 
servants in any other way than by con- 
fiding love." Frederick opened his 
arms and pressed Boden to his heart, 
who wept aloud. "And now," cried 
the king, "we understand each other, 

end know what we have to expect, and 
h&t is always a great gain in this 
Jworld, full of disappointment, hypoc- 
•isy, and cunning. I vnll now give 
rou a proof that I do not close my ear 
bo the reasonable counsels of my minis- 
ier, and that I am ready to offer up my 
personal wishes : I will not build this 
>alace for my mother — ^you have con- 
rinced me that 1 have not the income to 
'do so. I cannot take four niillions from 
the state treasury. This money will 
soon be needed for a more important ob- 
ject. But some changes are absolutely 
necessary in the royal palace ; it must 
be made more worthy of a king. Take, 
therefore, these plans and designs ; strike 
from them what you consider superflu- 
ous. Let me know what additions you 
think it best to adopt, and whence we 
gm draw the necessary funds," * 

• Thi^bftiilt, *' Hiitoiy of Berlin." 



CHAPTER m. 

THE Uin>EOEIVED OOUBTIEB. 

At the time when the king was pla- 
cing the extravagant plans, which Bar- 
von PoUnitz had drawn up, into the 
hands of his minister of finance, the 
baron was waiting in the anteroom, in 
a state of smiling security, entertaining 
his fiiend Fredersdorf with an account 
of his own future splendor and magnifi- 
cence, speaking especially of the enter- 
tainments which he intended giving in 
his new house in Jfiger Street. When 
at length the door of the royal cabinet 
was opened, and the minister of finance 
entered the anteroom, P511nitz and 
Fredersdorf stood up — ^not, however, to 
greet the minister, but to pass him with 
a cold, contemptuous smile, on their way 
to the door of the cabinet. The smile 
died suddenly on Pollnitz's lips, and 
he stood as if transfixed before the min- 
ister. 

" What are those papers which you 
hold ? " he asked, extending his hand 
as if he would tear them from Baron 
von Boden. 

The minister pushed him back, as he 
carelessly shrugged his shoulders. — 
" These are papers which his majesty 
handed me, that I might examine their 
contents, and see if they contain any 
thing but foUy." 

" Sir," said PoUnita, beside himself 
with rage, " these papers — ^" But he be- 
came suddenly silent, for the door of 
the cabinet was opened again, and the 
king entered the room. 

He glanced scornfully at Pdllnitz, 
who was scarcely able to conceal his an- 
ger, and approached Baron von Boden. 
" One thing more, minister," said the 
king — " I had forgotton that I had pre- 
pared a little surprise for you : I am 
aware that you are not rich, although 
you are the minister of finance, and I 
understand that you live in a limited 



THE UNDECEIVED COURTIER. 



166 



fway, scarcely worthy of your rank. 
We must alter this, and happily I know 
a house which even Baron von P511- 
nitz declares is worthy a nobleman. I 
present this house to you, with its en- 
tire contents. From this moment it is 
Jyours. Baron von P511nitz must go 
jwith you, and show it to you ; he can 
point out to you all the advantages and 
jconveniences which he has so often 
Iprais to me.'' 

/ Pollnitz stood pale, trembling, and 
confused. '*! do not know of what 
house your majesty speaks,'' he stam- 
mered — " of what house I can have said 
that it was worthy of the minister of 
finance." 

" Not of the minister of finance, but 
of a nobleman, and Boden is a noble- 
man, not only in name but in reality ; 
and is entirely worthy to possess the 
house which I have presented to him. 
You are well acquainted with it, P611- 
nitz ; it is the house which my father 
had built for Eckert, the beautiful 
house in JMger Street." 

*' The house in Jfiger Street I " cried 
Pollnitz, forgetting the restraint which 
the presence of the king usually im- 
posed. "No, no, your majesty is 
pleased to jest. You do not mean the 
house in J&ger Street, — ^that house 
whi(5h — " 

" That house," interrupted the king, 
in a stern voice, "that house which 
pleased you so well, that you, as foolish 
children sometimes do, confused reality 
with your dreams, and imagined that 
this house already belonged to you, 
merely because you desired that it 
should do so. I would have smiled at 
this childish folly, if it had remained an. 
amusement for your unemployed fancy ; 
but you have deceived others as well as 
yourself, and that is an unpardonable 
jTault, and one which you must repair 
immediately if you do not wish to be 
dismissed from my service." 

" I do not understand your majesty ; 



I do not know how I have forfeited 
the favor of the king." 

The king glanced angrily at the 
pale, trembling courtier. " You under- 
stand perfectly, Baron von Pollnitz, of 
which fault, among the many that you 
daily and hourly conunit, I speak. You 
know it has pleased you to declare that 
the house, which I have just present- 
ed to Boden, is yours, and that you 
have found credulous people who have 
loaned you money on that representa- 
tion." 

" Will your majesty grant me a fa- 
vor?" said Minister von Boden, glan- 
cing kindly at Pollnitz, who stood near 
him crushed and trembling. 

The king consented by bowing si- 
lently, and the minister proceeded : 

"Your majesty has just made me 
most rich and happy, and I consider it 
my duty, as it is my pleasure, to share 
both riches and happiness with my fel- 
low-creatures. Baron von Pollnitz, by 
the commands of the late king, exe- 
cuted the plans for the house which 
your majesty has so kindly presented 
to me : he also selected the decorations 
and furniture, and this may have led 
him to believe that the house, which 
had been built and furnished according 
to his taste, might become his own. I 
am much indebted to Pollnitz, for a 
man so plain and simple as I am would 
never have been able to make this 
house so tasteful and elegant. Permit 
me, therefore, your majesty, to liqui- 
date this debt by considering the small 
mortgage which Baron von Pollnitz 
has put upon this house, as my af- 
Mr." 

"What reply do you make to this 
proposition?" said the king, turning 
to PSUnitz. 

" That if your majesty allows me I 
wiQ accept it with pleasure, and I 
merely wish to ask the minister wheth- 
er he will only take up those moi*t- 
gages which I have alreadv put upon 



166 



FBEDSRICK THE GREAT AKD HIS COURT. 



the bouse, or the others which I intend 
putting?" 

^ Ah ! " cried the king, langhing, 
" yon are incorrigible. If poor Boden 
is to satisfy not only jGur old creditors 
but yonr new ones, the present I have 
made him would probably reduce him 
to b^gary in a few months. No, no, 
this one mortgage is sufficient, and as 
it amounts to only a few thousand dol- 
lars, it 1^11 be paid from my parse ; 
and that my gift to you, Boden, may 
haye no drawback, Pollnitz may con- 
flider himself thus r^aid for his trou- 
ble about the plans and arrangements 
of your house. — ^But woe to you, Poll- 
nitz, if I should again hear of such 
folly and deceit; and if you do not 
give up such disgraceful conduct, and 
act in a manner becoming your rank 
and office, this is the last time that I 
will show any mercy for your folly! 
If there is a repetition of it, I will be 
inexorable — only a stem judge and 
king." 

'^Your majesty plunges me into an 
abyss of despair," said PoUnitz, wring- 
ing his handa ^You demand that I 
shall create no new debts ; and how is 
it possible to ayoid that, when I haye 
not even the money to pay the old 
ones? If your majesty desires that I 
should lead a new life, you should 
have the kindness to pay my old 
debts." 

The king paced the room silently for 
a short time, and then stood before 
PoUnitz, and said : 

^ You are so shameless and absurd, 
that I must either drive you away, or 
content myself with laughing at you. 
I wDl, however, remember that my fa- 
ther and grandfiither Umghed at you, 
and for the present I will also laugh, 
as I laugh at the siUy pranks of merry 
Baths, my monkey. But even Baths 
was punished yesterday because he was 
too daring with his monkey tricka 
Mark this, Baron von Pdllnitz, I wiU 



pay your debts this time; but if it 
should occur to you to make new ones, 
I will forget that you were the jester 
of my fiither and grandfather, and 
only remember that so reckless an indi- 
vidual cannot remain in my service. 
Now accompany the minister to the 
JSger Street, and show him his house. 
—Your audience is at an end, gentle- 
men." 

After the two barons had left the 
room, the king stood for a long time 
as if lost in thought. He did not ap- 
pear to be aware that he was not alone 
— ^that Fredersdorf was standing in the 
window, to which he had withdrawn 
on the appearance of the monarch, and 
had been a trembling, despairing wit- 
ness to this scene, which had disturbed 
his plans and hopes. Suddenly the 
king walked rapidly through the 
room, and stood before Fredersdorf — 
his eyes, usually so clear and bright, 
veiled as with a cloud, and an expres- 
sion of deep melancholy upon his noble 
&ce. 

^ Fredersdorf" he said, with a voice 
so mild and gentle, that his hearer 
trembled, and a deadly pallor over- 
spread his countenance — ^'* Fredersdorf, 
is it really true that you all think of 
me only as a king, never as your fel> 
low-man? that yon have no love for 
your sovereign, only envy and hatred, 
only malice and cunning? And you, 
also, Fredersdorf, yon whom I have 
loved, not as a master loves his ser- 
vant, but as a dear Mend, with whom 
I have often forgotten that I was a 
prince, and only remembered that I 
was with a Mend, who had a feeling 
heart for my cares and sorrows, and 
entertained a little love not for the 
prince but for the man ! Are yon all 
determined to make me cold-hearted 
and distrustful? are you laboring to 
turn my heart to stone — to cut off my 
soul from Mth and love ? A day will 
come when you will call me cold and 
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relentless, and no one will say that it 
was those I loved and trusted who 
made me thus.'' 

"Mercy I mercy I my king," prayed 
Fredersdorf^ sinking to the feet of 
Frederick. " Kill me I destroy me 
with your anger 1 only do not show me 
such kindness and love. Oh ! your 
majesty does not know how I love you, 
how my heart is bound up in yours ; 
but I have a wild and ambitious heart, 
and in the thirst of my ambition I was 
not satisfied to remain the servant of 
my king. I wished to become power- 
ful and influentiaL I longed to mount 
high above those who now look down 
upon and despise me because I am a 
servant. This, sire, is my whole crime, 
the remorseful confession of my guilt." 

" You did not wish to betray your 
king, you only desired to be the lord 
of your lord. You wished to reign 
through me. Poor Fredersdorf, do 
you think it such happiness to be a 
king? Do you not know that this 
royal crown, which seems so bright to 
you, is only a crown of thorns, which 
is concealed with a little tinsel and a 
few spangles ? Poor Fredersdorf, you 
are ambitious; I will gratify you in 
this as far as possible, but you must 
conquer the desire to control my will, 
and influence my resolutiona A king 
is only answerable to God," proceeded 
Frederick, " and only from God can he 
receive control or commands. I am 
the servant of Him, but the master of 
men. I will gratify your ambition, 
Fredersdorf, I will give you a title. 
You shall no longer be a mere servant, 
but a private secretary ; and that you 
may be a master as well as a servant, I 
present you the estate Czernihon, near 
Rheinsberg. There you will be lord 
of your peasants and workmen, and 
learn if it is not a thankless office to 
rule. Are you satisfied, my poor Fre- 
dersdorf?" 

Fredersdorf could not answer; he 



pressed his lips to the hand of the king, 
and wept aloud. 
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Joy and exultation reigned in the 
house of the rich manufacturer Or- 
guelin. The proud daughter had con- 
sented to become the wife of Count 
Rhedern ; she had at last accepted him, 
and the happy father, delighted at the 
prospect of soon becoming father-in- 
law to a couut, busied himself with 
the preparations for the approaching 
wedding festivities, which were des- 
tined to excite the admiration and as- 
tonishment of the entire city by their 
magnificence and prodigal splendor. 
At this festival the future Countess 
Rhedern was to appear for the last 
time in the circle of her old friends, 
and then to take leave of them for- 
ever; for, as a matter of course, the 
Countess Rhedern would have to form 
new friendships and seek other society 
than that to which she had been accus- 
tomed as Mademoiselle Orguelin. But 
M. Orguelin desired to exhibit to his 
associates, the manufacturers and mer- 
chants, this splendid nobleman who 
had now become his son ; he wished to 
excite the envy and admiration of his 
friends by the princely magnificence of 
his house. 

All this, however, was far from being 
agreeable to Count Rhedern, who had 
other plans. His creditors and his pov- 
erty compelled him to marry this rich 
tnerchant's daughter, but he had no de- 
sire or intention of entering into any 
association or connection with the 
friends and relations of his wife ; and 
even if it should be necessary to recog- 
nize his rich father-in-law, it did not 
follow that he would appear at his 
fetes, to add lustre to the entertain- 
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ment and be showir off as a highly 
ornamental acquisitiou. He trembled 
when he thought of the ridicule of the 
court cavaliers, to whom it would be 
an inexhaustible subject of jest, that he, 
the marshal of the queen, and a cava- 
lier of the old nobility, had played this 
r6le at d^/ete of the hourgeoisie, and had 
conversed, eaten, and danced, with 
manufacturers and tradespeople. That 
could not and should not be I To pre- 
serve the prestige of his house, a noble- 
man might marry the daughter of a 
merchant, if she possessed a million, 
but he could not stoop so low as to 
consider himself a member of her fam- 
ily, and to recognize this or that rela- 
tive. Count Bhedem thought of some 
plan by which he could frustrate this 
scheme of his father-in-law in regard to 
the wedding festivities, which would 
bring him' into such undesirable and 
disagreeable association with persons 
beneath his rank, as he desired to avoid 
as far as possible all eclat in this mis- 
alliance. With a smiling countenance 
he entered one morning into the mag- 
nificent parlor of his affianced, who 
with her father's assistance was en- 
gaged in making out a list of the wed- 
ding-guests. The count seated him- 
self near his future bride, and listened 
with inward horror to the terrible and 
barbarous names which were placed on 
the list, the possessors of which could 
never appear at a knightly tournament 
or court festival, and were consequently 
excluded firom all the joys and honors 
of the gay and fashionable world. 

" Well," said the father, exultingly, 
■" what do you think of our fete f It 
will be perfectly magnificent, will it 
not ? The richest merchants of Berlin 
will be present ; and if one were to es- 
timate us by our wealth, it would be 
found that more millions would be as- 
sembled there than Germany has inhab- 
itants. You will readily understand, 
my dear son, that in order to do honor 



to such guests, great preparations are 
necessary, for it is not easy to excite 
the astonishment and admiration of 
these proud merchants. It is quite 
easy to surprise one of your barons or 
counts ; you are delighted when enter- 
tained with champagne or fine Holstdn 
oysters, but a rich merchant turns 
scornfully from turtle-soup and Indian 
birds'-nests. Nevertheless, my proud 
guests shall be surprised; they shaU 
have a dinner, the like of which they 
have never seen. For this purpose I 
have ordered two of the best cooks 
from Paris, who will arrive in a few 
days. They have written that they 
will need at least two weeks to make 
the necessary preparations for the wed- 
ding-dinner. For their services I shall 
pay them a salary which is perhaps 
equal to the half-yearly pay of a mar- 
shal or chamberlain. Moreover we 
shall have fireworks, illuminations, 
splendid music; yes, I have even 
thought of having a stage erected, and 
of engaging a French company to 
amuse our guests with a few comedies." 

** I am only afraid that but few of our 
guests will understand a word of these 
French plays," exclaimed his daughter, 
laughing. 

" That is quite possible ; neverthe- 
less French is now the rage, and it will 
attract attention if we have a French 
play. — And you, my dear son, what do 
you say to all this ? You look almost 
vexed." 

*^ I sigh because you wish to defer the 
wedding for so long a time.*' 

" Ah, that is a compliment for you, 
my daughter. Lovers are always im- 
patient." 

*^ But I did not sigh only because I 
would so long be deprived of the hap- 
piness of leading my dear Caroline to 
the altar, but because I should thereby 
lose the pleasure of presenting her to 
the court as my wife, on the occasion 
of the large and most magnificent court 
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ball with which the season will be 
opened." 

"A court baU is to take place ? " 
asked Caroline Orguelin, with vivacity. 
" The king has, I believe, not yet re- 
turned from his journey.'* 

" But will do so in a few days, and as 
tbe court mourning is now at an end, 
the king will give a brilliant masquerade 
ball, which will probably be the only 
one given this winter." 

*' A masquerade ball ! " exclaimed his 
bride ; " and I have never seen one ! " 

'' And this is to be a most magnifi- 
cent one. Moreover-, the queen-mother 
has already promised me an invitation 
for my wife, and requested me to pre- 
sent her to the entire court on this oc- 
casion." 

"And it is impossible to have the 
wedding any sooner ? " asked Caroline, 
impatiently. 

*' Quite impossible," said M. Orguelin. 

"And why impossible?" said the 
count. " Could we not have the wed- 
ding at an early day, and the festival 
later ? Could we not, as is now custom- 
ary in .high circles, be married quietly, 
and have the festival at a later day ? 
These noisy weddings are a little out of 
fashion at the present day, and it would 
be said at court that the wealthy and 
highly-cultivated M. Orguelin showed 
his disregard for the customs of our 
young and modem court, by adhering 
to those of the old regime.^^ 

" God forbid that I should do that I " 
exclaimed M. Orguelin, in a terrified 
voice. 

" Father, I detest noisy meny-mak- 
ings, and insist on a quiet marriage. It 
shall not be said at court that Made- 
moiselle Orguelin, with all her acquaint- 
ances, had rejoiced over the inestima- 
bre happiness of becoming the wife of 
a count. I will be married quietly; 
afterward the count may give Afete in 
honor of our marriage, which you, my 
£Either, can return." 



As usual, M. Orguelin submitted to 
his daughter's will, and it was deter- 
mined that a quiet wedding should take 
place in a few days, to be followed on 
a later day by a magnificent /(?^a in the 
house of the father-in-law. 

" At which I shall certainly not be 
present," thought Count Rhedern, while 
he expressed his entire satisfaction with 
this arrangement. 

Mademoiselle Orguelin's proudest 
wishes were about to be accomplished. 
She was to be introduced at court, and 
the queen-mother had graciously de- 
clared her intention of presenting her 
to the king at the approaching mas- 
querade. There was now wanting but 
one thing, and that was a suitable cos- 
tume for this important occasion ; and 
Count Rhedern assured her, with a 
sigh, that it would be very difficult to 
prepare it, as it would be almost im- 
possible to find a tailor who would un- 
dertake to make, in so short a time, the 
gold-brocaded train which was neces- 
sary. 

"Pelissier, the new French tailor, 
has even refused to make a little cloak 
for me," said Count Rhedern, " and his 
female assistants, who are the most 
fashionable dressmakers, have been 
deaf to all entreaties for the last week. 
They take no more orders for the mas- 
querade, and it was only yesterday that 
I met Countess Hake, who had been 
with the pretty Blanche while I was 
with her father, descending the steps, 
wringing her hands and bathed in 
tears, because the proud dressmakers 
had replied to her prayers and entrea- 
ties with a cruel * Impossible I ' " 

" I know, however, that Herr Pricker, 
the court dressmaker of the two qUeens, 
would not make me this reply," said 
Caroline Orguelin, proudly, " but that 
he would furnish whatever is necessary, 
even if he should be forced to take sev- 
eral additional assistants." 

" Then let us drive to Herr Pricker," 
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said her affianced, smiling; "but we 
must go at once, for we have no time 
to lose, and you can well imagine that 
I shoul/i be inconsolable, if, after our 
marriage, I could not present you to 
the court as my wife on the first suita- 
ble occasion." 

" Yes, we have no time to lose," re- 
peated Caroline, ringing a bell, and 
ordering her carriage. When, after a 
few minutes, Caroline Orguelin and 
the count were alone in the carriage, 
she turned to him with a mocking 
smile, and remarked: "The wedding 
is, then, to take place the day after to- 
morrow ? " 

"Yes, my dearest Caroline, and on 
that day I shall be the happiest of 
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men. 

" Your creditors," said she, shrugging 
her shoulders, " were then becoming so 
pressing that you suddenly experienced 
an ardent longing for my dowry." 

"My creditors?" asked the count; 
"I do not understand you, dearest 
Caroline." 

"You understand me very well," 
said she, with cutting coldness ; " it is, 
moreover, time that we understand 
each other, once for all. Know, there- 
fore, my dear sir, that I have not al- 
lowed myself to be deceived either by 
your tender protestations or by the rdle 
of an impatient lover, which you have 
acted so well. I am neither young nor 
pretty enough to awaken a passion in 
the breast of so noble and excellent a 
cavalier as Count Rhedem. You are 
poor, but rich in debts, and you needed 
therefore a rich wife; and as I hap- 
pened to have more money than any 
of the beautiful and noble ladies of the 
court, you determined to marry me, 
deeming my rich' dowry a sufficient 
compensation for the disgrace infficted 
on your noble house. In a word, you 
chose me because you were tired of be- 
ing dunned by your creditors, and of 
living in a state of secret misery ; and 



I — I bought Count Rhedern with my 
million, in order that I might appear 
at court." 

"Well, truly, these confessions are 
very curious, highly original," said 
Count Rhedern, with a forced smile. 

" They are, however, necessary. We 
need no longer trouble oiu'selves with 
this useless acting and hypocrisy. It 
is also but just that I should inform 
you why I so ardently desire to become 
a lady of quality, that is, why I wish 
to be able to appear at court, for I 
hope you do not consider me silly 
enough to buy a count for the mere 
sake of being ca,lled countess ? " 

" I should consider this wish by no 
means a silly one," murmured the 
count. 

"No," continued his bride, "I de- 
sired to become a countess that I might 
obtain access to court and enjoy a hap- 
piness of which thousands Uuld I 
envious, although like the moth I could 
only flutter round the brilliant and 
dazzling light until it burned me to 
death. I told you I was no longer 
young. I, however, still have a young 
heart, a fresher heart perhaps than aU 
your proud and beautiful ladies of the 
court, for mine was as hard and clear 
as crystal, until — ^" 

" Well, conclude," said the count, as 
she hesitated; "continue these little 
confessions, which are certainly rarely 
made before, but generally after mar- 
riage. You spoke of your heart hav- 
ing been as hard and clear as crystal, 
until—" 

"Until I had seen the king," con- 
tinued his bride, blushing, " until I had 
gazed in those wondrous eyes, until I 
had seen the smile, so proud, and yet 
so mild and gentle, with which he 
greeted his people from the balcony." 

" It was then at the coronation that 
you formed the genial resolution of 
loving the king ? " 

" Yes, it was on the coronation day 
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that I for the first time comprehended 
how grand, how noble and sublime, a 
true man could be. And my soul 
bowed in humility and obedience be- 
fore the commanding glance of this 
Titan, and my heart bowed in adora- 
tion at the feet of this man, whose smile 
was so wondrous, and whose eyes spoke 
such great things. Oh I had I been 
near him as you were, I would have 
fallen at his feet and have said to him : 
' I accept you as my master and my 
divinity ; you are my ideal, and I will 
adore you as such with a pure and 
noble worship.' But I was far ofi", and 
could only pray to him in thought. 
I determined that I would be near him 
at some day ; and I, who had wished 
to remain single, determined in this 
moment to marry — but to marry only 
a cavalier of the court. I inquired of 
my companion the names of the cava- 
liers who stood behind the king, and 
the most of them were married, but 
you were not, and I was told that you 
possessed a great many debts and very 
small means of paying them. On this 
day I told my father : * I wish to mar- 
ry Count Rhedem, I desire that you 
should purchase him for me, as you 
recently purchased the handsome set 
of Nvu'emberg jewelry.' " 

" Really, a very flattering and ingen- 
ious view of the matter," said the 
count, with a forced laugh. 

Caroline continued : " My father in- 
trusted this affair to a broker who had 
frequently done business for him be- 
fore, and who proved to be an apt 
trader on this occasion, for you see he 
purchased the goods we desired, and 
the busioess transaction has been con- 
cluded. Count Rhedem, you will now 
understand why I made the condition 
that I should be admitted at court, and 
recognized as your countess, before I 
determined to become your wife," 

"I understand perfectly well,*' said 
the count, peevishly; "you made 



use of me as a bridge over which you 
might pass from your father's shop to 
the royal palace, as I will make use of 
you to pay my debts, and to enable me 
to live a life worthy of a nobleman. 
Ah, now that we understand one another 
so well, we shall be perfectly at ease, and 
live a free and unconstrained life with- 
out annoying each other." 

" Still, my dear Rhedem, you will 
sometimes experience a slight annoy- 
ance at my hands," said the daughter 
of the millionnaire, gently placing her 
hand on the count's shoulder. ^'It 
was not only on account of your cred- 
itors that you desired so early a mar- 
riage, but mainly because the count 
considered it beneath his dignity to 
take part in the festivities of manufac- 
turers and merchants. But I must in- 
form you, dear sir, that I shall never 
forget that my father is a merchant, 
and that all my friends are the daugh- 
ters of manufacturers and merchants. 
I will be a grateful daughter and a 
true friend, and I will compel you to 
show the same respect to my father 
and friends that I will show to yours." 

" Compel I " exclaimed the count, 
" you will compel me ? " 

" I said * compel,' ^d you will soon 
perceive that it is in my power to do 
so. Listen: ray father promised you 
that my dowry should be a million, out 
of which, however, your debts, and 
the expense of my trousseau, are to be 
defrayed. Your debts, including the 
mortgage on your estates, amount to 
two hundred thousand, and my trotts- 
seau, diamonds, and the furnishing of 
my house will cost about the same sum. 
There will remain, therefore, but six 
hundred thousand, of which you will 
enjoy the benefit, according to our 
marriage contract. But you will read- 
ily understand that the interest of this 
small capital will not support the 
daughter of a rich merchant respecta- 
bly, and that if I should desire to en- 
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tertain the kmg in my house, I would 
perhaps expend in one evening the 
half of my income." 

The count regarded his bride Tirith 
admiration, almost with reverence. — 
^'Tou then think that we could not 
live on the interest of six hundred thou- 
sand dollars ? " asked he. 

^ I do not only think so, but am sure 
of it, for I needed as much when a 
girl. Ah, my dear count, a great deal 
of money is necessary to gratiiy one's 
humors and caprices. My father is 
well aware of this fiict, and has, there- 
fore, given me as pin money a second 
million ; this will, however, remain in 
his busmess, and I shall only receive the 
interest in monthly payments. I must, 
however, remark that this interest is not 
a part of my dowry, but is my personal 
property, with which I can do as I see 
fit I can, if I wish, give/^^ with 
this money, pay your debts, purchase 
horses and equipages for you, or I can 
give it to my father, who can make 
very good use of it in his business. 
And now, pay attention : whenever you 
choose to neglect the proper and duti- 
ful attention due to your wife, her 
father, or her friends, I will relinquish 
my pin money to my fether, and you 
must look to some other source for the 
necessary funds." 

'* But I shall always be an attentive 
and grateful husband, and a dutiful son 
to your fSather," exclaimed the count, 
charmed with the prospect of a second 
million. 

"Then you will do well," said his 
bride, gravely, " for your monthly in- 
come will thereby be increased by four 
thousand dollars. Tou see I am a true 
merchant's daughter, and understand 
accounts. I have bought you,* and 
know your worth, but I also desire to 
be properly esteemed and respected by 
you. You must never think you have 
honored me by making me a countess, 
but must always remember that my 



father is a millionnaire, whose only 
daughter and heiress pays you for your 
amiability, your title, and her admis- 
sion to court And now enough of 
these tedious affairs. The carriage has 
stopped, and we have arrived at our 
destination; let us put on our masks 
again, and be the fond lovers who 
marry for pure love and tenderness." 

**And in truth you deserve to be 
loved," exclaimed the count, pressing 
her hand to his lips. "You are the 
most discreet and charming of women, 
and I have no doubt that I shall love 
you ardently some day." 

"Poor count," said she, laughing, 
"on that day you will deserve com- 
miseration, for I shall certainly never 
fall in love with you. A heart like 
mine loves but once, and dies of that 
love." 

" I hope that this death will at least 
be a very slow one," said the count, 
jumping out of the carriage, and as- 
sisting his bride-elect to. descend. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE FBENCH AND OEBMAN TAILORS, OB 
THE MONTAGUES Am> CAFULETS OF 
BEBLIN. 

Hebb Pbickeb stood at his win- 
dow ; his face was sad, and he looked 
with a troubled gaze at the house on 
the other side of the street This was 
the house of the new French tailor, Pe- 
lissier. Many splendid equipages were 
drawn up before the door, and crowds 
of gayly-dressed men and women were 
passing an and out Alas for earthly 
grandetit ! alas for popular applause! 
Pricker stood at his window; no one 
had rung his bell, not a carriage had 
been seen at his door, since the arrival 
of the French tailor. Pricker was a 
lost man, wounded in his ambition, his 
most sacred feelings trampled upon, 
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and his just claim to the gratitude of 
his generation disallowed. What ad- 
vantage was it to him to be the ac- 
knowledged tailor of two queens? 
Since, in the ardor of his patriotism, he 
had refused to employ French hands, 
not one of all those ladies who had 
formerly confided to him the secrets of 
their toilets, remembered his discretion 
or his ability to hide their defects, or 
supply their wants. The fickle and 
ungrateful world had forsaken him. 
Even the QohenzoUems had forgotten 
the great deeds and still greater ser- 
vices of the Prickers, and no longer 
knew how to reward true merit. Since 
Pelissier took the opposite house, 
Pricker^s heart was broken ; night and 
day he was consumed with anguish ; 
but he made no complaint, he suffered 
in Spartan silence, and like a hero cov- 
ered his bleeding wounds. One soft 
eye, one kindred heart, discovered his 
silent sorrow; she, too, sorrowed as 
those without hope ; she had not even 
the courage to offer consolation. In this 
hour of extremity poor Pricker some- 
times thought of selling his house, but 
tlie next moment he would blush at his 
weakness and cowardice in thus aban- 
doning the field to his foe. 

In spiteful arrogance the French 
tailor had settled himself in the oppo- 
site house. It was a challenge for life 
or death given him by Pelissier, and it 
should not be said that a Pricker igno- 
miniously declined the contest. Pricker 
must remain, he must def^ his adver- 
sary, and yield only in direst extremity 
to this dandy Frenchman; he would 
therefore remain in those ancestral 
balls, which had so long sheltered the 
tailor of the two queens. He remained, 
but the death-worm was gnawing at 
his heart. Pricker still gazed across 
the street, and with an added pang he 
saw another carriage rolling in that di- 
rection ; but no, this time the carriage 
turned to his side of the street. In the 



first joy of his heart he sprangforward 
to open the door and aid the ladies in 
descending; he checked himself in 
time, however, remembering that this 
would compromise the dignity of his 
house. 

In a few moments the Frau Pricker 
announced the rich Mademoiselle Or- 
guelin and her future husband. Pricker 
advanced to meet them with calm com- 
posure, but there was tumultuous joy in 
his heart. 

"You will be surprised, my dear 
Pricker, that we did not send for you, 
but we should have lost time by that, 
and our affairs demand the greatest 
haste." 

Pricker bowed proudly. " My house 
is accustomed to receive noble persons ; 
my grandfather had once the happiness 
to welcome a prince. In what can I 
serve you ? " 

" I need two complete court toilets," 
said Mademoiselle Orguelin — " the 
robes for a first presentation, and then 
for a great court ball." 

" Then you wish a robe with a bro- 
cade train ; I would choose blue velvet, 
it is most becoming to blondes, and 
throws a heavenly light upon their 
complexions." 

" Then we will take sky blue," said 
the millionnaire's daughter, " with a 
train of silver. For the ball dress, my 
&ther has given me a dress woven in 
velvet and gold." 

"Your toilets will be superb, and 
the appearance of the Countess Rhe- 
dem will do honor to the house of 
Pricker." 

" You must promise to be ready in 
eight days." 

" In four, if necessary," said Pricker, 
taking the long measure from his wife 
and approaching the lady. 

"I leave the trimmings entirely to 
your taste, but of course my dress must 
be of the newest French cut." 

Pricker had laid the measure around 
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the slender waist of Mademoiselle Or- 
guelin ; he now removed it violently. 
" You desire your dresses made after the 
latest French style? " he said, harshly. 

"Of course; that is surely under- 
stood ; no decent tailor would work in 
any other style. I should indeed be 
ridiculous to appear at court in a stiff 
old German costume ! You must make 
me the tight-fitting French waist, the 
long points in front, the narrow sleeves 
reaching to the elbow and trimmed 
with rich lace." 

Pricker folded his measure with he- 
roic determination and laid it upon the 
table. " Your dress cannot be made in 
the house of Pricker, mademoiselle." 

"What I you relnse to work for 
me ? " 

" I will not adopt the French fash- 
ions; that would be an insult to my 
ancestors ! I will remain true to the 
good old German customs." 

"Reflect," said Count Rhedem, " how 
much this obstinacy will cost you. 
You will lose all the patronage of the 
court ; all the world adopts the new 
French fashions." 

"That is true," said the sorrowful 
Pricker. He approached and pointed 
through the window to the house op- 
posite. " Once sfll those carriages stood 
before my door ; once I dressed all those 
noble people ; a wink would be sufficient 
to recall them. Would I be false to the 
customs of my fathers, would I employ 
French workmen, all those carriages 
would be arrrayed before my door. I 
hold the destiny of that contemptible 
Frenchman in my hands ; a word from 
me, and he would be ruined ; but I will 
not speak that word. Let him live to 
the disgrace and shame of the Germans 
who abandon the time-honored customs 
of their Mherland ! " 

The count offered his arm to his 
bride, and said, mockingly : " I thank 
you for your addresa I see that a Ger- 
man tailor may be a consummate fool ! 



— Come, my dear Caroline, we will go 
to Monsieur Pelissier." 

Pricker remained alone ; grand and 
proud he stood in the middle of the 
saloon, and looked up, like a conquer- 
ing hero, at the grim portraits of bis 
ancestors. " Be satisfied with me," he 
murmured; "I have made a new sac- 
rifice to your manes. My house is Ger- 
man, and German it shall remain." 

At this moment there arose on the 
air the clear, full voice of his daughter, 
who was practising with Quantz a fa- 
vorite Italian air of the king. ^^JVel 
tue giomi fdiee rieordati da 7w«," sang 
the beautiful Anjia, while Father 
Pricker ran, like a madman, up and 
down the room, and stopped his ears, 
that he might not hear the hateful 
sound. He cursed himself for allow- 
ing the monster Quantz to come to the 
house. 

" Alas ! alas ! I have closed my heart 
to the new era and its horrors, but I 
shall lose my children ; they will not 
wish to wander in my ways." 

At this moment Anna entered the 
room, with sparkling eyes and rosy 
cheeks. "Father," she said, hastily, 
" the supreme desire of my heart will 
now be fulfilled. Qnantz has at last 
promised that I shall sing at the next 
court concert. In eight days the king 
returns, and a concert will be arranged, 
at which I, your happy daughter, will 
sing an Italian song." 

" Italian I " 

" She will sing Italian," murmured 
Quantz, who was listening at the door. 
" She will give all the world an oppor- 
tunity to laugh and ridicule her, and I 
shall be responsible; I would rather 
diel" 

Anna was greatly excited, and did 
not notice l^er teacher ; and, as her 
mother entered the room, she embraced 
her warmly. " Mother, mother, Quantz 
has pronounced me worthy to sing at 
the court. I shall cover myself with 
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glory, and the daughter of the tailor 
will fill all Germany with her fame ! " 

"Unhappy child, do you not know 
that your father is present ? " 

" Oh, my father shall be proud of 
me ! " cried Anna. 

The Frau Pricker was frightened at 
the grave looks of her husband. Anna 
scarcely noticed her parents ; she said : 
"Father, it is high time to think of 
my dress; it must be new and ele- 
gant." 

" You shall have it," said her father, 
solemnly ; " it is an honor to sing before 
the king. I will make you a magnifi- 
cent dress out of your mother's bridal 
robe." 

Anna laughed contemptuously. " No, 
no, father ; the time is passed when 
we dared to wear the clothes of our 
great-grandmothers. The day is gone 
by for family relics. How the ladies of 
the court would laugh at my mother's 
old flowered robe I Besides, the dress 
ia too narrow for a modem hoop robe, 
the only style now tolerated." 

" A hoop robe I " cried the father, in 
tones of horror ; " she wishes to wear a 
hoop robe 1 " 

"Yes, and why not?" said Anna. 
" Does not the beautiful Blanche wear 
one ? and have not all the court ladies 
adopted them? no fashionable lady 
dare now appear without a hoop robe." 

"Who is Blanche?" cried Hen- 
Pricker, rising from his chair and 
looking threateningly at Anna, "who 
is Blanche ? " 

"Do you not know, father? Oh, 
you are only pretending not to know ! 
Dearest Blanche, whom I love like a 
sister, and to whom I can only pay 
stolen visits, for her father is furious 
that you have not returned his visit, 
and has forbidden any of his family to 
enter our house." 

" He did right ; and I also forbid you 
to cross his threshold. I thought, 
Anna, you had too much pride to enter 



the house of your father's enemy, or 
speak to his daughter." 

Anna shrugged her shoulders silently, 
and now quick steps were heard ap- 
proaching. 

" OA, quel plaidr d)etre amoureuse I " 
sang a fresh, manly voice. 

" French I " cried Pricker, wild with 
rage. " William singing French ! " 

The door was hastily opened, and 
William, heir to the house of Pricker, 
stood upon the threshold. He was 
arrayed in most charming costume. A 
tight -fitting coat, short - waisted and 
long -tailed, wide sleeves, and large 
mother-of-pearl buttons ; the cuffs and 
high - standing collar were richly em- 
broidered in silver ; his vest was " eou- 
leur de chair ^^^ and instead of a long 
plait, William had covered his hair 
with a powered wig. A small three- 
cornered hat, worn jauntily to one side, 
was embroidered with silver, and orna- 
mented with a black feather : in his 
hand he held .a slight, graceful cane. 
William appeared before his father a 
complete model of a new-fashioned 
French dandy. Rage and horror 
choked the old man's utterance. 

" Well, fathet, do I please you ? Is 
not this attire worthy of a nobleman ? 
Only, I cannot wear the white feather, 
which they say belongs exclusively to 
the nobility." 

"Where did you get these clothes, 
William ? " said his father, approaching 
him slowly : " who gave you the money 
to pay for them? It is a fool's cos- 
tume I Who made it for you ? " 

" Well, you gave me the money, dear 
father," said William, laughing ; " that 
is, you will give it to me. This hand- 
some suit has not yet been paid for. 
The name of Pricker has a silvery 
sound ; Pelissier knows that, and cred- 
ited me willingly; though at first he 
refused to work for me, and I thank 
Blanche that I have a costume from 
the celebrated shop of Pelissier." 
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Old Pricker uttered a cry of rage, 
and seizing, with feverish violence, the 
long tails of his son^s coat, he dragged 
him to and fro. 

'^So Pelissier made this! He has 
dared to array my son, the son and 
heir of the house of Pricker, in this ri- 
diculous fashion! And you, William, 
you were shameless enough to receive 
this suit from your father's enemy. 
Alas! alas! are you not afraid that 
your ancestors will rise from their 
graves to punish you ? " 

" Dear father," said William, " the 
style of a prince's dress is only a cus- 
tom, and has nothing to do with char- 
acter or principle." 

" Never will I allow my son to be 
lost to me in this manner," cried Prick- 
er ; " and if in the blindness of his 
folly he has lost himself^ I will bring 
him back with violence, if necessary, 
to the right path. Oflf, then, with this 
absurd coat ! off with this fool's cap ! 
off with all this livery ! " 

Pricker now began to pull and tear 
madly at his son's clothes ; he knocked 
his hat off, and trampled it under his 
feet ; he seized with both hands the 
lace collar, and grimly smiled when 
the shreds remained in his hands. 
William was at first dumb with terror, 
but the loud laugh of his sister, who 
found this scene amusing, restored his 
presence of mind ; with mad violence 
he pushed his parent from him. 

" Father," he cried, " I am no longer 
a boy ! I will not bear this treatment ; 
I will dress as I like, and as the fash- 
ions require." 

"Well spoken, my brother," said 
Anna, laughingly, springing to his side ; 
" we are children of the new era, and 
will dress as it requires. Why did our 
parents give us modern educations, if 
they wished us to conform to old-fash- 
ioned prgudice ? " 

" * Honor thy father and thy mother, 
that thy days may be long in the land 



which the Lord thy God giveth thee,' " 
said Pricker, solemnly. 

'* Another Bible verse," said Anna, 
mockingly. "The book is no longer 
fashionable ; and it is not half so amus- 
ing as Voltaire." 

"Enough, enough," said Pricker; 
"now listen to my last determinatioii. 
I command you to live and dress as 
your father and mother have dressed be- 
fore you ! Woe to you if you despise 
my commands ! woe to you if you defy 
my authority 1 I will disown you — ^and 
my curse shall be your inheritance ; re- 
member this. If you ever enter that 
house again, or speak to any of its in- 
mates — ^if I ever see you in this French 
livery again, or if you, Anna, ever ap- 
pear before me in a hoop robe and 
toupet, from that moment you cease to 
be my children." 

The father and mother left the room ; 
the brother and sister remained alone. 

" Well," said Anna, " do you intend 
to obey these commands? Will you 
wear the queue and the narrow, coarse 
frock-coat ? " 

"Nonsense!" said William, "that 
Blanche may ridicule me, and all the 
world may laugh at me. You do . not 
know, Anna, how much Blanche and 
myself love each other ; we have vowed 
eternal love and £dth, and she is to be 
my wife ! " 

" You will then become an honorable 
tailor, as your fathers were ? " 

William laughed. " I follow a trade I 
I who have received the education of a 
noblemen I no, no, Anna, you are not 
in earnest ; you cannot believe that." 

"Take care, William, you will be 
disinherited ; father is in earnest." 

" Oh, he will have to submit, as old 
Pelissier must do ; he will also be fu- 
rious when he first learns that I am the 
husband of Blanche ; he has threatened 
her with his curse if she marries me. 
But in spite of all this we intend to 
marry; they must at last be recon- 
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dledL Oh, Blanche is beautiful as an 
angel ! '^ 

" Nevertheless she is a taOor^s daugh- 
ter," said Anna. 

<' Yes, like my beautiful and amiable 
sister Anna." 

^' But I shall become a celebrated 
singer, and the wife of a nobleman." 

"Well, and who says that Blanche 
will not be the wife of a celebrated 
man, and that you will not be proud 
of me?" 

^ Will you be a man or a woman, 
dressmaker ? " 

^^ Neither the one nor the other I I 
shall be an actor ; but silence, tlfis is 
my secret, and I must keep it I " 



CHAPTER VI. 

IN BHBIN8BBBG. 

Tfb quiet castle of Rheinsberg was 
again alive with noise. Its halls re- 
sounded with music and laughter ; gay 
and happy faces were everywhere to be 
seen ; bright jests were heard on every 
side. The charming days of the past, 
when Frederick was prince royal, seem- 
ed to have returned. The same com- 
pany now filled the castle ; the same 
sports and amusements were enjoyed. 
All was the same, and yet every thing 
was changed, transformed. Nearly all 
those who had left Rheinsberg with 
such proud hopes, such great desires, 
were again there, but with brighter 
hopes. They had all expected to 
reign ; they had claimed for themselves 
honor and power, but the young king 
had allowed to none the privilege of 
mounting the throne by his side. They 
were all welcome companions, loved 
Mends, but no one dared overstep the 
boundary of dependence and submission 
which he had drawn around them, and 
in the centre of which he stood alone, 
trusting to his own strength and wilL If 
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they had gained nothing from the crown 
which rested upon Frederick's noble 
head, neither had they lost any thing. 
They returned to Rheinsberg not hum- 
bled, though not exalted. 

But one heart was broken, one heart 
was bleeding from unseen pain. It was 
the heart of Elizabeth, the poor reject- 
ed woman who was called the reigning 
queen. 

The king, on returning from his ex- 
cursion to Strasburg, had reminded her 
of her promise to follow him with her 
court to Rheinsberg. And the poor 
sufferer, though she knew that the 
presence of Frederick would be for her a 
continual torment, an hourly renuncia- 
tion, could not find strength to resist 
the desire of her own heart. She had 
followed her husband, saying to her- 
self with a painful smile : '* f will at 
least see him, and if he does not speak to 
me I will still hear his voice. My suf- 
ferings will be greater, but I shall be 
near him. The joy will help me to 
bear the pain. Soffrietad/^^ Eliza- 
beth Christine was right ; the king never 
spoke to her, never fixed those bril- 
liant blue eyes, which possessed for her 
the depth and immensity of the skies, 
upon her pale countenance. With a 
sUent bow he welcomed her daily at 
their meals, but he did not now lead her 
to the table and sit beside her. The pres- 
ence of the Margrave and Margravine 
of Baireuth seemed to impose upon him 
the duty of honoring his &vorite sis- 
ter, who was his guest, more than his 
wife the queen. He sat, therefore, be- 
tween his sister and her husband the 
count, at whose side the queen was 
placed. He did not speak to her, but 
she saw him, and strengthened her 
heart by the sight of his proud and 
noble countenance. 

She suffered and was sUent. She 
veiled her pain by a soft smile; she 
concealed the paleness of her cheek 
with artificial bloom ; she covered the 
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most victorious commander. Freder- 
ick was ill of a fever, which had tor- 
mented him the whole summer, which 
had kept him from visiting Amster- 
dam, and which confined him to his 
bed in the castle of Moyland, while 
Voltaire was pajing his long-expected 
visit ; had again taken a powerful hold 
upon him, and made of the king a pale, 
trembling man, who lay shivering and 
groaning upon his bed, scoffing at EI- 
lart, his physician, because he could 
not cure him. 

"There is a remedy," said Ellart, 
" but I dare not give it to your majes- 
ty." 

" And why not ? " said the king. 

^* Because its strength must first be 
tested, to see if it can be used without 
danger ; it must first be tried by a pa- 
tient upon whose life the happiness of 
millions does not depend." 

" A human life is always sacred, and, 
if not certam of your remedy, it is as 
vicious to give it to a beggar as to a 
king." 

" I believe," said Ellart, " as entirely 
in this remedy as Louis the Fourteenth, 
who bought it secretly from Talbot, 
the Englishman, and paid him a hun- 
dred crowns for a pound. The wife 
of the King of Spain was cured by 
it." 

" Give me this remedy," said Fred- 
erick, with chattering teeth. 

"Pardon me, your majesty, but I 
dare not, though I have a small quan- 
tity with me which was sent me by a 
fnend from Paris, and which I brought 
to show you as a great curiosity. This 
tiny brown powder is a medicine which 
was not distilled by the apothecary, 
but by Nature." . 

" Then I have confidence in it," said 
the king ; " Nature is the best physi- 
cian, the best apothecary, and what 
she brews is full of divine healing pow- 
er. What is this remedy called ? " 

"It is the Peruvian bark, or quinine, 



the bark above all barks, which, by a 
divine Providence, grows in Peru, the 
land of fevers." 

But the king had not the strength to 
listen to him. He now lay burning 
with fever ; a dark purple covered his 
cheek, and his eyes, which, but a few 
moments before, were dull and lustre- 
less, now sparkled with fire. Over- 
powered by the disease, he closed his 
eyes, and occasionally unconnected, 
senseless words escaped his dry, burn- 
ing lips. 

Fredersdorf now entered, and through 
the open door the anxious, inquiring 
faces of Pollnitz, Bielfeld, Jordan, and 
Kaiserling, could be seen. 

On tip-toe Ellart approached the pri- 
vate chamberlain. 

" How is the king?" said he, hastily. 
" Is he in a condition to hear some im- 
portant news ? " 

" Not now. Wait an hour, he will 
then be free from fever.^' 

" We will wait," said Fredersdorf to 
the four courtiers who had entered the 
room, and were now standing around 
the royal bed. 

" Is it bad news ? If so, I advise you 
to wait until to-morrow." 

" Well, I do not believe the king will 
think it bad," said Kaiserling, laugh- 
ing. 

" And I am convinced he will be well 
pleased with, our news," said Bi&lfeld. 
" I think so, because the king is a sleep- 
ing hero w^aiting to be roused." 

" If you speak so loud," whispered 
Pollnitz, " it will be you who will wake 
this hero, and the thunder of his anger 
will fall upon you." 

" Pollnitz is right," said Jordan ; " be 
quiet, and let us await his majesty's 
waking." And the group stood in si- 
lence around the couch, with eyes fixed 
upon the king. He at last awoke, and 
a smile played upon his lip as he per* 
ceived the six cavaliersi 

"You stand there like mourners," 
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said he; ''and to look at you one 
would think you were undertakers I " 

*^Ah, sire, fever does not kill like 
apoplexy/' said Jordan, approaching 
his friend and pressing his hand ten- 
derly. 

"Your majesty called us underta- 
kers," said F511nitz, laughing. "As 
usual, the divine prophetic mind of 
our king is in the right. There is cer- 
tainly a funeral odor about us." 

"But God forbid that we should 
mourn I " said Bielfeld ; " we are much 
better prepared to sound the battle- 
song." 

All this passed while the physician 
was feeling the king's pulse, and Fre- 
dersdorf was tenderly arranging his pil- 
lows. Frederick looked at him inqui- 
ringly. " Listen, Fredersdorf," said he, 
" what meaning have all these mysteri- 
ous words and looks ? why are you all 
so grave ? Is one of my dogs dead ? 
or are you only peevish because this 
abominable fever has cheated you of the 
rehearsal ? " 

"No, your majesty. The dogs are in 
excellent health." 

. " The king's pulse is perfectly quiet," 
said EUart, — "you can communicate 
your news to him." Baron Pollnitz ap- 
proached the royal couch. 

" Sire, one hour ago a courier arrived 
who was the bearer of important infor- 
mation." 

"Whence came he? "said the king, 
calmly. 

" From your majesty's ambassador in 
Vienna, Coimt Borche." 

" Ah I " said the king, " is the em- 
press, our noble aunt, suffering ? " 

" The empress is perfectly well, but 
her husband, the emperor — ^" 

" Well, why do you not continue ? " 
demanded the king, impatiently. 

" Would your majesty not wish some 
restorative first?" said Fredersdorf; 
but the king pushed him angrily 
jaway. 



" I want your news, PoUnitz. What 
of the Emperor of Germany ? " 

" Sire, the Emperor Charles the Sixth 
is no more ; he died on the twentieth of 
October." 

" Truly," replied Frederick, leaning 
back, " it was worth the trouble to 
make so much ado about such insig- 
nificant news I If the emperor is dead, 
Maria Theresa will be Empress of Ger- 
many, that is all. It does not concern 
us." He stopped and closed his eyes. 

The physician again felt his pulse. 
"It is perfectly quiet," said he; "this 
prodigious news has not occasioned the 
slightest commotion or irregularity." 

" You are right," said the king, look- 
ing up. " Neither will the death of the 
Emperor Charles make the slightest 
change in our plans, but to execute 
them I must be perfectly well. It must 
not be said that a miserable fever 
changed my intentions and condemned 
me to idleness ; I must have no fever 
on the day the news of the emperor's 
death arrives, or the good people of 
Vienna will believe that I was made ill 
with fright. Give me thai; powder, 
EUart— I wiU take it." 

" But I told your majesty that I can- 
not, dare not give it to you, for I have 
not yet tried its effect. " 

"Then try it on me," said the king, 
positively. " Give me the powder." 

It was in vain that EUart called upon 
the cavaliers to support his opinion ; in 
vain that they begged and implored 
the king not. to take the powder, not 
to put hid^life in danger. 

" My Ufe is in God's hands," said the 
king, earnestly; "and God, who crea- 
ted me, created also this bark. I trust 
more in God's medicine than in that of 
man« Quick, give me the powder I " 
And, as EUart stiU hesitated, he contin- 
ued in a stem voice : " I command you, 
as your king and master, to give it to 
me. On my head rests the responsibU- 
ity." 
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" If your majesty commands I must 
obey, but I take these gentlemen to wit- 
ness that I but do it on compulsion." 

And, amid the breathless silence of 
the room, the king took the medicine. 

** Now your majesty must rest," said 
Ellart ; ^^ you must, by no means, return 
to Berlin ; by my holy right of physi- 
cian, I forbid it ! " 

"And why should I return to Ber- 
lin ?" said the king, laughingly. " Why 
should our harmless pleasures and 
amusements be given up ? Are we not 
to act Voltaire's 'Death of Caesar?' 
No, I will not return to Berlin. A tri- 
fle, such as the emperor's death, should 
not create such great disturbances. We 
will remain here and rei^ew our former 
happy days, and forget that we have 
any duty but our enjoyment. Now, 
gentlemen, leave me — ^I am well. — ^You 
see, Ellart, I did well to take that med- 
icine; I will dress. — ^Predersdorf, re- 
main here. — Jordan, send me Secretary 
Eichel. I must dictate a few necessary 
letters^ and then, gentlemen, we will 
meet in the music-room, where I am to 
play a duet with Quantz. I invite you 
as audience." 

The king dismissed his friends with 
' a gracious smile, jested gayly with 
Fredersdorf, and then dictated three 
letters to his secretary. One was to 
Marshal von Schwerin, the other to 
the Prince of Anhalt-Dessau, and the 
third to Ambassador Podrilse. The 
three contained the same words, the 
same command, telling them to come 
immediately to Rheinsberg. He then 
entered the music-room, and never was 
Frederick so gay, so witty, and uncon- 
strained ; never did he play on his flute 
more beautifully than on the day he 
heard of the death of the Emperor of 
Gtermany. The following morning the 
three gentlemen arrived from Berlin, 
and were at once admitted into the 
king's library. Frederick met them 
with a proud, happy smile; his eye 



beamed with an unusual light; his 
forehead was smooth and free from 
care ; he seemed inspired. 

" The Emperor of Germany is dead," 
said he, after the gentlemen were seated. 
" The emperor is dead, and I have sent 
for you to see what benefit we can de- 
rive fix)m his death I " 

" Oh, your majesty would not think 
of benefiting by a death which throws 
a royal house, nearly connected with 
you, into deep sorrow, and robs the 
reigning Queen of Prussia of an uncle ! " 
exclaimed the old Prince of Dessau, sol- 
emnly. 

" Oh, it is well known that you are 
an imperialist," said the king, laughing. 

"No, your majesty, but a difficulty 
with Austria would be a great misfor- 
tune for us." 

Frederick shrugged his shoulders, 
and turned to the other two. 

" I also wish for your opinion, gentle- 
men," said he ; " you are all men of ex- 
perience, soldiers, and statesmen, and 
you must not refuse to advise one of 
my youth and inexperience." 

With a quiet smile he listened to 
their wise, peaceful propositions. 

"You. then doubt my right to Si- 
lesia 1 " said he, after a pause. " You 
do not think I am justified in deman l- 
ing this Silesia, which was dishonestly 
torn from my ancestors by the Haps- 
burger ? " 

"But your ancestors still kept the 
peace," said the Prince of Dessau ; 
" they left Silesia in the undisturbed 
possession of the Austrians." 

" Yes," said the king, in a firm voice, 
— " and ,when my ancestors, outwitted 
by the cunning intrigues of the Aus- 
trian court, accommodated themselves 
to this necessity, — ^when for rendered 
services they were rewarded with base 
ingratitude, with idle, and unmeaning 
promises, then they called upon their 
descendants to revenge such injustice, 
such insults to their honor and rights. 
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Frederick William, the Great Elector, 
cried prophetically when the house of 
Austria deserted him and denied her 
sworn promises — *An avenger wiU rise 
fhim my ashes 1 ' and my father, when 
he had witnessed to the foil the ingrati- 
tude of the Austrian court, felt that 
there could be no peace between the 
houses of Hapsburg and Brandenburg, 
and he intrusted to me the holy mis- 
sion of punishing and humiliating 
this proud, conceited court ; he pointed 
.me out to his ministers, and said: 
! * There stands one who will avenge 
■ me! You see that my ancestors call 
ime, my grandfather and father chose 
me for their champion and avenger; 
they call upon me to perform that 
which they, prevented by circumstan- 
Hxs, could not accomplish; the hour 
which my ancestors designated has ar- 
rived — the hour of retribution! The 
time has come when the old political 
system must undergo an entire change. 
The stone has broken loose which is to 
roll upon Nebuchadnezzar's image and 
crush it. It is time to open the eyes of 
the Austrians, and to show them that 
the little Marquis of Brandenburg, 
whose duty they said it was, to hand 
the emperor after meals the napkin and 
finger-bowl, has become a king, who 
will not be humbled by the Austrians, 
and who acknowledges none but God 
as his master. Will you help me ? will 
you stand by me in this work with 
your experience and your 'advice ? " 

"We will!" cried the three, with 
animation, borne away by their mon- 
arch's noble ardor. " Our life, our 
blood, belong tp our king, our coun- 
try." 

Frederick laughingly shook hands 
with them. "I counted upon you," 
said he, " nor will Ziethen and Winter- 
feldt fail us ; we wiU not go to battle 
hastily and unprepared. All was fore- 
seen, all prepared, and we have now 
but to put in execution the plans that 



have for some time been agitating my 
brain. Here is the map for our cam- 
paign; here are the routes and the 
plan of attack. We shall at last stand 
before these Austrians iu battle array ; 
and as they dared to say of my father^ 
that his gun was ever cocked, but the 
trigger never pulled, we will show 
them that we are ready to fight, and 
bring down the double eagle from its 
proud pinnacle. The combat is deter- 
mined and unalterable ; let us be wary 
and prudent — ^no one must discover 
our plans; we will surprise the Aus- 
trians. And now, gentlemen, examine 
these plans, and tell me if there are any 
changes to be made in them." 



CHAPTER Vn. 

THE KIKG ASD HIS FRIEND. 

Fob several hours the king remained 
in earnest council with his advisers. 
As they left him he called Jordan, and 
advanced to meet him with both hands 
extended. 

" Well, Jordan, rejoice with me ; my 
days of illness are over, and there will 
be life and movement in this rusty and 
creaking machine of state. You have 
often called me a bold eagle ; now we 
shall see if my wings have strength to 
bear me to great deeds, and if my claws 
are sharp enough to pluck out the 
feathers of the double eagle. 

" So my suspicions are correct, and 
it is against Austria that my king will 
make his first warlike movement ? " 

*^ Yes, against Austria ; against this 
proud adversary, who, with envious 
and jealous eyes, watches my every 
step; who is pleased to look upon 
Pnissia as her vassal ; whose emperor 
considered it beneath his dignity to 
extend his hand to my father, or ofEer 
him a seat ; and now I will refuse the 
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hand to Austria, and force her from 
her comfortable rest." 

"For you also, my king, will the 
days of quiet be over ; your holy and 
happy hours with poetry, philosophy, 
and the arts, must be given up. The 
favorite of Apollo will become the son 
of Mars ; we who are left behind can 
only look after you, we can do nothing 
for you, not even offer our breasts as a 
shield against danger and death." 

"Away with such thoughts," said 
Frederick, smiling ; " Death awaits us 
all, and if he finds me on the field of 
battle, my friends, my subjects, and 
history will not forget me. That is a 
comfort and a hope ; and you, Jordan, 
you know that I believe in a great, ex- 
alted, and almighty Being, who governs 
the world. I believe in God, and I 
leave my fate confidently in His 
hands. The ball which strikes me 
comes from Him ; and if I escape the 
battle - field, a murderous hand can 
reach me, even in my bedchamber; 
and surely that would be a less hon- 
orable, less famous death. I must do 
something great, decisive, and worthy 
•of renown, that my people may love 
me, and look up to me with confidence 
and tBUst. It is not enough to be a 
king by inheritance and birth, I must 
prove by my deeds that I merit it. Si- 
llesia offers me a splendid opportunity, 
and truly I think the circumstances 
aiford me a solid and sure basis for 
fame." 

" Alas ! I see," sighed Jordan, " that 
the love of your subjects, and the en- 
thusiastic tenderness of your friends, are 
not sufficient for you ; you would seek 
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renown. 

" Yes, you are right ; this glittering 
phantom, Tame, is ever before my eyes. 
I know it is folly, but once listen to her 
intoxicating whispers, and she cannot 
be cast off Speak not, then, of expos- 
ure, or care, or danger; these are as 
dust in the balance ; I am amazed that 



the fierce passion does not turn every 
man^s head." 

"Alas! your mjgesty, the thirst for 
fame has cost thousands of men their 
reasons and their lives. The field of 
battle is truly the golden book of 
l^eroes, but their names must be writ- 
ten therein in blood." 

" It is true," said the king, thought- 
fully, " a field of battle is a sad picture 
for a poet and a philosopher; but 
every man in this world must pursue 
his calling, and I win not pause with 
my work half accomplished. I love 
war for the sake of fame. Pity me not, 
Jordan, because these days of illness, 
and peace, and gayety, are over; be- 
cause I must go into the rough field, 
while you amuse yourself with Horace, 
study Fausanias, and laugh and make 
merry with Anacreon. I envy you not. 
Fame beckons me with her alluring 
glance. My youth, the 0re of passion, 
the thirst for renown, and a mysteri- 
ous and unconquerable power, tear me 
from this life of indolence. The glow- 
ing desire to 'see my name connected 
with great deeds in the journals and 
histories of the times, drives me to the 
battle-field.* There will I earn the 
laurel - wreaths which kings find not 
in their cradles, or upon their thrones, 
but which, as men and heroes, they 
must conquer for themselves and place 
upon their brows." 

" The laurel will deck the brow of 
my hero, nty Frederick, for all time," 
said Jordan, with tears in his eyes. " I 
see before you a glorious future; it 
may be I shall have passed away — but 
where will my spirit be? When I 
stand near you and look upon you, I 
know that the spirit is uumortal. The 
soul, noble and godlike, will be ever 
near you ; so, whether living or dead, 
I am thine, to love you as ray friend, 
to honor you as my sovereign, to ad- 

* The klng^B own words. 
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mire you as a gifted genius, glowing 
with godly fire." 

*< Oh, speak not of death," said the 
king, ^* speak not of death; I have 
need of yon, and it seems to me that 
true friendship must be strong enough 
even to conquer death I Yes, Jordan, 
we have need of each other, we belong 
to each other ; and it would be cruel, 
indeed, to rob me of a treasure which 
we, poor kings, so rarely possess, a 
jfaithful and sincere friend. No, Jor- 
pan, you will be my Cicero to defend 
the justice of my cause, and I will be 
your Csesar to carry out the cause hap- 
pily and triumphantly." 

Jordan was speechless ; he shook his 
head sadly. The king observed him 
anxiously, and saw the deep, feverish 
purple spots, those roses of the grave, 
upon the hollow cheeks of his Mend ; 
he saw that he grew daily weaker ; he 
heard the hot, quick breathing which 
came panting from his breast. A sad 
presentiment took possession of his 
heart, the smile vanished firom his lips, 
he could not conceal hds emotion, and 
walking to ^he window, he leaned his 
hot brow upon the glass, and shed 
tears which none but God should see. 
**My Gk)d, my God, how poor is a 
prince! I have so few friends, and 
these will soon pass away ! Suhm lies 
ill in Marschau ; perhaps I shall never 
see him again. Jordan is near me, but 
I see death in his &ce, and he will soon 
be torn from my side." 

Jordan stood immovable and looked 
toward the king, who still leaned his 
head upon the window; he did not 
dare to disturb him, and yet he had 
important and sad news to announce. 
At last Jordan laid his hand upon his 
shoulder. 

" Pardon, my king," said he, in trem- 
bling tones, " pardon that I dare to in- 
terrupt you ; but a hero dare not give 
himself up to sad thoughts before the 
battle, and when he thinks of Death he 



must greet him with laughter, for 
Death is his ally and his adjutant ; and 
even if his ally grasps his nearest and 
best-beloved friend, the hero and the 
conqueror must yield him up as an of- 
fering to victory." 

The king turned quickly toward the 
speaker. "You have death-news to 
give me," said he, curtly, leaning 
against the back of his chair. *^ You 
have death-news for me, Jordan ! " 

"Yes, news of death, my prince," 
said he, deeply moved ; '* fate will ac- 
custom your majesty to such trials, that 
your heart may not falter when your 
friends fall around you in the day of 
battle." 

" It is, then, a friend who is dead,^' 
said Frederick, turning pale. 

** Yes, sire, your best beloved." 

The king said nothing; dnking in 
a chair, and grasping the arms convul- 
sively, he leaned his head back, and in 
a low voice asked, " Is it Suhm ? " 

" Yes, it is Suhm ; he died at Mar- 
schau. Here is his last letter to your 
highness; his brother sent it to me, 
that I might hand it to your majesty." 

The king uttered a cry of anguish, 
and clasped his hands before his pallid 
face. Big tears ran down his cheeks ; 
with a hasty movement he shook them 
from his eyes, then opened and read 
the letter. As he scanned it he sighed 
and' sobbed aloud: "Suhm is dead! 
Suhm is dead! the friend who loved 
me so sincerely, even as I loved him. 
That noble man, who combined intel- 
lect, sincerity, and sensibility. My 
heart is in mourning for him ; so long 
as a drop of blood flows in my veins I 
will remember him, and his family 
shall be mine. My heart bleeds, and 
the wound is deep." 

The king, mastered by his grief, laid 
his head in his hand and wept aloud. 
Then, after a long pause, he raised 
himself; he was calm and stern. " Jor- 
dan," said he, firmly, " Death hath no 
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more power oyer me, never again can 
he wring my heart ; he has laid an iron 
shield upon me, and when I go to 
battle I must be trimnphant ; my friend 
has been offered up as a victim. Jor- 
dan, Jordan, my wound bleeds, but I 
will bind it up, and no man shall see 
even the blood-stained cloth with which 
I cover it. I have overcome Death, and 
now will I offer battle and conquer as 
becomes a hero and a king. What 
cares the world that I suffer? The 
world shall know nothing of it ; a mask 
before my face, and silence as to my 
agony. We will laugh and jest while 
we sorrow for our friend, and prepare 
to meet the enemy. We will play Cae- 
sar and Antonius now; hereafter we 
may really imitate them. Come, Jor- 
dan, come, we will try * The Death of 
Ccesar.' " 



CHAPTER Vni. 

THB FABEWELL AXJDIENOE OF ICABQUIS 
TOK BOTTEB, THB AUSTBL^N AM- 
BA8SAD0B. 

This was to be fite day in the royal 
palace of Berlin. The king intended 
giving a splendid dinner, after which 
the court would take coffee in the newly- 
furnished rooms of the dowager-queen, 
and a masked ball was prepared for 
the evening, to which the court, the 
nobility, and higher officials, were in- 
vited. ^ 

The court-mourning for the emperor 
was at an end, and every one was de- 
termined to enjoy the pleasures of the 
carnival. Never had the court led so 
gay, so luxurious a life. Even the 
good old citizens of Berlin seemed to 
appreciate this new administration, 
which brought so much mouey to the 
poorer classes, and such heavy profits 
to tradesmen. They believed that this 
extravagant court brought them great- 
er gains than an economical one and 



were therefore contented with the new 
order of things. 

The king had refurnished the palace 
with an unheard-of splendor. In the 
apartment of the queen-mother there 
was a room in which all the ornaments 
and decorations were of massive gold. 
Even the French and I^glish ambassa- 
dors were astonished at this *' Golden 
Cabinet," and declared that such splen- 
dor and magnificence could not be 
found in the palaces of Paris or Lon- 
don. The people of Berlin, as we have 
said, were becoming proud of their 
court and their king, and they thought 
it quite natural that this young ruler, 
who was only twenty-eight years old, 
should interest himself very little in 
the affairs of state, and should give his 
time to pleasure and amusement. 

The king had accomplished his de- 
sire. No one suspected the deep de- 
signs which he concealed under this 
idle play. No one dreamed that this 
gay, smiling prince, on whose lips 
there was always a witty jest or Ian- 
mot ; who proposed a concert every 
evening, in which he himself took part ; 
who surrounded himself with artists, 
poets, and gay cavaliers, with whom 
he passed many nights of wild mirth 
and gayety — ^no one dreamed that this 
harmless, ingenuous young prince was 
on the point of overthrowing the ex- 
isting politics of the European states, 
and of giving an entirely new form to 
the whole of Germany. 

The king had not raised his mask 
for a moment; he had matured his 
plans under the veil of inviolate secre- 
cy. The moment of their accomplish- 
ment had now arrived; this evening, 
during the ball which had been pre- 
pared with such pomp and splendor, 
the king with his regiments would 
leave Berlin and proceed on his march 
to Silesia. But the troops did not 
know their destination. The journals 
had announced that the army would 
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leave Berlin and go into new winter 
quarters, and this account was gener- 
ally believed. Only a few confidants, 
and the generals who were to accom- 
pany the king, were acquainted with 
this secret. Frederick, after a final 
conference, in which he gave the last 
instructions and orders, said : 

" Now, gentlemen, that we have ar- 
ranged our business, we will think of 
our pleasure. I will see you this even- 
ing at the ball ; we will take a turn 
once more with the ladies before we 
begin our war-dance." 

Afl the generals left him, his servant 
entered to assist at his toilet. Pelissier, 
the French tailor, had prepared a new 
and magnificent costume for this even- 
ing, made in the latest Parisian style. 
The king desired to appear once more 
in great splendor before exchanging 
the saloon for the camp. Never had 
he bestowed such care upon his toilet ; 
never had he remained so patiently 
under the hands of the barber; he 
even went to the large mirror when his 
toilet was completed, and carefully 
examined his appearance and costly 
dress. 

"Well," he said, smiling, "if the 
Marquis von Hotter is not deceived by 
this dandy that I see before me, it is 
not my fault. The good Austrian am- 
bassador must be very cunning indeed, 
if he discovers a warrior in this per- 
fumed fop. I think he will be able to 
tell my cousin, Maria Theresa, nothing 
more than that the King of Prussia 
knows how to dress himself, and is the 
model of fashion." 

The king passed into the rooms of 
the queen-mother, where the court was 
assembled, and where he had granted a 
farewell audience to the Marquis von 
Hotter, the ambassador of the youthful 
Empress of Austria. Frederick was 
right : the marquis had been deceived 
by the mask of harmless gayety and 
thoughtless happiness assumed by the 



king and court. He had been sent by 
the empress with private instructions 
to sound the intentions of the Prussian 
monarch, while his apparent business 
was to return her acknowledgments 
for the congratulations of the King of 
Prussia on her ascension to the throne. 

The Marquis von Hotter, as we have 
said, had been deceived by the gay and 
thoughtless manner of the king, and 
ManteufTePs warnings and advice had 
been thrown away. 

The marquis had withdrawn with 
Manteuffel to one of the windows, to 
await the entrance of the king; the 
ladies and gentlemen of the court were 
scattered through the rooms of the 
queen-mother, who was playing cards 
with Queen Christine in the golden 
cabinet. 

"I leave Herlin," said the marquis 
" with the firm conviction that the king 
has the most peaceful intentions." 

" As early as to-morrow your convic- 
tions will be somewhat shaken," replied 
Manteufiel, "for this very night the 
king and his army depart for Silesia." 

At this moment the king appeared at 
the door of the Golden Cabinet. There 
was a sudden silence, and all bent low 
before the brilliant young monarch. 

Frederick bowed graciously, but re- 
mained in the doorway, glancmg over 
the saloon; it appeared to afford him 
pleasure to exhibit himself to the ad- 
miring gaze of those present. He stood 
a living picture of youth, beauty, and 
manliness. 

" Only look at this richly-dressed, 
elegant young man," whispered Mar- 
quis von Hotter ; " look at his youthful 
countenance, beaming with pleasure 
and delight; at his hands, adorned 
with costly rings, so white and soft 
that they would do honor to the most 
high-bred lady ; at that slender foot, in 
its glittering shoe. Do you wish to 
convince me that this small foot will 
march to battle; that this delicate 



THE FAREWELL AUDIENCE OF MARQUIS VON HOTTER. 



187 



liand, only fitted to hold a smelling- 
bottle or a pen, will wield a sword ? 
Oh, my dear comit, you make me merry 
with your gloomy prophecies 1 " 

" Still I entreat you to believe me. 
As soon as your audience is oyer, hasten 
to your hotel, and return to Vienna 
with all possible speed ; allow yourself 
not an hour of sleep, not a moment for 
re&eshment, until you have induced 
your empress to send her army to Si- 
lesia. If you do not, if you despise 
my advice, the King of Prussia will 
reach Silesia before you are in Vienna, 
and the empress will receive this intel- 
ligence, which you do not credit, from 
the fleeing inhabitants of her province, 
which will have been conquered with- 
out a blow." 

The deep earnestness of the count had 
in it something so impressive, so con- 
vincing, that the marquis felt his confi- 
dence somewhat shaken, and looked 
doubtfully at the young monarch, who 
was now smiling and conversing with 
some of the ladies. 

But even in speaking, the king had 
not lost sight of those two gentlemen 
who were leaning against the window, 
and whose thoughts he read in their 
countenances. He now met the eye of 
the marquis, and motioned to him to 
come forward. The latter immedi- 
ately approached the king, who stood 
in the centre of the saloon, surrounded 
by his generals. 

Every eye was turned toward the 
glittering group, in which the young 
king was prominent: for those to 
whom the intentions of Frederick were 
known, this was an interesting piece of 
acting ; while for the uninitiated, who 
had only an uncertain suspicion of 
what was about to happen, it was a 
favorable moment for observation. 

The Austrian ambassador now stood 
before the king, making a deep and 
ceremonious bow. Frederick returned 
the salutation, and said : 



"You have really come to take leave, 
marquis ? " 

" Sire, her majesty, my honored em- 
press, recalls me, and I must obey her 
commands, happy as I should be, if I 
were privileged, to sun myself still 
longer in your noble presence." 

" It is true a little sunshine would be 
most beneficial to you, marquis. You 
will have a cold journey." 

"Ah! your majesty, the cold is an 
evil that could easily be endured." 

** There are, then,*other evils which 
will harass you on your journey 1 " 

" Yes sire, there is the fearful road 
through Silesia, that lamentable Aus- 
trian province. Ah! your majesty, 
this is a road of which, in your blessed 
land, you have no idea, and which is 
happily unknown in other Austrian 
provinces. This poor Silesia has given 
only care and sorrow to the empress ; 
but, perhaps, for that reason she loves 
it so well, and would so gladly assist it. 
But even Nature seems to prevent the 
accomplishment of her noble intentions; 
Heavy rains have destroyed the roads 
which had, with great expense, been 
rendered passable, and I learn to my 
horror, that it is scarcely possible for a 
traveller to pass them without running 
the greatest danger." 

"Well,". said the king, quietly, "I 
imagine that nothing could happen to 
the traveller that could not be remedied 
by a bath and a change qf dress." 

"Excuse me, sire," cried the mar- 
quis, eagerly, " he would risk his health, 
yes, even his life, in crossing the deep 
marshes, covered with standing water, 
which are common in that country. 
Oh, those are to be envied who need 
not expose themselves to this danger I " 

The king was wearied with this 
crafty diplomatic play; he was tired 
of the piercing glances vrith which the 
ambassador scanned his countenance. 
In the firm conviction of his success, 
and the noble pride of his open and 
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tnifh-loving nature, it pleased him to 
allow the mask to fall, which had con- 
cealed his heroic and warlike inten- 
tions from the marqtii& The moment 
of action had aniyed; it was, there- 
fore, no longer necessary to wear the 
veil of secrecy. 

^' Well, sir," said the king, in a lond, 
firm Yoice, ^*if yoa feel so great a 
dread of this journey, I advise you to 
remain in Berlin. I will go in your 
place into Silesia, and inform my hon- 
ored •cousin, Maria Theresa, with the 
voice of my cannon, that the Silesian 
roads are too dangerous for an Austrian, 
but are most convenient for the Eong 
of Prussia to traverse on his way to 
Breslau." 

" Your majesty really intends march- 
ing to Breslaul'^ asked the horrified 
marquis. 

"Yes, sir, to Breslau; and, as you 
remarked, the roads are too dangerous 
for a single traveller, and I intend 
taking my army with me to protect my 
carriage." 

"Then," exclaimed the marquis, 
"your majesty intends making a de- 
scent on the lands of my exalfed sov- 
ereign." 

The king glanced proudly and scorn- 
fully at this daring man. An involun-. 
tary murmur arose among the courtiers ; 
the hands of the generals sought their 
swords, as if they would challenge this 
presumptuous Austrian, who dared to 
reproach the King of Prussia. 

The king quieted his generals with a 
slight motion of his hand, and, turning 
again to the marquis, he said com- 
posedly, " You express yourself incor- 
rectly, marquia I wiU make no de- 
scent upon the lands of the Empress of 
Austria; I will but reclaim what is 
mine — ^mine by acknowledged right, by 
inheritance, and by solemn contract. 
The records of this claim are in the 
state department of Austria, and the 
empress need only read these documents 



to convince herself of my right to the 
province of Silesia." 

" Your majesty, by this undertaking, 
may, perhaps, ruin the house of Aus- 
tria, but will most certainly destroy 
your own." 

" It depends upon the empress to ac- 
cept or reject the propositions which I 
have made to her through my ambassa- 
dor in Vienna." 

The marquis glanced ironically at 
the king, and said : " Sire, your troops 
are &ir to see ; the Austrian army has 
not that glittering exterior, but they 
are veterans who have already stood 
fire." 

" You think my troops are showy," 
he said, impetuously ; " eh bien, 1 will 
convince you that they are equally 
brave." 

Thus speaking, the king gave the 
Austrian ambassador a bow of dis- 
missal. The audience was at an end. 
The ambassador made a ceremonious 
bow, and left the room amid profound 
silence. 

Scarcely had the door closed behind 
him before the noble countenance of 
the king had recovered its usual calm 
and lofty expression. 

He said gayly : " Mesdames et mes- 
sieurs, it is time to prepare for the 
masked ball ; I have thrown aside my 
mask for a moment, but you, doubtless, 
think it time to assume yours. Fare- 
well until then." 



CHAPTER IX. 

THB MASqUBBADB. 

Thb saloons were brilliantly illumi- 
nated, and a train of gayly-intermin- 
gled, fantastically-attired figures were 
moving to and fro in the royal palace. 
It seemed as if the represeDtatives of 
all nations had come together to greet 
the heroic young king. Greeks and 
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Turks were there in gold-embroidered, 
bejewelled apparel. Odalisks, Bpan- 
inh, Russian, and German peasant-wo- 
men in every variety of coetmne ; glit- 
tering fairies, sorceresses, and fortmie- 
telling gypsies ; grave monks, ancient 
knights in silver armor, castle dames, 
and veiled nuns. It was a magnificent 
spectacle to behold, these splendidly- 
decorated saloons, filled with so great a 
variety of elegant costumes; and had 
it not been for the lifeless, grinning, 
and distorted faces, one might have 
imagined himself transported to Ely- 
sium, where all nations and all races 
are. united in unclouded bliss. But 
the cold, glittering masks which con- 
cealed the bright faces, sparkling with 
animation and pleasure, somewhat 
marred the effect of this spectacle, and 
recalled the enraptured spectator to 
the present, and to the stem reality. 

Only in the last of these saloons was 
there an unmasked group. In this 
room sat the two queens, glittering 
with gems, for it was no longer neces- 
sary for Sophia Dorothea to conceal her 
jewels ; without fear she could now ap- 
pear before her court in her magnificent 
diamonds; and Elizabeth Christine, 
who well knew that her husband loved 
to see his queen appear in a magnifi- 
cence befitting her dignity on festive 
occasions, had adorned herself with 
the exquisite pa/rure which excited the 
admiration of the entire court, and 
which Baron Bielfeld declared to be a 
perfect miracle of beauty. Next to the 
two queens and the Princesses Ulrica 
and Amelia, stood the king in his mag- 
nificent baU-costume. Behind the royal 
&mily stood their suite, holding their 
masks in their hands, for all were re- 
quired to uncover their fietces on enter- 
ing the room in which the royal family 
were seated. 

The king and the queen were now to 
fulfil the promises they had made each 
other ; Sophia Dorothea was about to 



receive Count N^al, while the king was 
to welcome the recently-married Count- 
ess Bhedem to court. 

The loud and ironical voice of the 
master of ceremonies, Baron Pollnitz, 
had just announced to the royal family 
the arrival of Count and Countess Rbe- 
dem and Count N6al, and they were now 
entering the saloon, the sanctuary 
which was only open to the favored 
and privileged— only to those of high 
birth, or those whose offices required 
them to be near the king's person. tNo 
one else could enter the saloon without 
special invitation. 

The newly-made Countess Bhedem 
made her entrance on the arm of her 
husband. Her face was perfectly tran- 
quil and grave ; an expression of deter- 
mination rested on her features, which, 
although no longer possessing the charm 
of youth and beauty, were still interest- 
ing. Her countenance was indicative 
of energy and decision. An expression 
of benevolence played around her large 
but well-formed mouth ; and her dark 
eyes, which were not cast down, but 
rested quietly on the royal fisimily, ex- 
pressed so much spirit and intelligence, 
that it was evident she was no ordinary 
woman, but a firm and resolute one, who 
had courage to challenge fate, and, if 
necessary, to shape her own destiny. 

But the proud and imperious Queen 
Sophia Dorothea felt disagreeably im- 
pressed by the earnest glances with 
which the countess regarded her. If she 
had approached her tremblingly, and 
with downcast eyes, crushed, as it were, 
by the weight of this unheard-of con- 
descension on the part of royalty, the 
queen-mother would have been inclined 
to pardon her want of birth, and to for- 
get her nameless descent ; but the quiet 
and unconstrained bearing of the newly- 
created countess enraged her. More- 
over, she felt" offended by the elegant 
and costly toilet of the countess. The 
long silver-embroidered train, fastened 
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to ber Bhonlders wi^ jewelled clasps, 
was of a rarer and more costly material 
than even the robe of the queen ; the 
diadem, necklace, and jewelled brace- 
lets could rival the parure of the queen, 
and Sophia Dorothea experienced al- 
most a sensation of envy at the sight 
of the large fan which the countess 
held half opened in her hand, and with 
which the queen had nothing that 
could compare. The fan was of real 
Chinese workmanship, and ornamented 
with incomparable carvings in ivory 
and beautiful paintings. 

The queen-dowager acknowledged 
the thrice-repeated courtesy of Count- 
ess Khedem with a slight inclination 
of the head only, while Queen Eliza- 
beth Christine greeted her with a gra- 
cious smile. 

The king, who noticed the cloud 
gathering on his mother^s brow, and 
very well knew its cause, was amused 
to see the queen-mother, who had so 
warmly advocated the reception of 
Countess Bhederu at court, now receive 
her so coldly ; and, wishing to jest with 
his mother on the subject of this short- 
lived fancy, he greeted the countess 
very graciously, and, turning to his 
mother, said : 

**You have done well, madame, to 
invite this beautiful countess to the 
court; she will be a great acquisition, a 
great ornament" 

" A great ornament," repeated Sophia 
Dorothea, who now considered the 
quiet and unconstrained bearing of the 
countess as disrespectful to herself; and 
fixing her proud and scomi^il glances 
upon her as she contemptuously re- 
peated the king's words, she said: 
" What a singular train you wear 1 " 

^' It is of Indian manufacture," said 
the countess, quietly ; " my father is con- 
nected with several mercantile houses 
in Holland, and from one of these I ob- 
tained the curious cloth which has at- 
tracted your majesty's attention." 



Sophia Dorothea reddened with 
shame and indignation. This woman 
had the audacity not only not to be 
ashamed of her past life, over which 
she should have, drawn a veil, but she 
dared in this brillant company, in the 
presence of two queens, to speak of 
her other's business relations — eiven 
while the queen magnanimously wished 
to forget and veil the obscurity of her 
birth. 

" Ah I " said the queen-mother, "you 
wear an article from your father's shop I 
Truly, a convenient and ingenious mode 
of advertising your father's goods; 
and hereafter when we regard Countess 
Rhedem, we will know what is her 
father's latest article of trade." 

The smile which Queen Sophia per- 
ceived upon the lips of her suite was a 
suflScient reward for her cruel jest. 
The eyes of all were scornfully fixed 
upon the countess, whose husband stood 
at her side, pale and trembling, and with 
downcast eyes. But the young count- 
ess remained perfectly composed. 

" Pardon me, your majesty," said she, 
in a full, clear voice, **for daring to 
contradict you, but my father's busi- 
ness is too well known to need any ad- 
vertisement." 

" Well, then, in what does he deal ?" 
said the queen, angrily. 

"Your majesty," said the coimtess, 
bowing respectfully, " my father's deal- 
ings are characterized by wisdom, hon- 
or, generosity, and discretion." 

The queen's eyes fiashed; a shop- 
keeper's daughter had dared to justify 
herself before her, and to defy and 
scoff at her anger. 

She arose proudly. She wished to 
annihilate this newly-created countess 
with her withering contempt. But the 
king, who perceived the signs of a 
coming storm upon his mother's brow, 
determined to prevent this outbreak. 
It wounded his generous soul to see a 
poor, defenceless woman tormented in 
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this manner. He was too noble-minded 
to take ofifence at the quiet and com- 
posed bearing of the countess, which 
had excited his mother^s anger. In 
her display of spirit and intelligence, 
he forgot her lowly birth, and, laying 
his hand gently upon his mother^s 
shoulder, he said, with a smile : 

'^ Does not your majesty think that 
Countess Rhedem does honor to her 
birth? Her father deals in wisdom, 
honor, and generosity. Well, it seems 
to me that Countess Rhedern has inher- 
ited these noble qualities. — My dear 
countess, I promise you my patronage, 
and will ever be a devoted customer of 
your house if you prove worthy of 
your father." 

" That I can promise your majesty," 
said the countess, an expression of 
proud delight flitting over her counte- 
nance, and almost rendering it beautiful ; 
" and will your majesty have the kind- 
ness, at some future time," said she, 
taking her husband's arm, " to convince 
yourself that the house of Rhedern 
and Company, to which your majesty 
has so graciously promised his patron- 
age, is in a condition to satisfy his re- 
quirements 1 " 

The queen-mother could hardly sup- 
press a cry of anger and indignation. 
The«eountess had dared to give the 
king an invitation. She had committed 
a breach of etiquette which could only 
be accounted for by the most absolute 
ignorance, or the greatest impertinence, 
and one which the king would assured- 
ly punish. 

But Sophia Dorothea was mistaken. 
Bowing low, the king said, with that 
kindliness of manner which was pe- 
culiar to himselfj " I will take the very 
first opportunity of paying your estab- 
lishment a visit." 

Sophia Dorothea was very near faint- 
ing; she could endure this scene no 
longer ; and, giving herself up entirely 
to her anger, she was guilty of the 



same fault which the countess had 
committed through ignorance. For- 
getful of etiquette, she assumed a right 
which belonged to the reigning king 
and queen alone. Arising hastily from 
her seat, she said, impatiently : 

^^ I think it is time we should join 
the dancers. Do you not find the music 
very beautiful and enticing? Let us 
go." 

The king smilingly laid his hand on 
her arm. ^'You forget, madame, that 
there is another happy man who *longs 
to bask in the sunshine of your counte- 
nance. You forget, madame, that 
Count N6al is to have the honor of an 
introduction." 

The queen gave her son one of those 
proud, resigned, and reproachful looks 
which she had been in the habit of 
directing toward Frederick William 
during her wedded life. She felt con- 
quered, humbled, and powerless. 

The imperious expression fied from 
her brow, and found refuge in her eyes 
only. " And this, too I " murmured 
she, sinking back on her seat. She 
barely heard Count NSal's introduc- 
tion. She acknowledged, his respectful 
greeting with a slight inclination of the 
head, and remained silent. 

The king, who to-day seemed to be 
in a conciliatory mood, again came to 
the rescue. 

" Madame," said he, ** Count N6al is 
indeed an enviable man ; he has seen 
what we will probably never see. He 
has been in the lovely, luxurious, and 
dreamy South ; he has seen the sun of 
India ; he was governor of Surinam." 

*' Pardon me, your majesty," said the 
count, proudly ; " I was not only gov- 
emer, but vice-regent" 

" Ah," said the king, " and what are 
the prerogatives of a vice-regent ? " 

*' I was there esteemed as your majes- 
ty is here. The governor of Surinam 
is approached with the same submis- 
sion, humility, and devotion, he enjoys 
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the same homage as the Kiog of Prus- 



w 



sia. 

''Ah, you are then an equal of the 
King of Prussia ? Baron Polhiitz, you 
have been guilty of a great oversight ; 
you have forgotten to provide a seat 
for my brother, the King of Surinam. 
You must be indulgent this time, my 
dear brother, but at the next ball we 
will not forget that you are a vice-re- 
gent of Surinam, and woe to the baron 
if he does not then provide a chair I " 

He then took his mother's arm, and 
signing to Prince Augustus William to 
follow him with the reigning queen, 
proceeded to the ballroom. 

On arriving there he released his 
mother's arm and said : '^ If agreeable 
to you, we wiU lay aside etiquette for a 
short time and mingle with the dan- 
cers.'' And without awaiting an an- 
swer, the king bowed and hurried off 
into the adjoining room, followed by 
FdUnitz. He there assumed a domino 
and mask. 

The entire court followed the king's 
example. The prince, and even the 
reigning queen, took advantage of his 
permission. 

The queen -mother was deserted by 
her suite, and left almost entirely alone 
in this large saloon. Her marshal. 
Count Bhedem, his wife, and the page 
who held her train, were the only per- 
sons who remained. Sophia Dorothea 
heaved a deep sigh ; she felt that she 
was no longer a queen, but a poor 
widow who had vacated the throne. 
Fortunately, Countess Bhedem, the 
wife of her marshal, was still there; 
upon her she could at least vent her 
rage. 

^' Madame," said she, looking angrily 
at the countess, '^ your train is too long ; 
you should have brought some of the 
lads from your other's store to carry 
this train for you, in order that it might 
be more minutely examined." 

The countess bowed. ^' Tour majes* 



ty must pardon me for not having done 
so, as my father^s assistants are not at 
my disposal But perhaps we can find 
a remedy if your majesty really thinks 
I need a train-bearer. I suggest that 
some of my father's principal debtors 
should fill this place. I believe these 
gentlemen would willingly carry my 
train if my father would grant them a 
respite. If your majesty agrees to this 
proposition, I shall at once select two 
of your noblest cavaliers for my train- 
bearers, and will then no longer put 
your brilUant court to shame." 

The queen did not reply; she cast 
a^ angry glance at the quiet and com- 
posed countess, and then*walked quiet- 
ly toward the throne, around which 
the royal family had now assembled. 



CHAPTEB X. 

THE MASKBBS. 

The king, with the assistance of 
Pdllnitz, had now completed his toilet ; 
he did not wish to be recognized, and 
his dress was similar to hundreds of 
others who were wandering through 
the rooms. 

" Do you think I shall be known ? " 

'*No, sire, it is not possible, ^ow 
have the goodness to push your mask 
slightly over your eyes; they might 
perhaps betray you." 

"' Well, these eyes will soon s^e some 
curious things. Did you ever stand 
upon a battle-field as a conqueror, sur- 
rounded by corpses, ^\l your living 
enemies having fied before you ? " 

"Heaven in its mercy preserve me 
from such a sight I My enemies, sire,, 
have never fied from me; they chase 
me and threaten me, and it is of God's 
great mercy that I have always escaped 
them." 

" Who are these pursuing enemies of 
yours ? " 
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" They are my creditors, your majes- 
ty, and you may well believe that they 
are more terrible to me than a battle- 
field of corpses. Unhappily, they stiU 
live, and the fiends torment me." 

" Well, PoUnitz, after I have seen my 
first battle-field, in the condition I have 
just described to you, and returned 
home victorious, I will assist you to 
kill off your rapacious enemies. Until 
then, keep bravely on the defensive. 
Gome, let us go, I ^have only half an 
hour left for pleasure." 

The king opened the door of the 
cabinet, and, jesting merrily, he mingled 
with the crowd, while Pollnitz re- 
mained near the door, and cast a 
searching glance around the room. 
Presently a mocking smile flitted over 
his face, and he said to himself: 
"There, there are all three of them. 
There is the modestly-dressed nun who 
would not be recognized as Madame 
von Morien. There is the king of 
cards, Manteuffel, who is not yet aware 
that a quick eye has seen his hand, and 
his trumps are all in vain. There at 
last is Madame von ^i^i^dt, ^The 
Gypsy,' telling fortunes, and having no 
presentiment of the fate awaiting her- 
selfl A little scrap of paper carelessly 
lost and judiciously used by the lucky 
fijider is quite sufficient to unmask three 
of the worldly wise." 

"Well, baron," whispered the nun, 
" will you ftilfil your promise ? " 

" Dear Madame von Morien," replied 
PoUnitz, shrugging his shoulders, " the 
king expressly commanded me not to 
betray him." 

" PSllnitz," said the mm, with a tear- 
ful voice, " have pity on me ; tell me 
the disguise of the king; you shall not 
only have my eternal gratitude — but 
look I I know you love diamonds ; see 
this costly pin, which I will give for 
the news I crave 1 " 

" It is impossible for poor, weak hu- 
man nature to resist you," said Poll- 
is 



nitz, stretching out his hands eagerly 
for the pin; "diamonds have a con- 
vincing eloquence, and I must submit. 
The king has a blue domino embroid- 
ered with silver cord, a white feather 
is listened in his hat with a ruby pin, 
and his shoe-buckles are of rubies and 
diamonds." 

" Thank you," said the nun, handing 
the pin and mingling hastily with the 
crowd." 

While Pollnitz was fastening the pin in 
his bosom, the king of cards approach- 
ed, and laid his hand on his shoulder. 

"Well, baron, you see I am punc- 
tual ; answer the questions of yesterday, 
and I will give you all the information 
necessary to secure you a rich and lovely 
wife." 

"1 accept the terms. You wish to 
know what route his majesty will take, 
and the number of his troops: this 
paper contains the information you de- 
sire; I obtained it from a powerful 
friend, one of the confidential servants 
of the king. I had to pay a thousand 
crowns for it ; you see I did not forget 
you." 

" Well, here is a draft for four thou- 
sand crowns," said Manteuffel; "you 
see I did not forget your price." 

" And now for the rich and lovely 
wife I " 

"listen. In Nuremberg I am ac- 
quainted with a rich family, who have 
but one fair daughter ; she will inherit a 
million. The family is not noble, but 
they wish to marry their daughter to 
a Prussian cavalier. I have proposed 
you, and you are accepted; you have 
only to go to Nuremberg and deliver 
these letters ; you will be received as a 
son, and immediately after the wedding 
you will come into possession of a mil- 
Uon." 

"A million is not such a large sum, 
after all," said Poll nitz. " If I must mar- 
ry a citizen in order to obtain a fortune, I 
know a girl here who is young, beauti- 
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fhl, and much in love with me, and I 
think she has not less than a million." 

" Well, take the letters— you can con- 
sider th^ object. Au revoir, my dear 
baron. Oh, I forgot one other smtfU 
stipulation connected with your mar- 
riage with the Nuremberger : the &m- 
ily is Protestant, and will not accept 
a Catholic for their rich daughter ; so 
you will have to become a Protestant" 

" Well, that is a small affair. I was 
once a Protestant, and I thiuk I was 
just as good then as I am now." 

Manteuffel laughed heartily, and 
withdrew. 

Pollnitz looked thoughtfully at the 
letters, and considered the question of 
the Nuremberg bride. " I believe Anna 
Pricker has at least a million," thought 
he, ** and old Pricker lies very ill from 
the shock of his wife's sudden death. 
Jf our plan succeeds, and Anna becomes 
A great singer, she will have a powerful 
influence with the king, and it will be 
ibrgotten that she is a tailor's daughter. 
J believe I would rather have Anna 
than the Nuremberger, but I will keep 
the latter in reserve." 

Pollnitz had reached this point in his 
meditations, when the gypsy stood be- 
fore him ; she greeted him with roguish 
words, and he was again the thought- 
less and giddy cavalier. Madame von 
Brandt, however, had but little time 
for jesting. 

" You promised to give me informa- 
tion of the letter I lost at the last court 
festival," she said, anxiously. 

"Yes, that very important letter, 
ruinously compromising two ladies and 
a nobleman. I suppose you would ob- 
tain the letter at any sacrifice ? " 

" Yes, at any sacrifice," said Madame 
von Brandt ^^You asked a hundred 
louis d'ors for the letter ; I have brought 
them with me ; take them — ^now give 
me the letter." 

The baron took the money and put it 
in his pocket 



"Well, the letter, let me have it 
quickly," said Madame von Brandt 

PdUnitz hunted through his pockets 
anxiously. " My God I " he cried, 
" this letter has wings. I know I put 
it in my pocket, and it has disap- 
peared ; perhfkps like yourself I lost it 
in the saloon. I must hasten to seek 
it." He wished to go Immediately, 
but Madame von Brandt held him 
back. 

" Have the goodness to give me my 
money until you have found the letter," 
she cried, trembling with rage. 

" Your money," cried PSUnitz ; " you 
gave me no money. Why do you keep 
me ? allow me to go and seek this im- 
portant letter." He tore himself from 
her and mingled with the crowd. 

Madame von Brandt looked after 
him in speechless rage; she leaned 
against the wall, to prevent herself 
from falUng. 

PSllnitz laughed triumphantly ; — 
" This evening has brought me a thou- 
sand crowns, two hundred louis d'ors, a 
splendid diamond pin, and the promise 
of a rich wife. I think I may be con- 
tent. Through these intrigues I have 
enough to live on for months. I now 
stand high in the king's favor, and, 
who knows, perhaps he will give me a 
house,' not the house in the Jager Street 
— that is, alas I no longer vacant I 
see his majesty— I must hasten to him." 
Suddenly he heard his name called, 
and, turning, he saw a lady in a black 
domino, the hood drawn over her head, 
and her face covered with an impene- 
trable veil. 

"Baron PSUnitz, a word with yqu, 
if you please," and slightly motioning 
with her hand, she passed before him. 
Pdllnitz followed her, curious to know 
his last petitioner, but the dark dom- 
ino covered her completely. They 
had now reached a quiet window ; and 
the lady, turning, said : 

" Baron Pdllnitz, you are said to be 
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a noble and gallant cavalier, and I am 
sure you will not refuse a lady a favor." 

*^ Command me, madame I " said 
Pollnitz, with his eternal smile. " I 
will do all in my power." 

" Make known to me the costume of 
the king." 

The baron stepped back in angry as- 
tonishment. ^^ So, my beautiful mask, 
you call that a favor; I must betray 
his majesty to you. He has forbidden 
me positively to make known his cos- 
tume to any one; you cannot desire 
me to be guilty of such a crime I " 

** I implore you to tell me," cried the 
mask ; '* it is not from idle curiosity 
that I desire to know ; I have an ardent 
but innocent desire to say a few words 
to the king before he leaves for the 
wars, from which he may never re- 
turn." 

In the excitement of deep feeling, the 
mask spoke in her natural voice, and 
there were certain tones which Pollnitz 
thought he recognized ; he must be cer- 
tain, however, before speaking ; he drew 
nearer, and, gazing piercingly at the 
lady, be said: **You say, madame, 
that it is not an idle curiosity that you 
desire to know the costume of the 
king. How do I know that you do 
not entertain dangerous designs ? how 
do I know but you are an enemy, cor- 
rupted by Austria, and wish to lead his 
majesty to destruction ? " 

" The only security I can offer is the 
word of a noble ladv who never told 
an untruth. God omnipotent, Gk>d 
omnipresent, knows that my heart beats 
with admiration, reverence, and love 
for the kingl I would rather die than 
bring him into danger." 

" Will you swear that ? " 

" I swear I " cried the lady, raising 
her arm solemnly toward heaven. 

P611nitz followed all her movements 
watchfully, and as the long sleeve of 
the domino fell back, he saw a bracelet 
of emeralds and diamonds, which he 



recognized ; there was but one lady at 
the Prussian court who possessed such 
a bracelet, and that was the reigning 
queen. Pollnitz was too old a courtier 
to betray the discovery he had made ; 
be bowed quietly to the lady, who, 
discovering her imprudence, lowered 
her arm and drew her sleeve tightly 
over it. 

"Madame," said the baron, "you 
have taken a solemn oath, and I am 
satisfied: I will grant your request, 
but, as I gave my word of honor to tell 
no one ^the costume of his majesty, I 
must show it to you. I am now going 
to seek the king; I shall speak with 
no one but him ; therefore the domino 
before whom I bow and whom I ad- 
dress, will be the king. Follow me." 

" I thank you," said the lady, draw- 
ing her domino closely over her ; " I 
shall remember this hour gratefully, 
and if it is ever in my power to serve 
you, I shall do so." 

"This is indeed a most fortunate 
evening!" thought the crafty cour- 
tier. " I have earned money and dia- 
monds, and the favor of the queen, who 
up to this time has looked upon me 
with cold dislike." 

Pollnitz approached the king and 
bowed low: the lady stood behind, 
marking well the costume of his ma- 
jesty. 

" I have waited a long time for Poll- 
nitz,?' said the king. 

" Sire, I had to wait for three masks ; 
I have seen them all — Madame von 
Morien, Madame von Brandt, and Baron 
von Manteuffel. The baron remains 
true to his character : he is in the cos- 
tume of the king of cards." 

" And Madame von Morien ? " asked 
the king. 

" She is here as a nun, and bums 
with desire to speak with your majesty : 
and if you will step into the dark sa- 
loon, I do not doubt the repentant nun 
will quickly follow you." 
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"Well, what is the costume of ma- 
dame yon Brandt ? " 

" A gypsy, sire— a yellow skirt, with 
a red bodice embroidered in gold ; a 
little hat studded with diamonds, and 
a beauty-spot on the left temple. She 
wished me to give her the letter I 
found, and I sold it to her for two hun- 
dred louis d'ors." 

"You had not the letter, however, 
aud could not receive the money ? " 

"Pardon, your m^esty, I took the 
louis d^ors, and then discovered that I 
had lost the letter. I came t<} seek it.'^ 

The kmg laughed heartily, and said : 
" PSUnitz, PoUnitz, it is a blessed thing 
for the world that you are not married ; 
your boys would be consummate ras- 
cals ! Did you give Manteuffel the plan 
of the campaign and the number of the 
troops?" . 

" Yes, sire, I did ; and the baron was 
so charmed that he made me a present 
of four thousand crowns ! I took them 
for appearance' sake ; your majesty must 
decide what I must do with them." 

" Keep the reward of your iniquity, 
baron. You have a superb talent for 
thieving, and I prefer you should prac- 
tise it on the Austrians to practising it 
on myself. Go, now, and see that I find 
my uniform in the cabinet." 

The king mingled again with the 
crowd, and was not recognized, but 
laughed and jested with them merrily 
as man to man. 



CHAPTER XI. 

BEWABD Ain> PuinsHMBirr. 

Suddenly the king ceased his cheer- 
ftil laughter and merry jests ; he. had 
for the moment forgotten that he had 
any thing to do but amuse himself — 
forgotten that he was here to judge 
and to punish. Frederick was stand- 
ing by the once dearly-loved Count 



Manteuffel, and as his eye fell upon him 
he was recalled to himself. 

" Ah ! I was looking for you," said 
Frederick, laying his hand upon the 
count's shoulder; "you were missing 
from my game, dear king of cards, but 
now that I have you, I shall win." 

The count's quick ear did not fail to 
recognize the king's voice in spite of 
its disguise; but he was too nice a 
diplomatist to betray his discovery by 
word or look. 

"What game do you wish to play 
with me, mask?" said he, following 
the king into an adjoining and unoccu- 
pied room. 

" A new game — ^the game of war ! " 
replied Frederick, harshly. 

" The game of war ? " repeated the 
count; "I have never heard of that 
game." 

The king did not answer at once; 
he was walking hastily up and down 
the room. 

"Count," said he, stopping before 
Manteuffel, " I am your friend. I wish 
to give you some good advice. Leave 
Berlin to-night, and never return to 
it I " 

"Why do you advise this?" asked 
the count, coolly. 

" Because otherwise you are in dan- 
ger of being imprisoned as a traitor, 
and hung as a spy I Make no answer ; 
attempt no defence. I am your friend, 
but I am also the friend of the king. 
I would guard you from a punishment, 
though a just one ; and I would also 
guard him from embarrassment and 
vexation. The king does not know 
that you are an Austrian spy, in the 
pay of the imperial court. May he 
never know it I He * once loved you ; 
and his anger would be terrible if in- 
formed of your perfidy. Yes, Count 
Manteuffel, this prince was young, in- 
experienced, and trusting ; he believed 
in your love, and gave you his heart 
Let us spare his youth; let us spare 
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him the humiliation of despising and 
punishing the man he once loved. Oh, 
my Gk>d ! it is hard to trample a being 
contemptuously under foot whom you 
once pressed lovingly to your heart. 
The king is gentle and aflfectionate : 
he is not yet sufficiently hardened to 
bear without pain the blows inflicted 
by a faithless friend. A day may come 
when the work of such friends, when 
your work, may be accomplished — 
when King Frederick will wear about 
his heart a coat-of-mail woven of dis- 
trust ; but, as I said, that time has not 
come. Do not await it, count, for then 
the king would be inexorable toward 
you ; he would look upon you only as 
a spy and a traitor. Hasten,, then, 
with flying steps from Berlin 1 " 

** But how, if I remaiQ and attempt 
to defend myself?" said the count, 
tijnidly. 

" Bo not attempt it ; it would be in 
vain. For in the same moment that 
you attempted to excuse yourself, the 
king would hear of your cunning, your 
intrigues, your bribery, and your treach- 
ery ; he would know that you corre- 
sponded with his cook ; that Madame 
von Brandt kept a journal for you, 
which you sent to the Austrian court, 
and for which you paid her a settled 
sum ; he would know that you watched 
his every word and step, and sold your 
information for Austrian gold! No, 
no, dare not approach the king. A 
justification is impossible. Leave here 
to-night, and never dare to tread again 
on Prussian soil I Bemember I am 
your friend; and as such I address 
you." 

" You then advise me to go at once, 
without taking leave of the king ? " 
said the count, who could not now 
conceal his embarrassment. 

" I do I I command you," said the 
king; '*I command you to leave this 
castle on the spot I — silently, without a 
word or sign, as beseems a convicted 



criminal I I command you to leave 
Berlin to-night It matters not to me 
where you go — to perdition, if it suits 
your fancy 1 " 

The count obeyed silently, without 
a word; he bowed to the king, and 
left the room. 

Frederick gazed after him till he 
was lost in the crowd. " And through) 
such men as that we lose our trust and 
confidence in our race; such men 
harden our hearts," said he to himself, 
" Is it, then, true, as has been said by 
sages of all times, that princes are con- 
demned to live solitary and joylessJ 
lives; that they can never possess a 
Mend disinterested and magnanimous 
enough to love them for themselves, 
and not for their power and glory ? If 
so, why give our hearts to men ? Let 
us love and cherish our dogs, who are 
true and honest, and love their masters, 
whether they are princes or beggars. — 
Ah, there is ManteuffePs noble friend, 
that coquettish little gypsy. We will 
for once change the usual order of 
things ; I will prophesy to her, instead 
of receiving her prophecies." The king 
approached and whispered : " Pollnitz 
has found the precious letter, and is 
anxious to return it to you." 

" Where is he ? " said the gypsy, 
joyously. 

"Follow me," answered Frederick, 
leading her to the same room where he 
had dismissed Manteuflel. "Here we 
are, alone and unnoticed," said the 
king, " and we can gossip to our heart's 
content." 

Madame von Brandt laughed: 
" Two are needed for a gossip," said she ; 
" and how do you know that I am in 
the humor for that ? You led me here 
by speaking of a letter which Baron 
Pollnitz was to give me, but I see 
neither PSllnitz nor the letter I " 

" Pollnitz gave it to me to hand you ; 
but before I ^ve it up, I will see if I 
have not already learned something of 



198 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS COURT. 



your art, and if I cannot prophesy as 
well as yourselfl Give me your hand ; 
I will tell your fortune." 

Madame von Brandt silently held 
out her trembling hand ; she had rec- 
ognized the Yoice; she knew it was 
the king who stood by her side. 

Frederick studied her hand without 
touching it. "I see wonderful things 
in this small hand. In this line it is 
written that you are a dangerous friend, 
a treacherous subject, and a cruel 
flirt." 

"Can you believe this?" said she, 
with a forced laugh. 

" I not only believe it, I know it. It 
is written in bold, imperishable char- 
acters upon your hand and brow. — 
Look ! I see here,' that from a foreign 
land, for treacherous service, you re- 
ceive large sums of gold ; here I see 
splendid diamonds, and there I read 
that twenty thousand crowns are prom- 
ised you if you prevent a certain divorce. 
Tou tremble, and your hand shakes so 
I can scarcely read. Keep your hand 
steady, madame; I wish to read not 
only your past but your future life." 

"I obey," whispered Madame von 
Brandt. 

" Here I read of a dangerous letter, 
which fell, through your own careless- 
ness, into the wrong hands. If the 
king should read that letter, your ruin 
would be imavoidable ; he would pun- 
ish you as a traitor; you would not 
only be banished from court, but con- 
fined in some strong fortress. When a 
subject conspires with the enemy dur- 
ing time of war, this is the universal 
punishment. Be cautious, be prudent, 
and the king will learn nothing of this, 
and yoit may be saved." 

" What must I do to avert my ruin 1 " 
she said, breathlessly. 

"Banish yourself^ madame; make 
some excuse to withdraw immediately 
from Berlin; retire to your husband's 
estate, and there, in quiet and solitude, 



think over and repent your crimes. 
When, like Mary Magdalene, you have 
loved, and deceived, and betrayed, like 
her you must repent, and see if God is 
as trusting as man — ^if you can deceive 
Him with your tears as you once de- 
ceived us with your well-acted friend- 
ship. Go—try repentance with God; 
here it is of no avail. This reforma- 
tion, madame, must commence at once. 
You will leave Berlin to-morrow, and 
will not return till the king himself 
sends for you." 

" I go ! " said Madame von Brandt, 
weeping bitterly ; " I go, but I carry 
death in my heart, not because I am 
banished, but because I deserve my 
punishment; because I have woimded 
the heart of my king, and my soul 
withers under his contempt," 

"Mary Magdalene," said Frederick, 
" truly you have a wondrous talent for 
acting ; a hint is enough for you, and 
you master your part at once. But, 
Madame, it is useless to act before the 
king ; he will neither credit your tears 
nor your repentance; he would re- 
member your crimes and pronounce 
your sentence. Hasten, then, to your 
place of atonement. There you may 
turn saint, and curse the vain and gid- 
dy world. Here is your letter — ^fare- 
well I " 

The king hastened away, and Ma- 
dame von Brandt, weeping from shame 
and humiliation, remained alone. The 
king passed rapidly through the crowd- 
ed saloon and stepped on the balcony ; 
he had seen the nun following him, 
and she came upon the balcony; he 
tore off his mask, and, confronting the 
trembling woman, he said, in a harsA 
voice : 

" What do you want with me ? " 

" Your love," cried the nun, sinking 
upon her knees and raising her hands 
imploringly to the king ; " I want the 
love you once promised me — the love 
which is my earthly happiness and my 
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salvation — ^your love, without which I 
must die ; wantiDg which, I suffer the 
tortures of purgatory I " 

" Then suffer," said Frederick, harsh- 
ly retreating a few steps — " go and suf- 
fer ; endure the torments of purgatory, 
you deserve them ; Qod will not deliver 
you, nor will 1 1 " 

" Alas ! alas 1 1 hear this, and I live I " 
cried Madamb von Morien, despairing- 
ly. " Oh, my king, take pity on me ; 
think of the heavenly past ; think of 
the intoxicating poison your words and 
looks poured into my veins, and do 
not scoim and punish me because I am 
brought almost to madness and death 
by .your neglect I See what you have 
made of me 1 see how poor * Leontine ' 
has changed 1 " She threw back her 
veil, and showed her pale and sorrow- 
ful countenance to the king. 

He gazed at her sternly; "You 
have become old, madame," he said, 
coldly — " old enough to tread in the 
new path you have so wisely prepared 
for yourself. You who have so long 
been the votary of love, are now old 
enough and plain enough to become a 
model of virtue. Accept this Order 
of Virtue and Modesty, promised you 
by the Empress of Austria. The king 
will not divorce his wife, and, as this is 
supposed to be solely your work, the 
^npress will not withhold the promised 
order." 

" My God 1 he knows all, and he de- 
spises me I " cried Madame von Morien, 
passionately. 

"Yes, he despises you," repeated 
the king ; " he despises and he has no 
pity on you I Farewell I " 

Without again looking tx}wards the 
broken-hearted woman, he turned to- 
wards the dancing-saloon. Suddenly 
he felt a hand laid softly upon his 
shoulder ; he turned and saw at his side 
a woman in black, and thickly veiled. 

" One word, King Frederick," whis- 
pered the lady. 



" Speak, what do you wish ? " said 
the king kindly. 

" What do I wish ? " said she, with a 
trembling voice ; " I wish to see you ; 
to hear your voice once more before 
you go to the battle-field to danger, 
perhaps to death. I come to entreat 
you to be careful of your life I remem- 
ber it is a precious jewel, for which you 
are not only answerable to Qod, but to 
millions of your subjects. Oh, my 
king, do not plunge wantonly into 
danger; preserve yourself for your 
country, your people, and your family 
— to all of whom you are indispensable." 

The king shook his head, smilingly. 
" No one is indispensable. A man lost 
is like a stone thrown into the water ; 
for a moment there is a slight eddy, 
the waters whirl, then all trace disap- 
pears, and the stream flows quietly and 
smoothly on. But not thus will I dis- 
appear. If I am destined to fall in the 
struggle to which I am now hastening, 
my death shall be glorious, and my 
grave known; it must, at least, be 
crowned with laurels, as no one will 
consecrate it with the tribute of love 
and tears. A king, you know, is never 
loved, and no one weeps for his death ; 
the whole world is too busily engaged 
in welcoming his successor." 

" Not so ; not so with you, my king ; 
you are deeply, fondly loved I I know 
a woman who lives but in your presence 
— a woman who would die of joy if 
she were loved by you ; she would die 
of despair if death should claim you — 
you, her youthful hero, her ideal I For 
this woman's sake, who worships you ; 
whose only joy you are, who humbly 
lays her love at your feet, and only 
asks to die there — ^for her sake, I im- 
plore you to be careful of yourself. Do 
not plunge wantonly into danger, and 
thus rob Prussia of her king; your 
queen of the husband whom she 
adores, and for whom she is ready at 
any hour to give her heart's blood." 
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Frederick gently clasped the folded 
hands of the veiled lady within his 
own; he knew her but too welL 

"Are you so well acquainted with 
Queen Elizabeth Christine that you 
know all the secrets of her heart ? ^ 

" Yes, I know the queen," whispered 
she ; " I am the only confidante of her 
sorrows. I alone know how much she 
loyes, how much she suflFers." 

" I pray you, then, go to her majesty 
and bid her farewell for me. Tell her 
that the king honors no other woman 
as he honors her ; that he thinks she is 
exalted enough to be placed among the 
noble women of the olden times. He 
is convinced she would say to her war- 
rior husband, as the Boman wives said 
to their fathers, husbands, and sons, 
when handing their shields, * Return 
with them or upon them 1 ' Tell Eliza- 
beth Christine that the King of Prus- 
sia will return from this combat with 
his hereditary foe as a conqueror, or as 
a corpse. He cares little for life, but 
much for honor ; he must make his name 
glorious, perchance by the shedding 
of his blood. Tell Elizabeth Christine 
this, and tell her also that on the day 
of battle her Mend and brother will 
think of her ; will not spare himself^ 
but to remember gratefully that, in 
that hour, a noble and pure woman is 
praying to God for him. And now 
adieu! I go to my soldiers — ^you to 
the queen." 

He bowed respectfully, and hurried to 
the music-room. The queen followed 
him with tearful eyes, and then, draw- 
ing her hood tightly over her face, she 
hurried through a secret door into 
her apartments. While Elizabeth 
Christine was weeping and praying in 
her room, the king was putting on his 
uniform,- and his officers were assem- 
bling in the court-yard. 

Prince Augustus "William was still 
tarrying in the dancing-saloon. He 
did not dance ; no one knew, he was 



there. He had shown himself for a 
few hours in a magnificent fancy suit, 
but unmasked; he then left the ball- 
room, saying he still had some few 
preparations to make for his journey. 
Soon, however, he returned in a com- 
mon domino and closely masked : no 
one but Laura von Pannewitz was aware 
of his presence. They were now stand- 
ing together in a window, whose heavy 
curtains hid them from view. It was a 
sad pleasure to look once more into 
each other's eyes, to feel the warm press- 
ure of loving hands, to repeat those 
pure and holy vows which their trem- 
bling lips had so often spoken ; every 
fond word fell like glorious music upon 
their young hearts. The moment of 
separation had come; the officers were 
assembled, and the solemn beating of 
drums was heard. 

" I must leave you, my beloved, my 
darling," whispered the prince, pressing 
the weeping girl to his heart. Laura 
sobbed convulsively. 

"Leave me, alas, perhaps never to 
return I " 

" I shall return, my Laura," said he, 
with a forced smile. " I am no hero ; 
I shall not fall upon the battle-field. 
I know this, I feel it I feel also 
that if this were to be my fate, I 
should be spared many sorrowfiil and 
agonizing hours. How much better a 
quick, glorious death, than this slow 
torture, this daily death of wretched- 
ness 1 Oh, Laura, I have presenti- 
ments, in which my whole future is cov- 
ered with clouds and thick darkness, 
through which even your lovely form 
is not to be seen — I am alone, ' all 
alone I " 

" You picture my own sufferings, my 
own fears," whispered Laura. " Alas ! 
I foiget the rapture of the present in the 
dim and gloomy ftiture. Oh, my be- 
loved, my heart does not beat with joy 
when I look at you ; it overflows with 
despair. I am never to see you again, 
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my prince ; our fond farewell is to be 
our last I Oh, believe me, this sad pre- 
sentiment is the Yoice of Fate, warning 
us to escape irom this enchanting vis- 
ion, with which we have lulled our 
souls to sleep. We have forgotten our 
duty, and we are warned that a cruel 
' necessity will one day separate us ! " 

*^ Nothing shall separate us I'' said 
the prince; "no earthly power shall 
come between us. The separation of 
to-day, which honor demands of me, 
shall be the last. When I return, I will 
remind you of your oath ; I will claim 
your promise, which Gk)d heard and 
accepted. Our love is from Heaven, 
and no stain rests upon it; Heaven, 
therefore, will watch over it, and will 
not withold its blessing ; with this we 
will conquer all difficulties, and we can 
dispense with the approbation of the 
world." 

Laura shook her head sadly. "I 
have not this happy confidence, and I 
have not the strength to bear this pain- 
ful separation. At times, when I have 
been praying fervently for help, it 
seems to me that God is standing by 
and strengthening me to obey the com- 
mand of the dowager-queen and give 
my hand to Count Voss. But when I 
w^ish to speak the decisive word, my 
lips are closed as with a band of iron ; 
and I feel that, could I open them, the 
J only sound I should utter would be a 
cry so despairing as to drive me to 
madness." 

The prince pressed her fondly to his 
heart " Swear to me, Laura, that you 
will never be so fiEtithless, so cowardly, 
as to yield to the threats of my moth- 
er," said he, passionately; "swear that 
you will be true to your oath — that 
oath by which you are mine — ^mine to 
all eternity ; my wedded wife I " 

**I swear it," said she, solemnly, fix- 
ing her eyes steadily upon his agitated 
countenance. 

" They will take advantage of my 



absence to torture you," said the prince, 
" My mother will overwhelm you with 
reproaches, threats, and entreaties ; but, 
if you love me, Laura, you will fincl 
strength to resist all this. As yet my 
mother does not know that it is I whom 
you love — I who worship you ; she sus- 
pects that the king or the young Prince 
of Brunswick possesses your heart. But 
chance may betray our love, and then 
her anger would be terrible. She 
would lose no tiilie in separating us — 
would stop, at nothing. Then, Laura, 
be firm and faithful; believe no re- 
ports, no message, no letter ; trust only 
in me and in my word. I will not 
write to you, for my letters might be 
intercepted. I will send no messenger 
to you ; he might be bribed. If I fall 
in battle, and God grants me strength 
in dying, I will send you a last embrace 
and a last loving word, by some pity- 
ing friend. In that last hour our love 
will have nothing to fear from the 
world, the king, or my mother. You 
will always be in my thoughts, darling, 
and my spirit will be with you." 

"And if you fall, God will have 
mercy on me and take me from this 
cruel world ; it will be but a grave for 
me when no longer gladdened by your 
presence." 

The prince kissed her fondly, and 
slipped a ring on her finger. " That is 
our betrothal ring," said he. "Now 
you are mine — you wear my ring ; this 
is the first link of that chain with 
which I will bind ypiir whole life to 
mine 1 You are my prisoner ; nothing 
can release you. — But listen ! what is 
that noise ? The king has descended 
to the court ; he will be looking for me. 
Farewell, my precious one; God and 
His holy angels guard you I " 

He stepped slowly from behind the 
curtains and closed them carefully after 
him, so as to conceal Laura ; he passed 
hastily through the rooms to his apart- 
ment, threw oflf the domino which con- 
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cealed bis uniform, and, seizing his 
sword, he hastened into the court. The 
king was surrounded by his generals 
and officers. All eyes were fixed upon 
him ; he had silenced every objection. 
There was among them but one opinion 
and one will, the will and opinion of 
the sovereign, whom all felt to be their 
master, not only by divine right, but by 
hiB mighty intellect and great soul. 
Frederick stood among them, his coun- 
tenance beaming with inspiration, his 
eagle eye sparkling and glowing with 
the fire of thought, and a smile was on 
his lips which won all hearts. Behind 
him stood the Prince of Anh alt-Dessau, 
old Ziethen, General Winterfeldt, and 
the adjutant-generals. Above them 
floated a magnificent banner, whose 
motto, '* Pro glorid et patrid,^^ was 
woven in gold. Frederick raised his 
naked sword and greeted the waving 
colors. He spoke, and his full, rich 
voice filled the immense square : 

"Gentlemen, I undertake this war 
with no other ally than your stout 
hearts. My cause is just ; I dare ask 
God's help! Remember the renown 
our great ancestors gained on the bat- 
tle-field of Fehrbellin 1 Your future is 
in your own hands — distinction must be 
won by gallant and daring deeds. We 
are to attack soldiers who gained im- 
perishable fame under Prince Fugene. 
How great will be our glory if we van- 
quish such warriors I — Farewell 1 Go 
— ^I follow without delay I " 



CHAPTER XII. 



THE RETURN. 



The first campaign of the young 
King of Prusda had been a bloodless 
one. Not one drop of blood had been 
shed. A sentinel at the gate of Bres- 
lau had refused to allow the Prussian 
commander to enter, and received for 
his daring a sounding box on the ear, 



which sent him reeling backward. The 
general with his staff entered the con- 
quered city, without further opposition. 
Breslau was the capital of a province 
which for more than a hundred years 
had not been visited by any member of 
the royal house of Hapsburg. The 
heavy taxes imposed upon her were the 
only evidence that she belonged to the 
Austrian dominions. Breslau did not 
hesitate to receive this young and hand- 
some king, who as he marched into the 
city gave a kindly, gracious greeting to 
all ; who had a winning smile for all 
those richly-dressed ladies at the win- 
dows ; who had written with his own 
hand a proclamation in which he as- 
sured the Silesians that he came not as 
an enemy, and that' every inhabitant 
would be secured in his rights and 
privileges, and freedom in his religion, 
worth, and service. The ties which 
bound the beautiful province of Sileda 
to Austria had long ago been shattered, 
and the prophecy of the king had al- 
ready been fulfilled — that prophecy 
made in Krossen. As the king entered 
Krossen with his army, the clock of the 
great church tower fell with a thunder- 
ing noise, and carried with it a portion 
of the old church. A superstitious fear 
fell upon the whole Prussian army ; even 
the old battle-stained warriors looked 
grim and thoughtful. The king alone 
smiled, and said : 

" The faU of this clock signifies that 
the pride of the house of Austria will 
be humbled. Caesar fell when landing 
in Africa, and exclaimed : ^ I hold thee, 
Africa 1 ' " 

Great men do not allow themselves 
to be influenced by evil omens. Quick- 
ly, indeed, was Frederick's prophecy 
fulfilled. The house of Austria was 
suddenly humbled, and the Prussian 
army was quietly in possession of one 
of her capitals. Frederick had been 
joyfully received, not only by tiie 
Protestants, who had so long sufiiered 
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from the bitterest religioas persecution, 
and to whom the king now promised 
absolute freedom of conscience and un- 
conditional exercise of their religious 
worship, but by the Catholics, even the 
priests and Jesuits, who were complete- 
ly fascinated by the intellect and ami- 
ability of Frederick, {(p man mourned 
for the Austrian yoke, and th3 Prus- 
sians became great favorites with the 
Silesians, particularly with the women, 
who, heart in hand, advanced to meet 
them, received the handsome and well- 
formed soldiers as lovers, and hastened 
to have these tender ties made irrevo- 
cable by the blessing of the priest. 
Hundreds of marriages between the 
Prussians and the maidens of the land 
were solemnized during the six weeks 
Frederick remained in Silesia. These 
men, who, but a few weeks before, 
came as enemies and conquerors, were 
now adopted citizens, thus giving their 
king a double right to the possession 
of these provinces. 

It soon became the mode for a Si- 
lesian girl to claim a Prussian lover, 
and the taller and larger the lover, 
the prouder and more happy was the 
lucky possessor. Baron Bielfeld, who 
accompanied the king to Breslau, met 
in the street one day a beautiful 'bour- 
geoises who was weeping bitterly and 
wringing her hands ; Bielfeld inquired 
the cause of her tears, and she replied 
naively : 

*' Alas ! I am indeed an object of 
pity; eight days ago I was betrothed 
to a Prussian grenadier, who measured 
five feet and nine inches; I was very 
happy and very proud of him. To- 
day one of the guard, who measured 
six feet and two inches, proposed to 
me; and I weep now because so majes- 
tic and handsome a giant is offered me, 
and I cannot accept him." 

The king won the humbler women 
through his gallant soldiers ; the ladies 
of the aristocracy, through his own 



beauty, grace, and eminent intellect. 
Frederick gave a ball to the aristocracy 
of Breslau, and all the most distin- 
guished and noble ferailies, who had 
been before closely bound to the house 
of Austria, eagerly accepted the iuvitar 
tion ; they wished to behold the man 
who was hero and poet, cavalier and 
warrior, a youth and a philosopher; 
who was young and handsome, and 
full of life ; who did not wrap himself 
in stiff, ceremonious forms, and ap- 
pear in the presence of ladies to forget 
that he was a king. He worshipped 
the ladies as a cavalier, and when they 
accepted his invitation to dance, con- 
sidered it a flattering favor. While 
winning the hearts of the women 
though his gallantry and beauty, he 
gained the voices of the men by the 
orders and titles which he scattered 
broadcast through the province. 

'*I dreamed last night,'* said he to 
PoUnitz, laughing, ^^that I created 
princes, dukes, and barons in Breslau ; 
help me to make my dream a reality 
by naming to me some of the most 
prominent families." 

PdUnitz selected the names, and 
Prince von Pless, Duke Hockburg, and 
many others, rose up proudly from this 
creative process of the king. 

SileEoa belonged, at this moment, un- 
conditionally to Prussia. The king 
could now return to Berlin and devote 
himself to study, to friendship, and his 
family. The first act of that great 
drama, called the Seven Years' War, 
was now finished. Frederick could 
now, between the acts, give himself up 
to the arts and sciences, and strengthen 
himself for that deep tragedy of which 
he was resolved to be the hero. Berlin 
received her king with shouts of joy, 
and greeted him as a demigod. He 
was no longer, in the eyes of the impe- 
rious Austrians, the little Margrave of 
Brandenburg, who must hold the wash- 
basin for the emperor ; he was a proud, 
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self- sustaining monarch, no longer re- 
ceiving commands from Austria, but 
giving laws to the proud daughter of 
the Caesars. 

The queen-mother and the young 
princesses met the king at the outer 
gates. The Queen Elizabeth Christine, 
her eyes veiled with rapturous tears, re- 
ceived her husband tremblingly. Alas I 
he had for her only a silent greeting, a 
cold, ceremonious bow. But she saw 
him once more; she could lose her 
whole soul in those melting eyes, in 
which she was ever reading the most 
enchanting magical fairy tales. In 
these days of ceremony he could not re- 
fuse her a place by his side ; to sit near 
him at table, and at the concerts with 
which the royal chapel and the newly- 
arrived Italian singers would celebrate 
the return of the king. Graun had 
composed a piece of music in honor of 
this occasion, and not only the Italian 
singer Laura Farinelli, but a scholar of 
Graun and Quantz, a German singer, 
Anna Prickerin, would then be heard 
for the first time — ^for Anna an event- 
ful and decisive day ; she stood on the 
brink of a new existence — an existence 
to be made glorious by renown, honor, 
and distinction. 

It was nothing to her that her father 
lay agonizing upon his death-bed; it 
was nothing to her that her brother 
William had left his home three days 
before, and no one knew what had be- 
come of him. She asked no questions 
about father or brother ; she sorrowed not 
for the mother lately dead and buried. 
She had but one thought, one desire, one 
aim— to be a celebrated singer, to ob- 
tain the hand of a man whom she 
neither loved nor esteemed, but who 
was a baron and an influential lord of 
the court. The object of Anna's life 
was to become the wife of the baron, 
not for love. She wished to hide her 
ignoble birth under the glitter of his 
prou# name ; it was better to be the 



wife of a poor baron than the daughter 
of a tailor, even though he should be 
the court tailor, and a millionnaire. 

The^ king had b^en in Berlin but 
two days, and P511nitz had already 
made a visit to his beautiful Anna. 
Never had he been so demonstrative 
and so tender ; ^ never before had he 
been so seriously occupied with the 
thought of making her his wife ; never 
had he looked upon it as possible. The 
example of Count Hhedem gave him 
courage; what the king had granted 
to the daughter of the merchant, he 
could not refuse to the daughter of the 
court tailor, more particularly when 
the latter, by her own gifts and talents, 
had opened the doors of the palace for 
herself — when by the power of her 
siren voice she had made the barriers 
tremble and fall which separated the 
tailor's daughter from the court circle. 
If the lovely Anna became a celebrated 
singer, if she succeeded in winning the 
applause of the king, she would be en- 
nobled; and no one could reproach 
the baron for making the beautiful 
prima donna his wife. If, therefore, 
she pleased the king, Pollnitz was re- 
solved to confess himself her knight, 
and to marry her as soon as possible — 
yes, as soon as possible, for his cred- 
itors followed him, persecuted him at 
every step, even threatened him with 
judgment and a prison. Pollnitz re- 
minded the king that he had promised, 
after his return from Silesia, to assist 
him. Frederick replied that he had 
not yet seen a battle-field, and was at 
the beginning and not the end of a 
war, for which he would require more 
gold than his treasury contained. 
" "Wait patiently, also," he said, *' for the 
promised day, for only then can I fulfil 
my promise." It was, therefore, a ne- 
cessity with PSllnitz to find some way 
of escape from this terrible labyrinth ; 
and with an anxiously-beating heart he 
stood on the evening of the concert be- 
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hind th« king's chair, to watch every 
movement and every word, and above 
all to notice the eflfect produced by the 
voice of his Anna. 

The king was uncommonly gay and 
gracious ; these two days in his beloved 
Berlin, after the weeks of fatigue and 
weariness in Silesia, had filled his heart 
with gladness. He had given almost 
a lover's greeting to his books and his 
flute, and his library seemed to him a 
sanctified home ; with joy he exchanged 
his sword for a pen, and, instead of 
drawing plans of battle, he wrote 
verses or witty letters to Voltaire, 
whom he still honored, and in a certain 
sense admired, although the six days 
which Voltaire had spent in Rheins- 
berg, just before the Silesian campaign, 
had somewhat diminished his admira- 
tion for the French author. After 
Frederick's first meeting with Voltaire 
at the castle of Moyland, he said of 
the great savant, "He is as eloquent 
as Cicero, as charming as Pliny, and 
as wise as Agrippa; he combines in 
himself all the virtues and all the tal- 
ents of the three greatest men of the 
ancients." He now called the author 
of the " Henriade " a fool; it excited 
and troubled his spirit to see that this 
great author was mean and contempti- 
ble in character, cold and cunning in 
heart. He had loved the French phi- 
losopher as a Mend, and now he con- 
fessed with pain that Voltaire's friend- 
ship was a possession which must be 
cemented with gold, if you did not 
wish to lose it. Frederick, who, a few 
months before, had compared him with 
Cicero, Pliny, and Agrippa, now said 
to Jordan: "The miser, Voltaire, has 
still an unsatisfied longing for gold, 
and asks still thirteen hundred dollars ! 
Every one of the six days which he 
spent with me cost me five hundred 
and fifty dollars! I call that paying 
dear for a fool I Never before was a 
court fool so generously rewarded." 



To-day Frederick was expecting a 
new enjoyment; to-day, for the first 
time, he was to hear the new Italian 
singer. This court concert promised 
him, therefore, a special enjoyment, and 
he awaited it with youthful impatience. 

At length Graun gave the signal for 
the overture; Frederick had no ear 
for this simple, beautiftil, and touching 
music ; and the masterly solo of Quantz 
upon the flute drew from him a single 
bravo. He thought only of the ang- 
ers, and at last the chorus began. 

The heart of Pollnitz beat loud and 
quick as he glanced at Anna, who 
stood proud and grave, in costly French 
toilet, far removed from the FarineUi 
Anna examined the court circles quiet- 
ly, and looked as unembarrassed as if 
she had been long accustomed to such 
society. 

The chorus was at an end, and Laura 
Farinelli had the flrst aria to sing. 
Anna Prickerin could have murdered 
her for this. The Italian, in the fiill 
consciousness of her power, returned 
Anna's scorn with a half-mocking, half- 
contemptuous smile; she then fixed 
her great, piercing eyes upon the mu- 
sic, and began to sing. 

Anna could have cried aloud in her 
rage, for she saw that the king was 
well pleased ; he nodded his head, and 
a gay smile overspread bis features. 
She saw that the whole court circle im- 
mediately wore enchanted faces, and 
that even Pollnitz assumed an entirely 
happy and enthusiastic mien. The 
Farinelli saw all this, and the royal 
applause stimulated her ; her frill, glo- 
rious voice fioated and warbled in the 
artistic "Fioritures" and "Roulades," 
then dreamed itself away in soft, me- 
lodious tones: again it rose into the 
loftiest regions of sound, and was again 
almost lost in the simple, touching 
melodies of love. 

"Delicious ! superb 1 " said the king, 
aloud, as Farinelli concluded. 
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" Exalted 1 godlike ! " cried P6Unitz ; 
and now, as the royal sign had been 
given, the whole court dared to follow 
the example, and to utter light and re- 
pressed murmura of wondor and ap- 
plause. 

Anna felt that she turned pale ; her 
feet trembled; she could have mur- 
dered the Italian with her own hands ! 
this proud Farinelli, who at this mo- 
ment looked toward her with a ques- 
tioning and derisive glance; and her 
eyes seemed to say, " Will you yet dare 
to sing ? " 

But Anna had the proud courage to 
dare. She said to herself, *^ I shall tri- 
umph over her ; her voice is as thin as 
a thread, and as sharp as a fine needle, 
while mine is fuU and powerful, and 
rolls like an organ; and as for her 
*• Fioritures,' I understand them as well 
as she." 

With this conviction she took the 
notes in her hand, and waited for the 
moment when the " Kitornelle " should 
be ended ; she returned with a quiet 
smile the anxious look which her teach- 
er, Quantz, fixed upon her. 

The " Ritomelle " was ended. Anna 
began her song; her voice swelled 
loudly and powerfully far above the 
orchestra, but the king was dull and 
immovable; he gave not the slightest 
token of applause. Anna saw this, 
and her voice, which had not trembled 
with fear, now trembled with rage; 
she was resolved to awake the aston- 
ishment of the king by the strength 
and power of her voice; she would 
compel him to applaud I She gath- 
ered together the whole strength of 
her voice and made so powerful an ef- 
fort that her poor chest seemed about 
to burst asunder; a wild, discordant 
strain rose stunningly upon the air, 
and now she had indeed the triumph 
to see that the king laughed! Yes, 
the king laughed I but not with the 
same smile with which he greeted Far- 



inelli, but in mockery and contempt. 
He turned to Pdllnitz, and said : 

" What is the name of this woman 
who roars so horribly? " 

Pdllnitz shrugged his shoulders. He 
had a kind of feeling as if that mo^ 
menthis creditors had seized him by 
the throat. 

" Sire," whispered he, " I believe it is 
Anna Prickerin." The king laughed ; 
yes, in spite of the " Fioritures " of the 
raging singer, who had seen Pollnitz's 
shrug of the shoulders, and had vowed 
in the spirit to take a bloody vengeance. 

Louder and louder the fair Anna 
shrieked, but the king did not ap- 
plaud. She had now finished the last 
note of her aria, and breathlessly with 
loudly-beating heart she waited for the 
applause of the king. It Came not ! — 
perfect stillness reigned ; even Pollnitz 
was speechless. 

"Do you know, certainly, that this 
roaring woman is the daughter of our 
tailor ? " said the king. 

Pollnitz answered "Yes," with a 
bleeding heart 

" I have often heard that a tailor was 
called a goat, but his children are nev- 
ertheless not nightingales, and poor 
Pricker can sooner force a camel 
through the eye of his needle than 
make a songstress of his daughter. 
The Germans cannot sing, and it is an 
incomprehensible mistake of Graun to 
bring such a singer before us." 

"She is a pupil of Quantz," said 
Pdllnitz, " and he has often assured me 
she would make a great singer." 

" Ah, she is a pupil of Quantz," re- 
peated the king, and his eye glanced 
round in search of him. Quantz, with 
an angry face, and his eyebrows drawn 
together, was seated at his desk. — 
"Alas I" said Frederick, "when he 
makes such a face as that, he grumbles 
with me for two days, and is never 
pleased with my flute. I must seek to 
mollify him, therefore, and when this 
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Mademoiselle Prickerin sings again I 
will give a slight sign of applause." 

But Anna Prickerin sang no more ; 
angry scorn shot like a stream of fire 
through her veins — she felt suffocated ; 
tears rushed to her eyes ; every thing 
about her seemed to be wavering and 
unsteady ; and as her listless, half-un- 
conscious glances wandered around, 
she met the gay, triumphant eyes of 
the Farinelli fixed derisively upon her. 
Anna felt as if a sword had pierced 
her heart; she uttered a fearful cry, 
and sank unconscious to the floor. 

" What cry was that ? " said the 
king, ^* and what signifies this strange 
movement among the singers ? " 

" Sire, it appears that the Prickerin 
has fallen into a fainting-fit," said P511- 
nitz. 

The king thought this a good oppor- 
tunity to pacify Quantz by showing an 
interest in his pupil. " That is indeed 
a most unhappy circumstance," said 
the king, aloud. '* Hasten, Pollnitz, to 
inquire in my name after the health of 
this gifted young singer. If she is still 
suffering, take one of my carriages and 
conduct her yourself to her home, and 
do not leave her till you can bring me 
satisfactory intelligence as to her re- 
covery." So saying, the king cast a 
stolen glance toward the much-dreaded 
Quantz, whose brow had become some- 
what clearer, and his expression less 
threatening. " We shall, perhaps," 
whispered the king, " escape this time 
with one day's growling; I think I 
have softened him." Frederick seated 
himself, and gave the signal for the 
concert to proceed. He saw that, with 
the assistance of the baron, the uncon- 
scious songstress had been removed. 



CHAPTER Xm. 

THE DEATH OF THE OLD TIME. 

i 

The music continued, while Pollnitz, 
filled with secret dread, ordered a court 
carriage, according to the command 
of the king, and entered it with the 
still insensible songstress. 

*^The king does not know what a 
fearful commission he has given me," 
thought PQllnitz, as he drove through 
the streets with Anna Prickerin, and 
examined her countenance with terror. 
" If she awake she will overwhelm me 
with her rage. She is capable of 
scratching out my eyes, or even of 
strangling me I " 

But his fear was groundless. Anna 
did not stir ; she was still unconscious 
as the carriage stopped before the 
house of her father. No one came to 
meet them, although Pdllnitz ordered 
the servant to open the door, and 
the loud ringing of the bell sounded 
throughout the house. No one ap- 
peared, as the anxious courtier, with 
the assistance of the servants, liftied the 
insensible Anna ftrom the carriage and 
bore her into the house to her own 
room. As the baron placed her care- 
fully upon the sofa, she made a slight 
movement and heaved a deep sigh. 

" Now the storm will break forth," 
thought P6llnitz, anxiously, and he or- 
dered the servants to return to the car- 
riage and await his coming. He de- 
sired no witnesses of the scene which 
he expected, and in which he had good 
reason to believe that he would play 
but a pitiful rSle, 

Anna Prickerin now opened her eyes; 
her first glance fell upon Pollnitz, who 
was bending over her with a tender 
smile. 

" What happiness, dearest," he whis- 
pered, "that you at last open your 
eyes ! I was dying with anxiety." 

Anna did not answer at once; her 
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eyes were directed with a dreamy ex- 
pression to the smiling countenance of 
PSllnitz; and while he recounted his 
own tender care, a^d the gracious sym- 
pathy of the king, Anna appeared to 
be slowly waking out of her dream. 
Now a ray of consciousness and recol- 
lection overspread her features, and, 
throwing up her arm with a rapid 
movement, she administered a power- 
ful blow on the cheek of her tender, 
smiling lover, who fell back with his 
hand to his face, whimpering with 
pain. 

** Why did you shrug your shoul- 
ders ? " she said, her lips trembling 
with anger, and, springing up from 
the sofa, she approached Pdllnitz with 
a threatening expression, who, expect- 
ing a second explosion, drew back. 
" Why did you shrug your shoulders ? " 
repeated Anna. 

^'I am not aware that I did so, my 
Anna,^' stammered Pollnitz. 

She stamped impatiently on the floor. 
" I am not your Anna. You are a faith- 
less, treacherous man, and I despise 
you ; you are a coward, you have not 
the courage to defend the woman you 
have sworn to love and protect. When 
I ceased singing, why did you not ap- 
plaud ? '' 

" Dearest Anna," said PoUnitz, " you 
are not acquainted with court etiquette ; 
you do not know that at court it is 
only the king who expresses approval." 

"You all broke out into a storm 
of applause as Farinelli finished sing- 
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*' Because the king gave the sign." 
Anna shrugged her shoulders con- 
temptuously, and paced the floor with 
rapid steps. " You think that all my 
hopes, all my proud dreams for the 
future are destroyed," she murmured, 
with trembling lips, while the tears 
rolled slowly down her cheeks. " To 
think that the king and the whole 
court laughed while I sang, and that pre- 



sumptuous Italian heard and saw it 
all — I shall die of this shame and dis- 
grace! My future is annihilated, my 
hopes trodden under foot." She cov- 
ered her &te with her hands, and wept 
and sobbed aloud. 

Pollnitz had no pity for. her suffer- 
ings, but he remembered his creditors, 
and this thought rekindled his failing ' 
tenderness. He approached her, and 
gently placed his arm around her neck. 
"Dearest," he murmured, "why do 
you weep, how can this little mis- 
chance make you so wretched ? Do we 
not love each other ? are you not stiU 
my best beloved, my beautiful, my 
adored Anna ? Have you not sworn that 
you love me, and that you ask no great- 
er happiness- than to be united to 
me?" 

Anna raised her head, that she might 
see this tender lover. 

"It is true," proceeded Pollnitz, 
" that you did not receive the applause, 
this evening, which your gloriaus tal- 
ent deserves. Farinelli was in your 
way. The king has a prejudice against 
German singers ; he says, ' The Ger- 
mans can compose music, but they can- 
not sing.' That prejudice is a great 
advantage for the Italian. If you had 
borne an Italian name, the king would 
have been charmed with your wonder- 
ful voice ; but you are a German, and 
he refuses you his approval But what 
has been denied you here, you will ea- 
sily obtain elsewhere. We will leave 
this cold, ungrateful Berlin, my beloved. 
You shall take an Italian name, and 
through my various connections I can 
make arrangements for you to sing at 
many courts. You will win fame and 
gold, and we will lead a blessed and 
happy life." 

" I care nothing for the gold ; I am 
rich, richer than I even dreamed. My 
father told me to-day that he possessed 
nearly seven hundred thousand dollars, 
and that he would disinherit my broth- 
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er, who is now absent from Berlin. 
I shall be his heiress, and very soon, for 
the physicians say he can only li^e a 
few days." 

The eyes of the baron gleamed. 
"Has your &ther made his will? has 
he declared you his heiress ? " 

" He intended doing so to-day. He 
ordered the lawyers to come to him, 
and I believe they were here when I 
set out for this miserable concert. It 
was not on account of the money, but 
for fame, that I desired to become a 
prima donna. But I renounce my in- 
tention; this evening has shown me 
many thorns where I thought to find 
only roses. I renounce honor and re- 
nown, and desire only to be happy, 
happy in your love and companion- 
ship." 

"You are right; we will fly from 
this cold, faithless Berlin to happier 
regions. The world will know no hap- 
pier couple than the Baron and Baron- 
ess von Pollnitz." 

P5Unitz now felt no repugnance at 
the thought that the tailor^s daughter 
had the presumptuous idea of becoming 
his wife. He forgave her low orighx 
fior the sake of her immense fortune, 
and thought it not a despicable lot to 
be the husband of the beautiful Anna 
Prickerin. He assured her of his love 
in impassioned words, and Anna lis- 
tened with beaming eyes and a happy 
smile. Suddenly a loud weeping and 
crying, proceeding from the next room, 
interrupted this charming scene. 

" My father, it is my father I " cried 
Anna, as she hastened to the door of 
the adjoining room, which, as we know, 
contained the ancestral portraits of the 
Prickers. Pdllnitz followed her. In 
this room, surrounded by his ances- 
tors, the worthy tailor lay upon his 
death-bed. Pale and colorless as the 
portraits was the face of the poor man ; 
but his eyes were gleaming with a wild, 
feverish glitter. As he perceived Anna 
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in her splendid French costume, so 
wild and fearful a laugh burst from his 
lips, that even Poilnitz trembled. 

"Come to me," said the old man, 
with a stammering voice, as he mo- 
tioned to his daughter to approach his 
couch. "You and your brother have 
broken my heart ; you have given me 
daily a drop of poison, of which I have 
been slowly dying. Your brother left 
my house as the prodigal son, but he 
has not returned a penitent. He glo- 
ries in his crime ; he is proud of his 
shame. Here is a letter which I re- 
ceived from him to-day, in which he 
informs me that he has eloped with the 
daughter of my second murderer, this 
French Pelissier ; and thdt he intends 
to becon^ an actor, and thus drag 
through the dust the old and respect- 
able name of his &thers. For this no- 
ble work he demands his mother's for- 
tune. He shall have it — yes, he shall 
have it ; it is five thousand dollars, but 
from me he receives nothing but my 
curse, and I pray to Gk>d that it may 
ring forever in his ears I " 

The old man lay back exhausted, 
and groaned aloud. Anna stood with 
tearless eyes by the death-bed of her 
father, and thought only of the splen- 
did future which each passing moment 
brought nearer. Poilnitz had with- 
drawn to one of the windows, and was 
considering whether he should await 
the death of the old man or. return im- 
mediately to the king. 

Suddenly Pricker opened his eyes, 
and turned them with an angry and 
malicious expression toward his daugh- 
ter. 

" What a great lady you are I " he 
said, with a fearful grin ; " dressed in 
the latest fashion, and a wonderful 
songstress, who sings before the king 
and his court! Such a great lady 
must be ashamed that her father is a 
tailor. I appreciate that, and I am go- 
ing to my grave, that I may not trouble 



210 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS COURT. 



my daughter. Yes, I am going, and 
nothing shall remind the proud song- 
stress of me, neither my presence nor 
any of my possessions. A prima donna 
would not be the heiress of a tailor." 

The old man broke out into a wild 
laugh, while Anna stared at him, and 
PSUnitz came forward to hear and ob- 
serve. 

"I do not imderstand you, my 
father," said Aiuna, trembling and dis- 
turbed, 

"You will soon understand me," 
stammered the old man, with a hoarse 
laugh. " When I am dead, and the 
lawyers come and read my will, which 
I gave them to day, then you will know 
that I have left my fortune to the poor 
of the city, and not to this great song- 
stress, who does not need it, as she has 
a million in her throat. My son an 
actor, my daughter a prima donna — ^it 
is well. I go joyfully to my grave, and 
thank God for my release. Ah I you 
will remember your old father; you 
will curse me, as I have cursed you ; 
and as you will shed no tears at my 
•death, it shall, at least, be a heavy 
blow to you. You are disinherited I — 
"both disinherited I — the poor are my 
heirs, and you and your brother will 
Teceive nothing but the fortune of your 
mother, of which I unfortunately can- 
not deprive you." 

" Father, father, this is not possible 
— this cannot be your determination ! " 
cried Anna. " It is not possible for a 
father to be so cruel, so unnatural, as 
to disinherit his children I " 

" Have you not acted cruelly and un- 
naturally to me ? " asked the old man ; 
" have you not tortured me ? have you 
not murdered me, with a smile upon 
your lips, as you did your poor mother, 
who died of grief? No, no, no pity for 
unnatural children. You are disinher- 
ited I " 

The old man fell back with a loud 
shriek upon his couch, and his features 



assumed that fixed expression which is 
death's herald. 

" He is dying ! " cried Anna, throwing 
herself beside her father ; " he is dying, 
and he has disinherited me I " 

" Yes, disinherited 1 " stammered the 
heavy tongue of the dying man. 

Pollnitz trembled at the fearful 
scene; he fled with hasty steps fipom 
this gloomy room, and only recovered 
his composure when once more seated 
in his carriage. After some momentH 
of reflection, he said : 

" I will ask the king for my release 
from his service. I will become a Prot- 
estant, and hasten to Nuremberg, and 
marry the million there." 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE DISCOYEBY. 

They sat hand in hand in the quiet 
and fragrant conservatory ; after a long 
separation, they gazed once more in 
each other's eyes, doubting the reality 
of their happiness, and asking if it were 
not a dream, a delightful dream. 

This was the first time since his re- 
turn from Silesia that Prince Augustus 
William had seen his Laura alone ; the 
first time he could tell her of his long- 
ing and his suffering; the first time 
she could whisper in his ear the sweet 
and holy confession of her love — a con- 
fession that none should hear but her 
lover and her God. 

But there were four ears which heard 
every thing ; four eyes which saw all 
that took place in the myrtle-arbor. 
Louise von Schwerin and her lover, the 
handsome Fritz Wendel, sat arm in arm 
in the grotto, and listened attentively to 
the conversation of the prince and his 
bride. 

" How happy they are ! " whispered 
Louise, with a sigh. 

'^Are we not also happy?" asked 
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Fritz Wendel, tenderly, clasping his 
arm more firmly aromid her. " la not 
our love as ardent, as passionate, and 
as pure as theirs ? " 

"And yet the world would shed 
tears of pity for them, while we would 
be mocked and laughed at/' said Lou- 
ise, sighing. 

*' It is true, the love of the poor gar- 
dener for the beautiful Mademoiselle 
von Schwerin is only calculated to ex- 
cite ridicule," murmured Fritz Wendel ; 
<* but th^t shall and will be changed. I 
shall soon begin the new career which 
I have planned for myself; my Louise 
need then no longer blush for her lover, 
and my adoration for her shall no 
longer be a cause of shame and humili- 
ation. I have a means by which I can 
purchase rank and position, and I in- 
tend to employ this means." 

"Pray tell me how; let me know 
your plans," said Louise. 

He pointed with a cruel smile to the 
lovers in the myrtle arbor. 

" This secret is my purchase-money," 
said he, whispering; "I shall betray 
them to the king, and he will give me 
rank and wealth for this disclosure, for 
upon this secret depends the future of 
Prussia. Let us, therefore, listen atten- 
tively to what they say, that — " 

" No," said Louise, interrupting him 
with vivacity, " we will not listen. It 
is cruel and ignoble to desire to purchase 
our own happiness with the misery of 
others ; it is — " 

" For Heaven's sake be quiet, and lis- 
ten I " said Fritz Wendel, softly laying 
his hand on her angry lips. 
- The conversation of the lovers in the 
myrtle-arbor had now taken another 
direction. Their eyes no longer spar- 
kled with delight, but had lost their 
lustre, and an expression of deep sad- 
ness rested on their features. 

" It is then really true," said Laura, 
mournfully ; " you are affianced to the 
Princess of Brunswick ? ''^ 



" It is true," said the prince, in a low 
voice. " There was no other means of 
securing and preserving our secret than 
to seem to^yield to the king's com- 
mand, and to consent to this alliance 
with a good grace. This cloak will 
shield our love until we can acknowl- 
edge it before the whole world; and 
that depends, my beloved, upon you 
alone. Think of the vows of eternal 
love and fidelity we have made to ea<5h 
other ; remember that you have prom- 
ised to be mine for all eternity, and to 
devote your whole life to me ; remem- 
ber that you wear my engagement ring 
on your finger, and are my bride." 

"And yet you are affianced to an- 
other, and wear another engagement 
ring 1 " 

" But this princess, to whom I have 
been affianced, knows that I do not love 
her. 1 have opened my heart to her ; I 
told her that I loved you alone, and 
could never love another ; that no wo- 
man but Laura von Pannewitz should 
ever be my wife ; and she was generous 
enough to give her assistance and con- 
sent to be considered my bride until 
our union should no longer need this 
protection. And now, my dear Laura, 
I conjure you, by our love and the hap- 
piness of our lives, yield to my ardent 
entreaties and my fervent prayers ; have 
the courage to defy the world and its 
prejudices. Follow me, my beloved; 
flee with me and consent to be my 
wife ! " 

The glances with which he regarded 
her were so loving, so imploring, that 
Laura could not find it in her heart to 
offer decided resistance. Her own heart 
pleaded for him; and now, when she 
might altogether lose him if she refused 
his request, now that he was affianced 
to another, she was filled with a tortur- 
ing jealousy; she was now conscious 
that it would be Easier to die than re- 
nounce her lover. 

But she still had the strength to bat- 
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tie with her own weak heart, to desire 
to shut out the alluring voices which re- 
sounded in her own breast. like Ulys- 
ses, she tried to be deaf to the sirens* 
Toices which tempted her. But she 
still heard them, and although she had 
found strength to refuse her loyer's 
prayers and entreaties to flee with him, 
yet she could not repel his passionate 
appeals to her to be his wife. It was 
so sweet to listen to the music of his 
Toice ; such bliss to lean her head on 
his shoulder ; to look up into his hand- 
some countenance, and to drink in the 
expressions of ardent and devoted love 
which fell from his lips ; to know that 
what he suffered was for her sake ! It 
rested with her to give him happiness or 
despair. She knew not that the words 
which she drank in were coursing like 
fire through her own veins, destroying 
her resolution and turning her strength 
to ashes. 

As he, at last, brought to despair by 
her silence and resistance, burst into 
tears, and accused her of cruelty and 
indifference — as she saw his noble coun- 
tenance shadowed with pain and sor- 
row, she no longer found courage to 
offer resistance, and throwing herself 
into his arms, with a happy blush, she 
whispered : 

"Take me; I am yours forever! I 
accept you as my master and husband. 
Your will shall be mine; what you 
command I will obey ; where you call 
me there will I go ; I will follow you 
to the ends of the earth, and nothing 
but death shall hereafter separate 
usi" 

The prince pressed her closely and 
fervently to his heart, and kissed her 
pure brow. 

"God bless you, my darling; God 
bless you for this resolution!" His 
voice was now firm and full, and his 
countenance had al^umed an expres- 
sion of tranquillity and energy. He 
was no longer the sighing, despairing 



lover, but a determined man, who knew 
what his wishes were, and had the 
courage and energy to carry them into 
execution. 

Fritz Wendel pressed Louise more 
closely to his side, and whispered : 

" Tou say that Laura is an angel of 
virtue and modesty, and yet she has 
not the cruel courage to resist her 
lover ; she yields to his entreaties, and 
is determined to flee with him. Will 
you be less kind and humane than this 
tender and modest Laura ? Oh, Louise, 
you should also follow your tender, 
womanly heart: flee with me and be- 
come my wife. I will conceal you, and 
then go to those who would now reject 
my suit scornfully, and dictate terms to 
them." 

" I will do as she does," whispered 
Louise, with glowing cheeks. " What 
Laura can do, I may also do ; if she 
flies with her lover, I will fly with you ; 
if she becomes his wife, I will be yours. 
But let us be quiet, and listen." 

"And now, my Laura, listen atten- 
tively to every word I utter," said 
Prince Augustus William, gravely. " t 
have made all the necessary prepara- 
tions, and in a week you will be my 
wife. There is a good and pious di- 
vine on one of my estates who is de- 
voted to rae. He has promised to per- 
form the marriage ceremony. On leav- 
ing Berlin we will first flee to him, and 
our union will receive his blessing in 
the village church at night ; a carriage 
will await us at the door, which, with 
fresh relays of horses, will rapidly con- 
duct us to the Prussian boundary. I 
have already obtained from my friend 
the English ambassador a passport, 
which will carry us safely to England 
under assumed names; once there, my 
uncle, the King of England, will not 
refuse his protection and assistance; 
and by his intercession we shall be 
reconciled to the king my brother. 
When he sees that our union has been 
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accomplished, he will give up all use- 
less attempts to separate us.'^ 

'* But he can and will punish you for 
this; you will thereby forfeit your 
right of succession to the throne, and 
for my sake you will be forced to re- 
nounce your proud and brilliant future." 

"I shall not regret it," said the 
prince, smiling. " I do 'not long for a 
crown, and will not purchase this bau- 
ble of earthly magnificence at the ex- 
pense of my happiness and my love. 
And perhaps I have not the strength, 
the talent, or the power of intellect, to 
be a ruler. It suffices me to rule in 
your heart, and be a monarch in the 
kingdom of your love. If I can there- 
fore purchase the imcontested posses- 
sion of my beloved by renouncing all 
claims to the throne, I shall do so with 
joy and without the slightest regret." 

" But I, poor, humble, weak girl that 
I am, how can I make good the loss 
you will sustain for my sake ? " asked 
Laura. 

" Your love will be more than a com- 
pensation. You must now lay aside 
all doubt and indecision. You know 
our plans for the future. On my part 
all the preliminary measures have been 
taken ; you should also make whatever 
preparations are necessary. It is Hart- 
wig, the curate of Oranienburg, who 
is to marry us. Send the necessary ap- 
parel and whatever you most need to 
him, without a word or message. The 
curate has already been advised of their 
arrival, and will retain the trunks un- 
opened. On next Tuesday, a week 
from to-day, the king will give a ball. 
For two days previous to this ball you 
will keep your room on the plea of 
sickness ; this will be a sufficient ex- 
cuse for your not accompanying the 
queen. I shall accept the invitation, 
but will not appear at the ball, and 
will await you at the castle gate pf 
Monbijou. At eight o'clock the ball 
commences; at nine you will leave 



your room and the castle, at the gate 
of which I will receive you. At a 
short distance from the gate a carriage 
will be in readiness to convey us to 
Oranienburg, where we will stop before 
the village church. There we will find 
a preacher standing before the altar, 
ready to perform the ceremony, and 
when this is accomplished we will en- 
ter another carriage which will rapidly 
convey us to Hamburg, where we vnll 
find a ship, hired by the English am- 
bassador, ready to take us to England. 
You see, dear Laura, that every thing 
has been well considered, and nothing 
can interfere with our plan, now that 
we understand each other. In a week, 
therefore, remember, Laura." 

"In a week," she whispered. "I 
have no will but yours." 

" Until then we will neither see nor 
speak with each other, that no thought- 
less word may excite suspicion in the 
breasts of the spies who surround us. 
We must give each other no word, no 
message, no letter, or sign ; but I will 
await you at the castle gate at nine 
o'clock on next Tuesday, and you will 
not let me wait in vain." 

"No, you shall not wait in vain," 
whispered Laura, with a happy smile, 
hiding her blushing face on the breast 
of her lover. 

" And you, will you let me wait in 
vain ? " asked Fritz Wendel, raising 
Louise's head from his breast, and gaz- 
ing on her glowing and dreamy coun- 
tenance. 

"No, I shall not let you wait in 
vain," said Louise von Schwerin. " We 
will also have our carriage, only we 
wiU leave a little sooner than the prince 
and Laura. We will also drive to 
Oranienburg, and await the prince be- 
fore the door of the church. We will 
tell him we knew his secret and did 
not betray him. JVe will acknowledge 
our love, Laura wiU intercede for us, 
and the preacher will have to perform 
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the ceremony for two couples instead 
of one. We will then accompany the 
prince and his wife in their flight to 
England; from there the prince will 
obtain pardon of the king, and we the 
forgiveness of my family. Oh, this is 
a splendid, a magnificent plan I — a 
flight, a secret marriage at night, and 
a long journey. This will be quite 
like the charming romances which I 
am so fond of, and mine will be a fan- 
tastic and adventurous life. — ^But what 
is that?" said she. *'Did you hear 
nothing? It seems to me I heard a 
noise as of some one opening the outer 
door of the conservatory." 

** Be still," murmured Fritz "Wendel, 
*^ I heard it also ; let us therefore be on 
our guard," 

The prince and Laura had also heard 
this noise, and were listening in breath- 
less terror, their glances fastened on 
the door. Perhaps it was only the 
wind which had moved the outer 
door ; perhaps — but no, the door 
opened noiselessly, and a tall female 
figure cautiously entered the saloon. 

" The queen-dowager I " whispered 
Laura, trembling. 

" My mother I " murmured the prince, 
anxiously looking around for some 
means of escape. He now perceived 
the dark grotto, and pointing rapidly 
toward it, he whispered: "Quick 
quick I conceal yourself there. I will 
remain and await my mother." 

The stately figure of the Queen So- 
phia Dorothea could already be seen 
rapidly advancing through the flowers 
and shrubbery, and now her sparkling 
eye and proud and angry face were 
visible. 

"Quick," whispered the prince, 
" conceal yourself, or we are lost 1 " 

Laura slipped hastily behind the 
myrtle and laurel foliage, and attained 
the asylum of the grotto, unobserved 
by the queen. She entered and leaned 
tremblingly against the inner wall. 



Blinded by the sudden darkness, she 
could see nothing, and she was almost 
benumbed with terror. 

Suddenly she heard a low, whisper- 
ing voice at her side: "Laura, dear 
Laura, fear nothing. We are true 
friends, who know your secret, and de- 
sire to assist you." 

"Follow me, mademoiselle," whifi- 
pered another voice; "confide in as 
as we confide in you. We know your 
secret ; you shall learn ours. Give me 
your hand^ I will conduct you from 
this place noiselessly and unobserved^ 
and you can then return to the castle.'^ 

Laura hardly knew what she was 
doing. She was gently drawn for- 
ward, and saw at her side a smiling 
girlish face, and now she recognized 
the little maid of honor, Louise von 
Schwerin. 

"Louise," said she, in a low voice, 
" what does all this mean ? " 

" Be still," she whispered ; " follow 
him down the stairway. Farewell I 
I will remain and cover the retreat" 

Louise now hastily concealed the 
opening through which Fritz Wendel 
and Laura had disappeared, and then 
slipped noiselessly back to the grotto, 
and concealed herself behind the shrub- 
bery at its entrance, so that she could 
see and hear every thing that took 
place. 

It was in truth Queen Sophia Doro- 
thea, who had dismissed her attendants, 
and come alone to the conservatory at 
this unusual hour. 

This was the time at which the 
queen's maids of honor were not on 
service, and were at liberty to do as 
they pleased. The queen had been in 
the habit of reposing at this time, but 
to-day she could not find rest; an- 
noyed at her sleeplessness, she had 
arisen, and in walking up and down 
had stepped to the window and looked 
dreamily down into the still and deso- 
late garden. Then it was that she 
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thought she saw a female figure pass- 
ing hurriedly down the avenue. It 
must have been oue of her maids of 
honor ; and although the queen had 
not recognized her, she was convinced 
that it was none other than Laura von 
Pannewitz, and that she was now go- 
ing to a rendezvous with her imknown 
lover, whom the queen had hitherto 
vainly endeavored to discover. So- 
phia Dorothea called Jier waiting- 
maids to her assistance, and, putting 
on her furs and hood, she told them 
^e felt a desire to take a solitary walk 
in the garden, and that none of her at- 
tendants should be called, with which 
she hurried into the garden, following 
the same path which the veiled lady 
had taken. She followed the foot- 
tracks in the snow to the conservatory, 
and entered without hesitation, deter- 
mined to discover the secret of her 
maid of honor, and to punish her. 

It was fortunate for the poor lovers 
that the increasing corpulence of the 
queen and her swollen right foot ren- 
dered her advance rather slow, so that 
when she at last reached the lower end 
of the conservatory she found no one 
there but her son Augustus William, 
whose embarrassed and constrained 
reception of herself convinced the 
queen that her appearance was not 
only a surprise, but also a disagreeable 
one. She therefore demanded of him 
with severity the cause of his unex- 
pected and unusual visit to her conser- 
vatory; and when Augustus William 
smilingly replied — 

" I have awaited here your majesty ^s 
awakening, in order that I might pay 
my visit — " 

The queen asked abruptly: "And 
who, my son, helped to dispel the ennui 
of this tedious waiting ? '' 

" No one, my dear mother," said the 
prince; but he did not dare to meet 
her penetrating glance. 

"No one?" repeated she; "but I 



heard you speaking on entering the 
conservatory." 

"You know, your majesty, that I 
have inherited the habit of speaking 
loud to myself from nay father," replied 
the prince, with a constrained smile. 

**The king my husband did not 
cease speaking when I made my ap- 
pearance," exclaimed the queen, angri- 
ly; "he had no secrets to hide from 
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me. 

"The thoughts of my royal father 
were grand, and worthy of the sympa- 
thy of Queen Sophia Dorothea," said 
the prince, bowing low. 

" God forbid that the thoughts of his 
son should be of another and less wor- 
thy character 1 " exclaimed the queen. 
" My sons should, at least, be too proud 
to soil their lips with an untruth ; and 
if they have the hardihood to do wrong, 
they should also find courage to ac- 
knowledge it." 

" I do not understand you, my dear 
mother ; " and, meeting her penetrating 
glance with quiet composure, he con- 
tinued, " I am conscious of no wrong, 
and consequently have none to ac- 
knowledge." 

" This is an assmrance which deserves 
to be unmasked I " exclaimed the queen, 
who could no longer suppress her anger. 
"You must know, prince, that I am 
not to be deceived by your seeming 
candor and youthful arrogance. I 
know that you were not alone, for I 
myself saw the lady coming here who 
kept you company while awaiting me, 
and I followed her to this house." 

"Then it seems that your majesty 
has followed a fata morgana^'^ said the 
prince, with a forced smile; "for, as 
you see, I am alone, and no one else is 
present in the conservatory." 

But even while speaking, the prince 
glanced involuntarily toward the grot- 
to which concealed his secret. 

The Queen Sophia Dorothea caught 
this glance and divined its meaning. 
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^^ There ia no one in the saloon, and 
it now remains to examine the grotto," 
said she, stepping forward hastily. 

The prince seized her hand, and en- 
deavored to hold her back. 

" I conjure yon, mother, do not go 
too far in your suspicion and your 
scrutiny. Remember that your suspi- 
cion wounds me." 

The queen gave him a proud, angry 
glance. 

"I am here on my own property," 
said she, withdrawing her hand, ^^ and 
no one shall oppose my will." 

"Well, then, madame, follow your in- 
clination,-' said the prince, with a reso- 
lute air. "I wished to spare you an 
annoyance. Let discord and sorrow 
come over us, if your majesty will have 
it so ; and, as you are inexorable, you 
will also find me firm and resolute. 
Explore the grotto, if you will." 

He offered her his arm and con- 
ducted her to the grotto. 8ophia 
Dorothea felt disarmed by her son's re- 
solute bearing, and was almost con- 
vinced that she had done him injustice, 
and that no one was concealed in the 
grotto. With a benignant smile she 
had turned to her son, to say a few 
soothing words, when she heard a low 
rustle among the shrubbery, and saw 
something white flitting through the 
foliage. 

" And you say, my son, that I was 
deceived by a f(Ua, iryorgana ! " ex- 
claimed the queen, hurrying forward 
with outstretched arm. *^ Come, my 
young lady, and save us and yourself 
the shame of drawing you forcibly from 
your hiding-place." 

Sophia Dorothea had not been mis- 
taken. Something moved among the 
shrubbery, and now a female figure 
stepped forth and threw herself at the 
feet of the queen. 

" Pardon, my queen, pardon 1 I am 
innocent of any intention to intrude on 
your majesty's privacy. I had fallen 



asleep in this grotto, and awoke when 
it was too late to escape, as your ma- 
jesty was already at the entrance of the 
conservatory. In this manner I have 
been an involuntary witness of your 
conversation. This is my whole fiskult." 

The queen listened with astonish- 
ment, while the prince regarded with 
consternation the kneeling girl who 
had been found here in the place of his 
Laura. 

" This is not the voice of Mademoi- 
selle von Pannewitz," said the queen, 
as she passed out into the light, and 
commanded the kneeling figure to fol- 
low her, that she might see her face. 
The lady arose and stepped forward. 
** Louise von Schwerin ! " exclaimed 
the queen and the prince at the same 
time, while the little maid of honor 
folded her hands imploringly, and said, 
with an expression of childish inno- 
cence : 

" Oh, your majesty, have compassion 
with me I Yesterday's ball made me 
so very tired ; and, as your majesty was 
sleeping, I thought I would come here 
and sleep a little too, although I had 
not forgotten that your majesty was not 
pleased to have us visit this conserva- 
tory alone." 

Sophia Dorothea did not honor her 
with a glance; her eyes rested on her 
son with an expression of^ severity and 
scorn. 

'' Really, I had a better opinion of 
you," said she. " It is no great achieve- 
ment to mislead a child, and one that 
is altogether unworthy of a royal 
prince." 

" My mother," exclaimed the prince, 
indignantly, " you do not believe — " 

" I believe what I see," said the 
queen, interrupting him. ** Have done 
with your assurances of innocence, and 
bow to the truth, which has judged 
you in spite of your denial And you, 
my young lady, will accompany me, 
and submit to my conmiands in silence, 
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and without excuses. Come, and as- 
sume a cheerful and unconstrained air, 
if you please. I do not wish my court 
to hear of this scandal, and to read 
your guilt in your terrified counte- 
nance. I shall take care that you do 
not betray yoiur guilt in words. Come.^' 
The prince looked after them with 
an expression of confusion and aston- 
ishment. " Well, no matter how this 
riddle is solved,^' murmured he, after 
the queen had left the conseryatory 
with her maid of honor, '^ Laura is 
safe at all events, and in a week we 
will flee." 



CHAPTER XV. 

THB OOUNTBBHINB. 

Thbbb days had slowly passed by, 
and Fritz Wendel waited in vain for a 
sign or message from his beloved. He 
groped his way every day through the 
subterranean alley to the grotto, and 
stood every night under her window, 
hoping in vain for a signal or soft 
whisper &om her. 

The windows were always curtained 
and motionless, and no one could give 
the unhappy gardener any news of the 
poor Louise von Schwerin, who was 
closely confined in her room, and con- 
fided to the special guard of a fidthful 
chambermaid. 

The queen-dowager told her ladies 
that Louise was suffering from an in- 
fectious disease ; the queen's physician 
confirmed this statement, and cautioned 
the ladies of the court against any 
communication with the poor invalid. 
No special command was therefore 
necessary to keep the maids of honor 
away from the prisoner; she was ut- 
terly neglected, and her old compan- 
ions passed her door with flying steps. 
But Sophia Dorothea, as it appeared, 
did not fear this contagion; she was 



seen to enter the sick girl's room every 
day, and to remain a long time. The 
tender sympathy of the queen excited 
the admiration of the whole court, 
and no one guessed what torturing 
anxiety oppressed the heart of the poor 
prisoner whenever the queen entered 
the room ; no one heard the stem, 
hard, threatening words of Sophia; 
no one supposed that she came, not to 
nurse the sick girl, but to overwhelm 
her with reproaches. 

Louise withstood all the menaces and 
upbraidings of the queen bravely ; she 
had the courage to appear unembar- 
rassed, and, except to reiterate her in- 
nocence, to remain perfectly silent. 
She knew well that she could not be- 
tray Laura without compromising her- 
self; she knew that if the queen dia- 
cx)vered the mysterious flight of Laura, 
she would, at the same time, be in- 
formed of her love-a£&dr with the poor 
gardener, and of their secret assigna- 
tions. Louise feared that she would 
be made laughable and ridiculous by 
this exposure, and this fear made her 
resolute and decided, and enabled her 
to bear her weary imprisonment pa- 
tiently. ^ I cannot be held a prisoner 
forever," she said to herself "If I 
confess nothing, the queen must at last 
be convinced of my innocence, and set 
me at liberty." 

But Fritz Wendel was less patient 
than his cunning Louise. He could no 
longer support this torture ; and as the 
fourth day brought no inteUigence, and 
no trace of Louise, he was determined 
to dare the worst, and, like Alexander, 
to cut the gordian knot which he could 
not untie. With bold decision, he en- 
tered the castle and demanded to speak 
with King Frederick, stating that he 
had important discoveries to make 
known. 

The king received him instantly, and, 
at Fritz WendeVs request, dismissed 
his adjutants. 
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"Now we are without witnesses, 
speak,'' said the king. 

" I know a secret, your majesty, 
which concerns the honor and future 
of the royal family ; and you will gra- 
ciously pardon me when I say I will 
not sell this secret except for a great 
price." 

The king's eyes rested upon the im- 
pudent face of Fritz Wendel with a 
dangerous expression. " Name your 
price," said he, "but think well. If 
your secret is not worth the price you 
demand, you may perhaps pay for it 
with your head, certainly with your 
Hberty." 

" My secret is of the greatest value, 
for it will save the dynasty of the Ho- 
henzollerns," said Fritz Wendel, bold- 
ly ; " but I will sell it to your majesty 
— I will disclose it only after you have 
graciously promised me my price." 

" Before I do that, I must know your 
conditions," said the king, with diffi- 
culty subduing his rage. 

" I demand for myself a major's 
commission, and the hand of Mademoi- 
selle von Schwerin." 

In the beginning the king looked at 
the bold speaker with angry amaze- 
ment; soon, however, his glance be- 
came kind and pitiful. " I have to do 
with a madman," thought he ; "I will 
be patient, and give way to his humor. 
— I grant you your price," said he 
aloud ; " speak on." 

So Fritz Wendel began. He made 
known the engagement of the prince ; 
he explained the plan of flight. He 
was so clear, so exact in all his state- 
ments, that Frederick soon saw that he 
was no maniac; that these were no 
pictures of a disordered brain, but a 
threatening, frightful reality. 

When the gardener had closed, the 
king, with his arms folded across his 
back, walked several times backward 
and forward through the room; then 
suddenly stopped before Fritz Wendel, 



and seemed, with his sharp glance, to 
probe the bottom of his soul. 

" Can you write ? " said the king. 

"I can write German, French, En- 
glish, and Latin," said he, proudly. 

" Seat yourself there, and write what 
I shall dictate in German. Does Ma- 
demoiselle von Schwerin know your 
hand ? " 

"Sire, she has received at least 
twenty letters from me." 

" Then write now, as I shall dictate, 
the one-and- twentieth." 

It was a short, laconic, but tender 
and impressive love-letter, which Fred- 
erick dictated. Fritz Wendel implored 
his beloved to keep her promise, and 
on the same day in which the prince 
would fly with Laura, to escape with 
him to Oranienburg, to entreat the pro- 
tection of the prince, and through his 
influence to induce the priest to per- 
form the marriage ceremony. He 
fixed the day and hour of flight, and 
besought her to leave the castle punc- 
tually, and follow him, without fear, 
who would be found waiting for her at 
the castle gate. 

" Now, sign it," said the king, " and 
fold it as you are accustomed to do. 
Give me the letter ; J will see that it is 
delivered." 

"And my price, your majesty? — " 
said Fritz, for the first time trembling. 

The king's clouded brow threatened 
a fearful storm. " You shall have the 
price which your treachery and your 
madness have earned," said Frederick, 
in that tone which made all who heard 
it tremble. " Yes, you shall have what 
you have earned, and what your daring 
insolence deserves I Were all these 
things true which you have related 
with so bold a brow, you would de- 
serve to be hung; you would have 
committed a twofold crime — ^have been 
the betrayer of a royal prince — have 
watched him like a base spy, and lis- 
tened to his secrets, in order to sell 
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them, and sought to secure your own 
happiness by the misery of two noble 
souls ! Tou would have committed 
the shameful and unpardonable crime 
of misleading an innocent child, who, 
by birth, rank, and education, is wide- 
ly separated from you. Happily for 
you, all this romance is the birth of 
your sick fancy. I will not, therefore, 
punish you, but I will cure you as fools 
and madmen are cured; I Will send 
you to a mad-house until your senses 
are restored, and you confess that this 
wild story is the picture of your dis- 
ordered brain — unto you swear that 
these are bold lies with which you 
have abused my patience. The restored 
invalid will receive my forgiveness — 
the obstinate culprit, never I " 

The king rang the bell, and said to 
his adjutants: "Take tins man out, 
and deliver him to the nearest senti- 
nels; command them to place him at 
once in the military hospital. He is to 
be secured in the wards prepared for 
madmen — ^no man must speak to him ; 
and if he utters any wild and senseless 
tales, I am to be informed of it." 

" Oh, sire, pardon, pardon 1 Send 
me not into the insane asylum. I will 
retract all ; I will believe that all this is 
false; that I have only dreamed — 
that—" 

The king nodded to his adjutants, 
and they dragged the sobbing, praying 
gardener from the room, and gave him 
to the watch. 

The king looked after him sadly. 
"And Providence makes use of such 
pitiful men to control the fate of na- 
tions I " said he. " A miserable garden- 
boy and a shameless maid of honor are 
the chosen instruments to serve the 
dynasty of the Hohenzollems, and to 
rob the prince royal of Prussia of his 
earthly happiness ? Upon what weak, 
fine threads hang the majesty and worth 
of kings! Alas, how often wretched 
and powerless man looks out from 



under the purple I In spite of aU my 
power and greatness — ^in spite of all 
my army, the prince would have flown, 
and committed a crime, that perhaps 
God and his conscience might have 
pardoned, but hi^ king never 1 Poor 
William, you will pay dearly for this 
short, sweet dream of love, and your 
heart and its illusions will be trodden 
under foot, even as mine have been. 
Yes, alas ! it is scarcely nine years, and 
it seems to me I am a hundred years 
older — ^that heavy blocks of ice are en- 
camped about my heart, and I know 
that, day by day, this ice will become 
harder. The world will do its part — 
this poor race of men, whom I would 
so gladly love, and whom I am learn- 
ing daily to despise more and more 1 " 

He walked slowly to and fro; his 
face was shadowed by melancholy. In 
a short time he assumed his wonted 
expression, and, raising his head, his 
eyes beamed with a noble fire. 

" I will not be cruel I If I must de- 
stroy liis happiness, it shall not be 
trodden under foot as common dust and 
ashes. Alas, alas 1 how did they deal 
with me ? My friend was led to exe- 
cution, and a poor innocent child was 
stripped and horsewhipped through the 
streets, because she dared to love the 
crown prince! No, no; Laura von 
Pannewitz shall not share the fate of 
Dorris Ritter. I must destroy the hap- 
piness of my brother, but I will not 
cover his love with shame ! " 

So saying, the king rang, and or- 
dered his carriage to be brought 
round. He placed the letter, which he 
had dictated to Fritz Wendel, in his 
pocket, and drove rapidly to the queen- 
mother's palace. 

Frederick had a long and secret in- 
terview with his mother. The ladies 
in the next room heard the loud and 
angry voice of the queen, but they 
could not distinguish her words. It 
seemed to them that she was vreeping, 
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not from sorrow or pain, but from rage 
and scorn, for now and then tbey heard 
words of menace, and her voice was 
harsh. At last, a servant was directed 
to summon Mademoiselle von Panne- 
witz to the presence of the queen. 

He soon returned, stating that Made- 
moiselle Laura's room was empty, and 
that she had gone to Schdnhausen to 
visit Queen Elizabeth Christine. 

** I will follow her there myself^*' said 
the king, ^^and your migesty may rest 
assured that Queen Elizabeth will assist 
us to separate these unhappy lovers as 
gently as possible." 

** Ah, you pity them still, my son ? " 
said the queen-dowager shrugging her 
shoulders. 

^^ Tes, madame, I pity all those who 
are forced to sacrifice their noblest, 
purest feelings to princely rank. I pity 
them, but I cannot allow them to forget 
their duty." 

Laura von Pannewitz had lived 
through sad and dreary days since her 
last interview with the prince. The en- 
thusiasm and exaltation of her passion 
had soon been followed by repentance. 
The prince's eloquent words had lost 
the power of conviction, now that she 
was no more subject to the magic of 
his glance and his impodng beauty. 
He stood no longer before her, in the 
confidence of youth, to banish doubts 
and despair from her soul, and con- 
vince ^her of the justification of their 
love. 

Laura was now fully couudoys that 
she was about to commit a great crime 
— that, in the weakness of her love, she 
was about to rob the prince of his fu- 
ture, of his glory and power. She said 
to herself that it would be a greater aud 
nobler proof of her love to offer up her- 
self and her liappiness to the prince, 
than to accept from him the sacrifice of 
his birthright. But in the midst of 
these reproaches and this repentance, 
she saw ever before her the sorrowful 



face of her beloved — she heard his 
dear voice imploring her to follow him 
— to be his. 

In the anguish of her soul and 
the remorse of conscience, Laura had 
flown for refuge to the gentle, noble 
Queen Elizabeth, who had promised 
her help and consolation when the day 
of her trial should come. She had 
hastened, therefore, to Schonhausen, 
sure of the tender sympathy of her royal 
friend. 

As Laura's carriage entered the cas- 
tle court, the carriage of the king drew 
up at the garden gate. He commanded 
the coachman to drive slowly away, and 
then stepped alone into the garden. He 
walked hastily through the park, and 
drew near to the little side-door of the 
palace, which led through lonely corri- 
dors and unoccupied rooms, to the 
chamber of the queen. He knew that 
Elizabeth only used this door when she 
wished to take her solitary walk in the 
park. Frederick wished to escape the 
curious and wondering observations of 
the attendants, and to surprise the 
queen and Laura von Pannewitz. He 
stepped on quietly, and, without being 
seen, reached the queen's room, con- 
vinced that he would find them in the 
boudoir. He was about to raise the 
portiere which separated it from the 
anteroom, when he was arrested by the 
voices of women — one piteous and full 
of tears, the other sorrowful but com- 
forting. The king let the portiere fall, 
and seated himself noiselessly near the 
door. 

" Let us listen awhile," said Freder- 
ick; *^the women are always coquet- 
ting when in the presence of men. We 
will give ear to them when they think 
themselves alone. I shall in this way 
become acquainted with this fascinat- 
ing Laura, and learn better, than by 
a long interview, how I can influence 
her." 

The king leaned his head upon his 
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stick, and fixed his piercing eyes upon 
the heavy velvet portiere, behind which 
tTfo weak women were now perhaps 
deciding the fata of the dynasty of Ho- 
henzoUem. 

^^Madame,** said Laura, ^the blos- 
soms of our happiness are already faded 
and withered, and our love is on the 
brink of the grave." 

"Poor Laura!" replied the queen, 
with a weary smile, ^^ it needed no gift 
of prophecy to foretell that. No flow- 
ers bloom around a throne; thorns 
only grow in that fatal soil I Tour 
young eyes were blinded by magic; 
you mistook these thorns for blossoms. 
Alas I I have wounded my heart with 
them, and I hope that it will bleed to 
death 1 " 

"•O queen, if you knew my doubts 
and my despair, you would have pity 
with me ; you could not be so cruel as 
to command me to sacrifice my love and 
my happiness I My happiness is his, 
and my love is but the echo of his own. 
If it were only a question of trampling 
upon my own foolish wishes, I would 
not listen to the cry of my soul. But 
the prince loves me. Oh, madame, 
think how great and strong this love 
must be, when I have the courage to 
boast of it I Tes, he loves me; and 
when I forsake him, I shaU not sufier 
alone. He will also be wretched, and 
bis tears and his despair will torture 
my heart. How can I deceive him? 
Oh, -madame, I cannot bear that his 
lips should curse me I " 

" Yield him up now," said the queen, 
" and a day will come when he will 
bless you for it ; a day in which he will 
confess that your love was great, was 
holy — ^that you sacrificed yourself and 
all earthly happiness fireely, in order to 
spare him the wretchedness of future 
days. He loves you now, dearly, fond- 
ly ; but a day will come in which he will 
demand of you his future, his greatness, 
his royal crown, all of which he gave 



up for you. He will reproach you then 
for having accepted this great sacrifice, 
and he will never fi>rgive you for your 
weakness in yielding to his wishes. 
Believe me, Laura, in the hearts of men 
there lives but one eternal passion, and 
that is ambition. Love to them is only 
the amusement of the pafising hour, 
nothing more." 

" Oh, madame, if that is so, would to 
God that I might die ; life is not worth 
the trouble of living!" cried Laura, 
weeping bitterly. 

**Life, my poor child, is not a joy 
which we can set aside, but a duty 
which we must bear patiently. You 
cannot trample upon this duty ; and if 
your grief is strong, so must your will 
be stronger." 

" What shall I do ? What name do 
you give the duty which I must take 
upon myself? " cried Laura, with trem- 
bling lips. "I put my fate in your 
hands. What shall I do ? " 

" You must overcome yourself; you 
must conquer your love ; you must fol- 
low the voice of conscience, which 
brought you to me for counsel." 

" Oh, my queen, you know not what 
you ask I Your calm, pure heart knows 
nothing of love." 

^* You say that I know nothing of 
love?" cried the queen, passionately. 
** You know not that my life is one 
great anguish, a never-ceasing self-sacri- 
fice I Yes, I am the victim of love — a 
sadder, more helpless, more torturing 
love than you, Laura, can ever know. 
I love, and am not beloved. What I 
now confess to you is known only to 
Gk>d, and I tell you in order to console 
you, and give you strength to accept 
your &te bravely. I suffer, I am 
wretched, although I am a queen I I 
love my husband; I love him with 
the absorbing passion of a young girl, 
with the anguish which the condemned 
must feel when they stand at the gates 
of Paradise, and dare not enter in. My 
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thoughts, my heart, my soul, belong to 
him; bathe is not mine. He stands 
'with a cold heart near my glowing 
bosom, and, while with the raptore of 
love I would throw myself upon his 
breast, I must clasp my arms together 
and hold them still, and must seek and 
find an icy glance with which to an- 
swer his. Look you, there was a time 
when I believed it impossible to bear 
all this torture; a time in which my 
youth struggled like Tantalus ; a time 
in which my pride revolted at this 
love, with its shame and humiliation ; 
in which I would have given my crown 
to buy the right to fiy into some lonely 
desert, and give myself up to tears. 
The king demanded that I should re- 
main at his side, not as his wife, but as 
his queen ; ever near him, but forev- 
er separated from him; unpitied and 
misunderstood ; envied by fools, and 
thought happy by the world I And 
Laura, oh I loved him so dearly, that I 
found strength to bear even this tor- 
ture, and he knows not that my heart 
is being hourly crushed at the foot of 
his throne. I draw the royal purple 
over my wounded bosom, and it some- 
times seems to me that my heart's blood 
gives this ruddy color to my mantle. 
Now, Laura, do I know nothing of 
love ? do I not understand the great- 
ness of the sacrifice which I demand of 
you ? " 

The queen, her &ce bathed in tears, 
opened her arms, and Laura threw her- 
self upon her bosom; their sighs and 
tears were mingled. 

The king sat in the anteroom, with 
pale face and clouded eyes. He bowed 
his head, as if in adoration, and sud- 
denly a glittering brilliant, bright as a 
star, and nobler and more precious than 
all the jewels of this sorrowful world, 
fell upon his paUid cheek. "Truly," 
said he to himself, '* there is something 
great and exalted in a woman's nature. 
I ))ow down in humility before this 



great soul, but my heart, alas I cannot 
be forced to love. The dead cannot be 
awakened, and that which is shrouded 
and buried can neyec more be brought 
to life and light. 

"You have conquered, my queen,** 
said Laura, after a long pause ; " I wiU 
be worthy of your esteem and friend- 
ship. That day shall never come in 
which my lover shall reproach me vfith 
selfishness and weakness I * I am ready 
to be offered up I ' I will not listen to 
him ; I will not flee with him ; and 
while I know that he is waiting for me, 
I will cast myself into your arms, and 
beseech you to pray to God for me, that 
He would send Death, His messenger 
of love and mercy, to relieve me from 
my torments." 

" Not so, my Laura," said the queen ; 
" you must make no half offering ; it is 
not enough to renounce your loyer, you 
must build up between yourselves a final 
wall of separation ; you must make this 
separation eternal I You must marry, 
and thus set the prince a noble exam- 
ple of self-control." 

" Marry 1" cried Laura; "can you 
demand this of me? Marry without 
love I Alas, alas 1 The prince will 
charge me with inconstancy and treach- 
ery to him, and I must bear that in si- 
lence." 

" But I will not be silent," said the 
queen, " I will tell him of your grief 
and of the greatness of your soul; and 
when he ceases, as he must do, to look 
upon you as his beloved, he will honor 
you as the protecting angel of his ex- 
istence." 

"You promise me that? You will 
say to him that I was not faithless — 
that I gave hhn up because I loved him 
more than I did myself; I seemed faith- 
less only to secure his happiness ! " 

" I promise you that. Laura." 

" Well, then. I bow my head under 
the yoke — I yield to my fate — ^I accept 
the hand which Count Yoss offers me. 
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I ask that you will go to the queen- 
mother, and say I submit to her com- 
mands — I will become the wife of 
Count Voss I " 

" And I will lead you to the queen 
and to the altar,*' said the king, rais- 
ing the portiere, and showing himself 
to the ladies, who stared at him in 
breathless silence. Frederick drew 
nearer to Laura, and, bowing low, he 
said : " Truly, my brother is to be pitied 
that he is only a prince, and not a free- 
man ; for a pitiful throne, he must give 
up the holiest and noblest possession, 
the pure heart of a fair woman, glow- 
ing with loye for him ! And yet men 
think that we, the princes of the 
world, are to be envied! They are 
dazzled by the crown, but they see not 
the thorns with which our teows are 
beset! You, Laura, will never envy 
us ; but on that day when you see my 
brother in his royal mantle and his 
crown — when his subjects shout for joy 
and call him their king — ^then can you 
say to yourself, * It was I who made 
him king — I anointed him with my 
tears!' and when his people honor 
and bless him, you can rejoice also in 
the thought, * This is the fruit of the 
strength of my love ! ' Come, I will 
myself conduct you to my mother, and 
I will say to her that I would consider 
myself happy to call you sister." — 
Turning to Queen Elizabeth, he said : 
** I will say to my mother that Made- 
moiselle von Pannewitz has not yielded 
to my power or my commands, but to 
the persuasive eloquence of your ma- 
jesty, whom the people of Prussia have 
for years considered their protecting 
angel, and who from this time onward 
must be regarded as the guardian spirit 
of our royal house ! " 

He reached his hand to the queen, 
but she took it not Trembling fear- 
fully, with the paleness of death in her 
face, she* pointed to the portiere and 
said, " You were there — ^you beard all ! " 



Frederick, his countenance beaming 
with respectful admiration, drew near 
the queen, and placing his arm around 
her neck, he whispered, " Yes, I was 
there — I heard all. I heard, and I 
know that I am a poor, blind man, to 
whom a kingdom is offered, a treasure- 
house of love and aU good gifts, and I 
cannot, alas ! cannot accept it ! " 

The queen gave a low wail, and her 
weary head dropped upon his shoulder. 
The king gazed silently into the pale 
and sorrowful face, and a ray of infi- 
nite pity beamed in his eyes. " I have 
discovered to-day a noble secret — a se- 
cret that God alone was worthy to 
know. From this day I consider my- 
self as the high-priest of the holiest of 
holies, and I will guard this secret as my 
greatest treasure. I swear this to you, 
and I seal my oath with this kiss pressed 
upon your lips by one who will never 
again embrace a woman ! " He bowed 
low, and pressed a fervent kiss upon 
the lips of the queen. Elizabeth, who 
had borne her misfortunes bravely, had 
not the power to withstand the sweet 
joy of this moment ; she uttered a loud 
cry, and sank insensible to the floor. 
When she awoke she was alone ; the 
king had called her maids — had con- 
ducted Laura von Pannewitz to the 
carriage, and returned to Berlin. Eliza- 
beth was again alone — ^alonc with her 
thoughts — with her sorrows and her 
love. But a holy fire was in her eyes, 
and, raising them toward heaven, she 
whispered : " I thank thee, O heaven- 
ly Father, for the happiness of this 
hour ! I feel his kiss upon my lips I by 
that kiss they are consecrated ! Never, 
never will they utter one murmuring 
word ! " She arose and entered her 
cabinet, with a soft smile; she drew 
near to a table which stood by the 
window, and gazed at a beautiful land- 
scape, and the crayons, etc., etc., which 
lay upon it. ** He shall think of me, 
from time to time," whispered she. 
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'* For his snke, I will become an artist 
and a writer; I will be something 
more than a neglected qaeen. He 
shall see my books upon his table and 
my paintings on his wall. Can I not 
then compel him sometimes to think of 
me with pride ? " 



CHAPTER XVI. 

THB 8TTRPBIBB. 

Thb day after the queen-mother^s 
interview with the king, the court was 
surprised by the intelligence that the 
physician had mistaken the malady of 
Louise yon Schwerin ; that it was not 
scarlet fever, as had been supposed, 
but some simple eruption, from which 
she was now entirely restored. 

The little maiden appeared again 
amongst her companions, and there 
was no change in her appearance, ex- 
cept a slight pallor. No one was 
more amazed at her sudden recovery 
than Louise. With watchful suspicion, 
she remarked that the queen-mother 
had resumed her gracious and amiable 
manner toward her, and seemed entire- 
ly to have forgotten the events of the 
last few days; her accusations and 
suspicions seemed quieted as if by a 
stroke of magic. In the beginning, 
Louise believed that this was a tra-p laid 
for her — she was, therefore, perpetually 
on her guard; she did not enter the 
garden, and was well pleased that 
Fritz Wendel had the prudence and 
forbearance never to walk to and fro 
by her chamber, and never to place in 
her window the beautiful flowers which 
she had been wont to find there every 
morning. In a short time Louise be- 
came convinced that she was not 
watched, that there were no spies 
about her path ; that she was, in fact, 
perfectly at liberty to come and go as 
, she pleased. She resumed her thought- 



less manner and childish dreaminga, 
walked daily in the garden, and took 
refuge in the greenhouse. Strange to 
say, she never found her beautifal 
Fritz, never met his glowing, eloquent 
eyes, never caught even a distant view 
of his handsome figure. This sudden 
disappearance of her lover made her 
restless and unhappy, and kindled the 
fiame of love anew. Louise, who, in 
the loneliness and neglect of her few 
days of confinement, had become al- 
most ashamed of her afi^ with Fritz 
Wendel, and begun to repent of her 
foolish love, now, excited by the ob- 
stacles in her path, felt the whole 
strength of her passion revive, and 
was assured of her eternal constancy. 

" I will overcome all impediments," 
said this young girl, "and nothing 
shall prevent me from playing my ro- 
mance to the end. Fritz Wendel loves 
me more passionately, tiian any duke 
or baron wiU ever love me ; he has been 
made a prisoner because of his devo- 
tion to me, and that is the reason I see 
him no more. But I will save him ; I 
will set him at liberty, and then I will 
flee with him, far, &r away into the 
wide, wide world, where no one shall 
mock at our love." 

With such thoughts as these she re- 
turned from her anxious search in the 
garden. As she entered her room, she 
saw upon her table a superb bouquet, 
just such a tribute as her loved Fritz 
had oflered daily at her shiine before 
the queen's unfortunate discovery. — 
With a loud cry of joy, she rushed to 
the table, seized the flowers, and pressed 
them to her lips ; she then sought in 
the heart of her bouquet for the little 
note which she had ever before found 
concealed there. 

Truly this bouquet contained also a 
love-letter, a very tender, glowing love- 
letter, in which Fritz Wendel implored 
her to go with him ; to carry oUt their 
original plan,' and flee with hiii^ to 



THE SURPRISE. 



225 



Oranienborg, where they would be 
married by the priest who had been 
won oyer by the Prince Augustus Wil- 
liam. To-day, yes, this very evening, 
at nine o'clock, must the flight take 
place. 

Louise did not hesitate an instant; 
she was resolved to follow the call of 
her beloved. A court ball was to take 
place this evening, and Louise von 
Schwerin must appear in the suite of 
the queen-mother ; she must, therefore, 
find some plausible excuse and Temain 
at home. As the hour for the queen's 
morning promenade approached, Louise 
became so suddenly ill that she was 
forced to ask one of the maids of 
honor to make her excuses, to return 
to her room, and lay herself upon the 
bed. 

The queen came hers^ to inquire 
after her health, and manifested so 
much sympathy, so much pity, that 
Louise was fully assured, and accepted 
without suspicion the queen's proposal 
that she should give up the ball, and 
remain quietly in her room. Louise 
had now no obstacle to fear ; she could 
make her preparations for flight with- 
out interruption. 

The evening came. She heard the 
carriages rolling away with the queen 
and her suite. An indescribable anx- 
iety oppressed this young girl. The 
hour of decision was at hand. She 
felt a maidenly trembling at the 
thought of her rash impudence, but 
the hour was striking — ^the hour of ro- 
mantic flight, the hour of meeting with 
her fond lover. 

It seemed to her as if she saw the 
imploring eyes of Fritz ever before her 
— as if she heard his loving, persuasive 
voice. Forgetting all consideration 
and fdl modesty, she wrapped herself 
in her mantle, and, drawing the hood 
tightly over her head, she hastened 
with flying feet through the corridors 
and down the steps to the front door 
1>5 



of the palace. With a trembling heart 
she stepped into the street. 

Unspeakable terror now took posses- 
sion of her. ''What if he was not 
there? What if this were a plot, a 
snare laid for her feet ? But no, no I " 
She saw the tall and closely-muffled 
figure of a man crossing the open 
square, and coming directly toward 
her. She could not see his &ce, but 
it was surely he. Now he was near 
her. He wliispered the signal-word in 
a low, soft tone. With a quaking 
heart, she gave the answer. 

The young man took her cold little 
hand, and hurried her forward to the 
comer of the square. There stood the 
carriage. The stranger lifted her in 
his arms, and carried her to the car- 
™^ sprang in, and slammed the 
door. Forward I The vehicle seemed 
forced onward by the wings of the 
wind. In a few moments the dty lay 
fiEur behind them. In wild haste they 
flew onward, ever onward I The young 
man, still closely muffled, sat near to 
Louise — ^her lover, soon to be her hus- 
band I Neither spoke a word. They 
were near to each other, with quickly- 
beating hearts, but silent, still dlent. 

Louise found this conduct of her 
lover mysterious and painfuL She un- 
derstood not why he who had been so 
tender, so passionate, should remain so 
cold and still by her side. She felt 
that she must flee far, fiir away from 
this imsympathizing lover, who had no 
longer a word for her, no further as- 
surances of regard. Yes, he despised 
her because she had followed him, and 
no longer thought her worthy of his 
tenderness. As this thought took pos- 
session of her, she gave a fearful shriek, 
and, springing from her seat, she 
seized the door, and tried to open it 
and jump out. But the strong hand 
of her silent lover held her back. 

"We have not yet arrived^ made- 
moiselle," whispered he» 



226 



FBEDERICE THE QREAT AND HIS COURT. 



Louise felt a cold shudder pass over 
her. Fritz Wendd call her *^ Made- 
moiselle t *' and the yoice sounded cold 
and strange. Anxiously, silently, she 
sank back into the carriage. Her 
searching glance was fixed upon her 
companion, but the night was dark. 
She could see nothing but the mysteri- 
ously-muffled figure. She stretched her 
small hands toward him, as if praying 
for help. He seized them, and pressed 
them to his heart and lips, but he re- 
mained silent. He did not fold her in 
his arms as heretofore ; he whispered no 
tender, passionate assurances in her ear. 
The terror of death overcame Louise. 
She clasped her hands oyer her face, 
and wept aloud. He heard her piteous 
sobs, and was still silent, and did uot 
seek to comfort her. 

Onward went the flying wheels. The 
horses had been twice changed in order 
to reach the goal more quickly. Louise 
wept without ceasing. Exhausted by 
terror, she thought her death was near. 
Twice tortured by this ominous si- 
lence, she had dared to say a few low, 
sobbing words to her companion, but 
he made no reply. 

At last the carriage stopped. '*We 
hare arrived," he whispered to Louise, 
and, springing from the carriage, he 
lifted her out. 

"Where are we?" she demanded, 
convinced that she had been brought 
to a prison, or some secret place of 
banishment. 

" We are in Oranienburg," replied her 
mysterious companion, "and there is 
the church where the preacher awaits 
usi" He took her arm hastily, and led 
her into the church. The door was 
opened, and, as Louise stepped upon 
the threshold, she felt her eyes blind- 
ed by the flood of light upon the al- 
tar. She saw the priest with his open 
book, and heard the solemn sounds of 
the organ. The young man led Louise 
forward, but not to the altar ; he en- 



tered first into the sacristy. There also 
wax-lights were burning, and on the 
table lay a myrtle-wreath and a lace 
veiL 

" This is your bridal wreath and veil," 
said the young man, who still kept the 
hood of his doak drawn tightly over 
his face. He unfastened and removed 
Louise^s mantle, and handed her the 
veil and wreath. Then he threw back 
his hood, and removed his cloak. 
Louise uttered a cry of amazement and 
horror; He who stood before her was 
not her lover, was not the gardener 
Fritz Wendel, but a strange young of- 
ficer in full-dress uniform ! 

"Forgive me," said he, " that I have 
caused you so much suflering to-day, but 
the king ordered me to remain silent, 
and I did so. We are here in obedience 
to his majesty, and he commanded me 
to hand you this letter before our mar- 
riage. It was written by his own 
hand." 

Louise -seized the royal missive hasts- 
Ij, It was laconic, but the few words 
it contained filled the heart of the lit- 
tle maiden with shame. The letter 
contained these lines : 

"As you are resolved, vrithout re- 
gard to circumstances, to marry, out of 
consideration for your family, I will 
fulfil your wish. The handsome gar- 
dener-boy is not in a condition to be- 
come your husband, he being now con- 
fined in a mad-house. I have chosen 
for you a gallant young officer, of good 
family and respectable fortune, and I 
have enjoined him to marry you. If 
he pleases you, the priest will imme- 
diately perform the marriage cere- 
mony, and you will follow your hus- 
band into his garrison at Brandenburg. 
If you refuse him, the young officer. 
Von Cleist, has my command to place 
you again in the carriage, and take you 
to your mother. There you will have 
time-to meditate upon your inconsid- 
erate boldness. Fbedebick IL" 
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Lonise read the letter of the king 
again and again ; she then fixed her eyes 
upon the young man who stood before 
her, and who gazed at her with a ques- 
tioning and smiling face. She saw 
that he was handsome; young, and 
charming, and she confessed that this 
rich uniform was more attractive than 
the plain, dark coat of the gardener- 
boy Fritz WendeL She felt that the 
eyes of the young cavalier were as glow- 
ing and as eloquent as those of her old 
love. 

"Well," said he, laughing, "have 
you decided, mademoiselle? Do you 
consider me worthy to be the envied 
and blessed husband of the enchanting 
and lovely Louise von Schwerin, or 
will you cruelly banish me and rob me 
of this precious boon ? " 

She gazed down deep into his eyes 
and listened to his words breathlessly. 
His voice was so soft and persuasive, 
not harsh and rough like that of Fritz 
Wendel, that it fell like music on her ear. 

"Well," repeated the young Von 
Cleist, " will you be gracious, and ac- 
cept me for your husband ? " 

" Would you still wish to marry me, 
even if the king had not commanded 
it?" 

" I would marry you in spite of the 
king and the whole world I " said Von 
Cleist. " Smce I have seen you, I love 
you dearly." 

Louisa reached him her hand. 

"Well, then," she replied, "let us 
fulfil the commands of his majesty. 
He commands us to marry. We will 
commence with that; afterward we 
will see if we can love each other with- 
out a royal command." 

The young captain kissed her hand, 
and placed the myrtle-wreath upon her 
brow. 

"Come; the priest is waiting," he 
urged, "and I long to call you my 
bride." 

He led the young girl of fourteen to 



the altar. The priest opened the holy 
book, and performed the marriage cere- 
mony. 

At the same hour, in the chapel of 
the king's palace, another wedding took 
place. Laura von Pannewitz and 
Count Voss stood before the altar. 
Frederick himself conducted Laura, 
and Queen Elizabeth gave her hand to 
Count Voss. The entire court had fol- 
lowed the bridal pair, and all were 
witnesses to this solemn contract. Only 
one was absent — ^the Prince Augustus 
William was not there. 

While Laura von Pannewitz stood 
above in the palace chapel, swearing 
eternal constancy to Count Voss, the 
prince stood below at the castle gate, 
waiting for her descent. But the hour 
had long passed, and she came not. A 
dark fear and torturing anguish came 
over him. 

Had the king discovered their plan ? 
Was it he who held Laura back, or 
had she herself forgotten her promise ? 
Was she unfaithful to her oath ? 

The time still flew, and she came 
not. Trembling with scorn, anguish, 
and doubt, he mounted the castle steps, 
determined to search through the sa- 
loons, and, at all risks, to draw near 
his beloved. Driven by the violence 
of his passion he had almost deter- 
mined to carry her off by force. 

Throwing off his mantle, he stepped 
into the anteroom. No man regarded 
him. Every eye was turned toward 
the great saloon. The prince entered. 
The whole court circle, which were 
generally scattered through the adjoin- 
ing rooms, now forced themselves into 
this saloon — it glittered and shinmiered 
with diamonds, orders, and gold and 
silver embroidery. 

The prince saw nothing of all this. 
He saw only the tall, pallid girl who 
stood in the middle of the room with 
the sweeping bridal veil and the 
myrtle-wreath in her hair. 
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Yea, it was she — ^Laura von Panne- 
witz — and near her stood the young, 
smiling Count Voss. What did all 
this mean ? Why was his beloved so 
splendidly attired? Why was the 
royal family gathered around her? 
Why was the queen kissing even now 
his beautiful Laura, and handing her 
this splendid diadem? Why did 
Count Yoss press the king's hand, 
which was that moment graciously ex- 
tended to him, to his lips ? 

Prince Augustus William understood 
nothing of all this. He fdt as if be- 
wildered by strange and fantastic 
dreams. With distended, glassy eyes 
he stared upon the newly-wedded pair 
who were now receiving the congrat- 
ulations of the court 

But the king's sharp glance had ob- 
served him, and, rapidly forcing his 
way through the crowd of courtiers, 
he drew near to the prince. *' A word 
with you, brother," said Frederick; 
"come, let us go into my cabinet." 
The prince followed him, bewildered — 
scarcely conscious. " And now, my 
brother,'' said the king, as the door 
closed behind him, "show yourself 
worthy of your royal calling and of 
your ancestors ; show that you deserve 
to be the ruler of a great people ; show 
that you know how to govern yourself 1 
Laura von Pannewitz can never be 
yours ; she is the wife of Count Voss 1 " 
The prince uttered so piercing, so 
heart-rending a cry, that Frederick 
turned pale, and an unspeakable pity 
took possession of his souL " Be brave, 
my poor brother," said he ; " what you 
Btdfer, that have I also suffered, and 
almost every one who is called by Fate 
to fill an exalted position has the same 
anguish to endure. A prince has not 
the right to please himself— he belongs 
to the people and to the world's his- 
tory, and to both these he must be ever 
secondary." 

" It is not true, it is not possible I " 



stammered the prince. "Laura can 
never belong to another I She is mine 
— ^fietrothed to me by the holiest of 
oaths, and she shaU be mine in spite 
of you and of the whole world 1 I 
desire no crown, no princely title; I 
wish only Laura, only my Laura I I 
say it is not true that she is the wife of 
Count Voss 1 " 

"It is true," whispered a soft, tear- 
ful, choking voice, just behind him. 
The prince turned hastily ; the sad eye 
of Laura, full of unspeakable love, met 
his wild glance. Queen Elizabeth, ac- 
cording to an understanding with the 
king, had led the young Countess Voss 
into this apartment, and then returned 
with a light step into the adjoining 
room. 

" I will grant to your unhappy love, 
my bnither, one last evening glow," 
said the king. " Take a last, sad fare- 
well of your declining sun ; but forget 
not that when the sun has disappeared, 
we have still the stars to shine upon 
us, though, alas I they have no warmth 
and kindle no flowers into Hfe." The 
king bowed, and followed his wife into 
the next room. The prince remained 
alone with Laura. 

What was spoken and sworn in this 
last sad interview no man ever knew. 
In the beginning, the king, who re- 
mained in the next room, heard the 
raging voice of the prince, uttering 
wild curses and bitter complaints; 
then his tones were softer and milder, 
and touchingly mournful. In half an 
hour the king entered the cabinet. 
The prince stood in the middle of the 
room, and Laura opposite to him. 
They gazed into each other's wan and 
stricken faces with steady, tearless eyes ; 
their hands were clasped. " Farewell, 
my prince," said Laura, with a firm 
voice ; " I depart immediatelp with my 
husband ; we shall never meet again I " 

" Yes, we shall meet again," said the 
prince, with a weary smile ; " we shall 
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meet again in another and a better 
world : I shall be there, awaiting you, 
Laura I '^ They pressed each other^s 
hands, then tamed away. 

Laura stepped into the room where 
Count Voss was expecting her. ^' Come, 
my husband," she said; ^^I am ready 
to follow you, and be assured I wiU 
make you a &ithful and submissiye 
wife." 

" Brother," said Prince Augustus 
William, extending his hand to the 
king, '^ I struggle no more. I will con- 
form myself to your wishes, and marry 
the Princess of Brunswick." 



CHAPTER XVU. 

THE BB6I6KATI0N OF BABON p5LLNITZ. 

Thb morning after the ball, Pdllnitz 
entered the cabinet of the king ; he was 
confused and cast down, and that hap- 
pened to him which had never before 
happened — he was speechless. The 
king's eyes rested upon him with an 
ironical and contemptuous expression. 

'^ I believe you are about to confess 
your sins, Pdllnitz, and make me your 
father confessor. Ton have the pitiful 
physiognomy of a poor sinner." 

^^ Sire, I would consent to be a sin- 
ner, but I am bitterly opposed to being 
a poor sinner." 

*^ Ah I debts again-— again in want I " 
cried the king. ^^ I am weary of this 
everlasting litany, and I forbid you to 
come whining to me again with your 
never-ending necessities. The evil a 
man brings upon himself he must bear ; 
the dangers which he involuntarily in- 
curs, he must conquer himself." 

"Will not your majesty have the 
goodness^ to assist me, to reach me a 
helping hand and raise me from the 
abyss into which my creditors have 
cast me ? " 



'* God forbid that J should waste the 
gold upon a Pdllnitz which I need for 
my brave soldiers and for cannon I" 
said the king, earnestly. 

** Then, sire," said Pdllnitz, in a low 
and hesitating tone, " I must beg you 
to give me my dismissal." 

" Your dismissal 1 Hav6 you dis- 
covered in the moon a foolish prince 
who will pay you a larger sum for your 
miserable jests, and malicious scandals 
and railings, than the King of Prus- 
sia?" 

"Not in the moon, sire, is such a 
mad individual to be found, but in a 
Dutch realm. However, I have found 
no such prince, but a beautiful young 
maiden, who will be only too happy to 
be the Baroness Pdllnitz, and pay the 
baron's debts." 

" And this young girl is not sent to 
a mad-house ? " said the king ; " per- 
haps the house of the Baron von Pdll- 
nitz is considered a house of correc- 
tion, and she is sent there to be pun- 
ished for her follies. Has the girl who 
is rich enough to pay the debts of a 
Pdllnitz, no guardian ? " 

" Father and mother both live, sire ; 
and both receive me joyfully as their 
son. My bride dwells in Nuremberg, 
and is the daughter of a distinguished 
patrician family." 

" And she buys you," said the king, 
"because she considers you the most 
enchanting of all Nuremberg toys I 
As for your dismissal, I grant it to you 
with all my heart. Seat yourself and 
write as I shall dictate." ^ 

He looked toward the writing-table, 
and Pdlhiitz, obeying his command, 
took his seat and arranged his pen and 
paper. The king, with his arms folded 
across his back, walked slowly up and 
down the room. 

" Write 1 I will give you a dismis- 
sal, and also a certificate of character 
and conduct." 

The king dictated to the trembling 
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and secretly-enraged baron the follow- 
ing words : 

"We, Frederick EL, make known, 
that Baron P511nitz, born in Berlin, 
and, so far as we believe, of an honora- 
ble family, page to our sainted grand- 
father, of blessed memory, also in the 
service of the Duke of Orleans, colonel 
in the Spanish service, cavalry captain 
in the army of the deceased emperor, 
gentleman-in-waiting to the Pope, gen- 
tleman-in-waiting to the Duke of 
Brunswick, color-bearer in the service 
of the Duke of Weimar, gentleman-in- 
waiting to our sainted father, of ever- 
blessed memory ; lastly, and finally, 
master of ceremonies in our service ; — 
said Baron Pdllnitz, overwhelmed by 
this stream of military and courtly 
honors which have been thrust upon 
him, and thereby weary of the vanities 
of this wicked world ; misled, also, by 
the evil example of Monteulieu, who a 
short time ago left the court, now in- 
treats of us to grant him his dismissal, 
and an honorable testimony as to his 
good name and service. After thought- 
ful consideration, we do not find it 
best to refuse him the testimony he has 
asked for. As to the most important 
service which he rendered to the court 
by his foolish jests and inconsUtencisSy 
and the pastimes and distractions which 
he prepared for nine years for the 
amusement of our ever-blessed father, 
we do not hesitate to declare that, dur- 
ing the whole time of his service at 
court, he was not a street-robber nor a 
cut-purse, nor a poisoner ; that he did 
not rob young women, or do them any 
violence ; that he has not roughly at- 
tacked the honor of any man, but, con- 



sistently with his birth and lineage, 
behaved like a man of gallantry ; that 
he has consistently made use of the 
talents lent to him by Heaven, and 
brought before the public, in a merry 
and amusing way, that which is ridic- 
ulous and laughable amongst men, no 
doubt with the same object which lies 
at the bottom of all theatrical repre- 
sentations, that is, to improve the race. 
Said baron has also steadily followed 
the counsel of Bacchus with regard to 
frugality and temperance, and he has 
carried his Christian love so far, that 
he has left wholly to the peasanU that 
part of the Evangelists which teaches 
that * To give is more blessed than to 
receive.' He knows all the anecdotes 
concerning our castles and pleasure re- 
sorts, and has indelibly imprinted upon 
his memory a full list of all our old 
furniture and silver; above all things, 
he understands how to make himself 
indispensable and agreeable to those 
who know the malignity of his spirit 
and his cold heart 

"As, however, in the most firuitful 
regions waste and desert spots are to 
be found, as the most beautiful bodies 
have their deformities, and the great- 
est painters are not without faults, so 
will we deal gently and considerately 
with the follies and sins of this much- 
talked-of baron ; we grant him, tbere- 
fore, though unwillingly, the desired 
dismissal. In addition to this, we 
abolish entirely this office so worthily 
filled by said baron, and wish to blot 
out the remembrance of it from the 
memory of man ; holding that no other 
man can ever fill it satisfactorily. 

"F&BDBBiCK n." 
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It was a hot August day in the year 
1785. The mid-day sun was casting 
its rays over the still, monotonous land- 
scape. The poplars, by the roadside, 
were covered with dust, and stood si- 
lent and melancholy, like sentinels. No 
air stirred the thin foliage, and the 
sparrows, sheltering themselves &om 
the heat, did not betray their presence 
by a solitary twitter. 

The whole prospect made a dreary 
impression, as if all life had fled before 
the scorching sun, and found a refuge 
in the cool shade — ^perhaps in the lit- 
tle wood yonder, behind the village, 
perhaps in the houses of the village it- 
self, although this had an utterly poor 
and miserable appearance, like that of a 
decrepit man, worn with sorrow and 
age. Only two dwellings, having any 
thing of a noble appearance, rose above 
the low eottages ; they seemed to have 
been just finished, and, with their red 
tiles, made an agreeable contrast with 
the gray shingle roofs around them. 

At last the sultry stillness was inter- 
rupted by a sound in the &r distance, 
but every instant approaching and be- 
coming louder. A white dust-cloud 



moved along the road, and in its cen- 
tre a dark object was seen that finally 
appeared to be a stately equipage. It 
was an open calash, drawn by two 
beautiful horses, and driven by a coadi- 
man in a livery of dark-blue cloth, or- 
namented with broad stripes of gold- 
lace, who sat upon the box with as 
much solenmity and dignity as if he 
occupied a throne, and were the ruler 
of a kingdom. Upon the seat swinging 
^behind the carriage dozed two lackeys. 
Within, huddled in a comer, and bowed 
down, sat the unpretending figure of 
an old man. It was Frederick IL, who, 
thus simply and without escort, trav- 
elled along the highway. He came 
from the review in SHesia, and had sent 
his military suite by another route, in 
order to secure a quiet journey, and to 
escape the molestation of the people, 
with the holiday speeches of little town 
mayors, proprietors, and village alder- 
men. He had sent away even his Ad- 
jutant - General von Schwerin, who 
usually rode in the same carriage ; for 
the king needed perfect quiet and soli- 
tude, to overcome the chagrin which 
the Silesian review had caused him. 
The troops had manoeuvred badly, the 
regiments appeared reduced and disor- 
derly, and the ofiicers had managed 
them so discreditably, that Frederick 



234 



FREDERICK THE GREAT .AND HIS COACHMAN. 



said, as he took his leave ; ^' My anny 
in Silesia has never before been so un- 
disciplined as now. If I had made 
generals of cobblers or tailors, the regi- 
ments could not have been worse. But 
I am not willing to lose Silesia through 
the neglect of my officers, therefore you 
must take more pains and drill better, 
so that, should I live and return to this 
province next year, you may do your 
whole duty. If any one shall then be 
guilty of neglect, I wiU subject him to 
a court-martial." 

These were Frederick's last words to 
the generals of his Silesian army, and 
then, without further greeting, he en- 
tered the coach which was to bear him 
home to Potsdam and his favorite 
Sans-Soud. The king had been on the 
road from daylight, and his coachman 
Pfund had orders to drive so that they 
might reach Liegnitz before evening, 
to which place he had dismissed his es- 
cort The coachman graciously nodded 
assent to the command, and answered, 
with calm dignity: "We shall see 
what can be done, your majesty. It 
depends altogether on the horses and 
the good Lord. If the heat be not too 
great, we shall be there in time." All 
seemed to go well; the horses at the 
relays could travel stoutly, notwith- 
standing the sand of the highway. As 
they approached the village, they went 
more slowly; panting forward with dif- 
ficulty. 

The king, aroused from his reflec- 
tions by th^ retarded motion, rose, and 
cast an observing look upon the land- 
scape. His sharp military eye recog- 
nized a meadow-road running beside 
the highway. " Turn out there, Pfund I " 
said he, in his clear voice ; '* tAke that 
road. There is no water on the 
meadow, and we shall be much freer 
from dust." 

The coachman did not answer, but 
raised his silver -handled whip, and 
lashed his horses so that they broke 



into a full trot, though just passing 
over a small elevation. 

" Ho, Pfund, what does this mean ? " 
cried the king, " did you not hear that 
you must take the road through the 
low grounds f It is better and pleas- 
anter." 

The coachman again whipped his 
horses, and only turned his head sol- 
emnly on one side, so that Frederick 
could see a little of his deep-red face, 
streaming with perspiration. "Your 
majesty," said he, with dignity, "I 
ought to know best about that, for I 
have driven you thirty times over this j 
very road." 

" You are not to take this, but the 
meadow-road," cried the king. 

The coachman shrugged his shoul- 
ders. " That is my business, your ma- 
jesty ; I am responsible for you. Only 
sit stiU and keep cool. I understand' 
best how to drive, and you how to gov-* 
ern. — Qet up I " 

" What can I do ! " said Frederick to^ 
himself, as he sank back upon the 
cushions. "I must even do as Mr. 
Pfund wiUs, because he understands^ 
driving better than L" ' 

Just as they had reached the foot of 
a hill, Pfhnd tightened the reins a little 
and pulled up his horses to breathe. 

"Do you know, Pfund," said the 
king, with a slight smile, " that you 
are an obstinate rascal, and heartily 
deserve to be sent for four weeks to 
Spandau for your disobedience ? " 

" I should like to know what would 
become of your nu^esty in that time ? " 
said Pfund, solemnly. "Would you 
utterly ruin Prussia, then ? " 

"How so?" asked the king, as- 
tounded. " What foolishness is this, 
Pfund ? How does it concern Prussia 
if I send my obstinate old coachman to 
Spandau, as a punishment for his dis- 
obedience ? " 

" It concerns Prussia very much," said 
Pfhnd, quietly, " for if I were shut up 
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in piisoD, who would drive your mm- 
jesty ? " 

" Why, one of my other servanta," 
answered Frederick, whom the pom- 
pous style of his coachman always 
amused. 

'* Some other one ! " replied Pfund, in 
a contemptuous tone, " I should like to 
see the scoundrel that would dare take 
my place on the carriage of the King 
of Prussia I I would beat all his bones 
to a jelly, and make an omelet of the 
arch traitor, who should have the im- 
pudence to endanger the life of my 
king." 

** You are crazy, Pfund I " laughed 
Frederick. '^ How could he endanger 
my life ? " 

"Merely because he would drive 
your majesty," replied Pftind. "No 
one else ought to perform this duty, 
for it is a burden on the conscience, 
and the coachman undertakes, before 
all Europe, and still more before all 
Prussia, a fearful responsibility. The 
man that holds these reins does not 
drive only a little dried-up old man 
in a shabby coat and top-boots, that 
are not very well polished — ^no, he 
drives the whole kingdom of Prussia, 
and the good fortune of nine millions 
of people, besides the laurels of so 
many victories, and the whole glory of 
. Germany. One must have become ac- 
customed to this, as I have; and so, 
little by little, bear up under it, hold- 
ing the horses well in hand, and hav- 
ing his eyes open at tbe same time, 
without losing his presence of mind. 
Who has the courage to take out for 
an airing Prussia, with all its millions 
of subjects, as I do ? I alone can do 
it, and that comes from my having got 
accustomed to it, peu-d-peu. We both 
commenced with small things. Do 
you know how I happened to come 
into your service? You were only a 
little crown prince, living in Rheins- 
berg, who didn't rightly know whether 



he would ever govern this land, while 
I was a wild lad of eighteen, but even 
then distingmshed as the best driver 
in Pomerania ; and I became your ser- 
vant, because I had a sweetheart in 
Rheinsberg, and did not want to leave 
the place. For that, and no other rea- 
son, I took service with the crown 
prince of Prussia." 

Pfund was silent, and let the reins 
hang loose. The horses moved slowly 
onward and did not disturb the good 
coachman in his reflections. Frederick 
listened to him with pleasure, and the 
gossip of his old servant evidently 
cheered him. His manner was no 
longer so harsh, his eyes had a gentler 
light, and a smile played about his thin 
Ups. 

"< Children and fools speak the 
truth,'" whispered Frederick to him- 
self "I imagine that every person 
thinks he is fortunate if he is permitted 
to approach me, and this good-natured 
man tells me openly that he engaged 
in my service not for my sake, not for 
the crown princess, but for that of a 
sweetheart. — Well, drive up, coachman, 
you know we must reach Liegnitz in 
time to-day." 

" I have a couple of more words to 
say," replied Pfund, as he stood up on 
the box, and turned round to the king, 
who, completely astonished, gazed into 
the broad, fat face of his coachman. 

" You have more words to say, block- 
head? But I will hear nothing — ^be 
silent, and drive on." 

" Not so, your mtgesty," said Pfund, 
slowly shaking his head. "Here on 
the coach-box I am the mast^, and 
know what I have to do. I must 
speak, to explain why I did not take 
the meadow - road. That road goes 
round the village, and not through it, 
by the church, and the parsonage, and 
the agent's house." 

" Church I " cried the king, " I can see 
no steeple I " 
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^ Qood Heaven ! *' auA Pfund, impa- 
tiently ; '* only think a moment ! Tim 
is the villajTe d Ottmannahof ; the 
chmtsh of which was borned down 
last sfiring in a terrible thnnder-storm, 
and your majesty sent the money to 
reboild it It is lucky that you did so 
at once, otherwise you would have ne- 
glected to forward any thing, as your 
miyesty has forgotten the whole affidr." 

''No, no," laughed Frederick, ''I 
have more to think about than your 
Ottmannshof; I did not even know 
that this was the place.** 

'' Tes, truly," said Pfimd, shrugging 
his shoulders, '' a king can travel the 
same way thirty times, and not notice 
it, and would be sure to turn over, if 
he drove his. own coach. It is lucky 
that I am here to keep the King of 
Prussia in the right way. Well, as I 
said, I didn't take that road, because 
it goes round the village, and this one 
goes through it. But we have to drive 
through Ottmannshof, for I made a 
promise last year that I would pass 
through on our journey from the re- 
view, and, at least, say * Thank you.' — 
Well, your majesty knows a man must 
keep his word." 

" Yes, certainly," said Frederick, " if 
you promised, the King of Prussia 
must of course accede to your will. 
But then to whom did you make such 
a promise ? " 

''To the agent's pretty daughter, 
who nursed me so kindly, and the old 
parson, who helped me to pass the 
time, and to whom I had to tdl the 
story of all the battles through which 
I had passed with your mi^esty. You 
know that military movements brought 
us into this country, where I took a 
bad fever, and had to remain six 
weeks; I should certainly have died, 
if the parson and the agent's daughter 
hadn't cared for me. As I was going 
away, I said, ' If the king comes here 
next fall, he will thank you himself for 



curing his coachman*' Then the good 
man laughed and said, that the king 
would neyer do so, for such a great 
man would not make himself so com- 
mon. But I replied that Old Fritz 
was just the man to make himself ' so 
common,' for he loved his servant too 
well to neglect thanking the good folks 
that had nursed him. I swore up and 
down that I would pass through Ott- 
DuumBhof this year with my king, and 
that he would say to the parson and to 
the pretty maiden, ' I thank you.' You 
need not say more, but that much, to 
oblige me. For you see, your majesty, 
there is no way that I can show them 
by myself how thankful I am. Money 
they wouldn't take for all the expenses 
that I put them to, but a good word 
from your majesty would be valued 
more, for they love you; and no one 
knows better than I do, how good and 
brave your majesty is, and I have told 
it all to the parson and the lady." 

"Well, old friend," said the king, 
"If you should ever undertake to 
make pretty speeches to me, then is 
Matthae's occupation gone, and I must 
do as you wish ; so drive through Ott- 
mannshof But these people know 
nothing about our visit, and will not 
be at home." 

"Yes," said the coachman, with a 
nod, " they know it ; and vrill be there. 
I told the courier, who ord^s the re- 
lays, that he must stop at the house of 
the agent, and the parson, and say 
that we should pass through at noon, 
and that they must be standing at their 
doors — they will certainly be there." 

" Ah 1 " said Frederick, " the fellow 
arranges every thing according to his 
own ideas, and the King of Prussia 
has nothing to do but say ' Yes ' to the 
management of his lord coachman." 

"Your majesty says. Yes I" cried 
Pfund, with a happy laugh. 

" I must say so, if only to get away 
from this place. — Drive on, my friend. 
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and if your people are there — well, you 
may stop for a moment. But I tell you, 
you must drive all the harder for it." 

" Your majesty," cried the gratified 
coachman, as he turned round, took 
his scat again, and tightened the reins, 
" I will drive as if the Evil One were 
sittiiig behind me." 

Pfund lashed his horses to a trot, and 
the carriage roUed forward. The king 
leaned back in his cushioned comer, 
and stroked Alkmene, who in acknowl- 
edgment fawned upon him, and licked 
his withered cheeks. Frederick pressed 
the greyhound gently to him. " Thou 
art a good beast, and wouldst love me 
just as dearly if I were a beggar and 
not a king. Well, I think the man on 
the coach-box would do the same, and 
would not desert me, either. Why 
i should I complain then? I have a 
I faithful hound and a trusty servant, 
i vrith whom I can pass through the 
\ world. The rest ' are only rag-bags, 
/ and are not even worth the trouble 
that I should vex myself about them, 
and—" 

" Tour majesty," cried Pfund, " there 
is the parsonage. I see already the 
rector's black coat, and there is a lit- 
tle flag just below. That must be 
ma'm'selle." 

The carriage had driven into the lit- 
tle village, and, with a lively snapping 
of the whip, passed the mud-hovels, at 
whose narrow doors the women in 
ragged garments stood and stared. 

"A miserable hole," growled the 
king ; " I shall be obliged to pay the 
sick-bed expenses of Pfund, for, since I 
have seen this place, I cannot close my 
eyes on its poverty," 

*^ Lord I " cried the coachman, as he 
suddenly puUed up, 

**Well, what is the matter now?" 
asked Frederick, "why do you make 
such an outcry ? " 

"I was so startled, your majesty. 
The man that stands there is not the 



parson. He is a younger man alto- 
gether. Something has certainly hap- 
pened to the old gentleman, and, per- 
haps after aU, he is dead." 

'^ Well, drive on, we shall soon find 
out." 

The coachman obeyed, and the car- 
riage soon stopped before the house 
with the new-tiled roof. Two persons 
stood before it, a tall, slender young 
man in the black coat of a preacher, 
and beside him a yoimg lady in a sim- 
ple, white dress, but of such beauty 
and noble mien, that she looked, even 
in this modest toilet, like a queen, who 
came forth to receive her equals. 

"Are you the pastor here?" asked 
the king, fixing his great eyes upon the 
pale countenance of the young man. 

" So please your majesty, I have been 
pastor here for half a year," was the 
quiet, respectful answer. 

" Then the old pastor, who took care 
of my coachman, is dead ? " 

"Yes, your majesty, the alarm and 
anxiety originating from the burning 
of the church last spring, caused the 
good pastor's death. He was never 
able to express his gratitude to your 
majesty for your generosity in grant- 
ing funds for rebuilding the church. 
I now do so in the name of my de- 
parted friend, and of my entire par- 
ish." 

" You owe me no thanks," answered 
the king, hastily. "To relieve unde- 
served misfortune is my duty, and for 
that purpose I am here I Has your 
predecessor left any family ? " 

"Yes, your migesty, a widow and 
seven children." 

"Seven children I That U a large 
family; and they are all unprovided 
for ? " 

"Your migesty, ^he oldest child is 
thirteen, the youngest two years old, 
and there is besides an adopted child 
of six months." 

" Your migesty," cried the coachman. 



238 



FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS COACHMAN. 



turning round with the tears in his eyes, 
''you desired to be so gracious, and 
say to the old parson, ' I thank yon,' 
and now he is dead, and — ^ 

" Be still," commanded the king. — 
''Has the lady a dower? Can she 
raise her children decently ? " 

" Tour majesty, it will be very diffi- 
cult," replied the young rector. '* My 
predecessor could not accumulate pro- 
perty, because the living is not a good 
one, and his family expenses were large. 
The widow, after her * year of grace * is 
over, is dependent upon a small pen- 
sion paid her by the parish.^ 

"And she has, besides, a widow's 
house, has she not f " 

" No, your majesty, that was burned 
with the agent's house. The thunder- 
storm was accompanied by a great 
wind, so that the fire spread from the 
church to all the neighboring build- 
ings. The parish pays the widow a 
little additional sum for her house. 
She lives here in the rectory with her 
family." 

"Well, and I will grant her a little 
pension besides," said Frederick. " She 
shall yearly receive a hundred dollars 
out of my private purse, as long as she 
lives ; I will make the order, and the an- 
nuity shall be reckoned from the day 
of the rector's death." 

" No, no, no more of that," said the 
king, quickly. " I require no thanks ; 
and, besides, what I do is gratitude 
toward the old pastor in his grave ; for 
he cured my coachman last year, and 
acted like a true Christian. Say to 
the widow, for me, my pension means, 
' I thank' you, good pastor — ' Ah, and 
this pretty lady," continued the king, 
as his eyes rested upon the fair form 
beside the rector, " is she the agent's 
daughter who nursed Pfund ? " 

" Yes, your miyesty, I am the agent's 
daughter." 

" H'm I you do not look like it," said 
the king. " One would take you for a 



fairy queen, or at least a duchess. Who 
were your parents ? " 

"My father was the agent of this 
property, which belonged to the Count 
von Schmittau, who was a near rela- 
tive of my mother, for she was a Count- 
ess von Schmittau." 

"And what was your father's 
name ? " 

" Hartman, your majesty." 

"Ah, your mother made a misal- 
liance?" inquired the king, harshly. 
" A bom countess married to a bailiff ! 
Did your mother's parents consent to 
this ? " 

" No, your majesty ; but my mother 
loved my father, and as her parents, 
who played a grand rSle at court in 
Vienna, wished to place her in a con- 
vent to prevent her marriage with her 
lowborn lover, she fled with him, after 
having been secretly married. They 
afterwards travelled, and resided for a 
long time in Paris." 

"That is truly a right romantic 
story," said the king. " But how came 
your parents, who had lived so grandly, 
in this low position ? " 

" My father lost his entire fortune 
through the failure of a banking-house. 
My mother in her distress applied to her 
brother for assistance, and, though my 
uncle refused to see her, yet from pity 
for his poor sister, he gave her husband 
the agency of this estate, but burden- 
ed with the harsh condition, that she 
should never attempt to see him. She 
kept her word, and died eight years ago 
without being reconciled to her famDy." 

" And your father ? " 

" He died three months since, your 
majesty." 

" You are then an orphan. Have you 
any means ? " 

" No, your majesty, I am poor. The 
fire destroyed every thing, and my 
father was not insured. Anxiety and 
grief on * account of this caused his 
death." 
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"And what do yon intend to do 
now?" 

" I await my fete I " replied she, with 
a strange quietude. 

'^Hare yon asked assistance from 
yonr mother's grand relations ? " 

A burning blush blazed for an instant 
on the beautiM maiden's cheeks and 
her eyes gleamed. *'No, I haye not 
done that; I await my fete I " 

"Does your mother's brother stiU 
live ? " 

"Yes, in "Vienna." 

"Hasheafemily?" 

" He had a son, but he has lately 
died, and the fether is, as we hear, yery 
ill" 

" And who is the heir of the estate, if 
the old count dies ? " 

A tremor agitated the maiden's 
proud form, and a cloud darkened her 
brow, as she answered : " It falls to a 
collateral line, your migesty." 

" What is the name ? " asked the king, 
who was always curious about the 
private affairs of noble families. — 
"What is the name of the collateral 
line which succeeds Count von Schmit- 
tau," repeated the king, as the maiden 
did not iustantly answer. 

"Your majesty," said she, hesitat- 
ingly, as if finding it difficult to recall 
the name, " I think it is Pinto." 

" What," asked the king, quickly ; 
"not the Pintos that once lived in 
Breslau? The father is dead, and the 
son is a oaptaij} in my regiment of 
guards at Poteidam. Is that the 
Pinto ? " 

" Yes, your majesty, he is the man," 
she replied. 

" So then," said the king, with sat- 
isfaction, "the mad Pinto will sud- 
denly become a rich man. He has 
asked for a week's leave of absence, in 
order to visit his relatives in Vienna. 
Now I understand — I see through it 
all I He must know if the inheritance 
is ripe ! That suits us precisely ; and I 



promise you, that, when Pinto takes 
possession of his fortune, he shall settle 
a pension on you; for, though I ab- 
hor misalliances, yet a nobleman must 
never allow his relatives to suflFer. You 
are not to blame because your mother 
played such a stupid trick. Whenever 
the Baron von Pinto obtains the for- 
tune he shall allow you an annuity at 
once ; I will take care of that." 

" Will your majesty grant me one fe- 
vor?" said the girl, with a tone of 
firmness. 

" Let us hear ! What favor will you 
ask?" 

" That your maje^y will not speak of 
me to the Baron von Pinto. I would 
rather receive charity from the beggar 
on the street, than a morsel of bread 
from that nobleman." 

The king fixed his bright eyes with 
an expression of surprise on the remark- 
ably beautifril countenance of the young 
woman. 

" Well, if you do not wish it, it is all 
the same to me. But this I tell you, 
you receive nothing from me. I am 
too poor to grant money to one who is 
too proud to accept assistance from her 
own rich relatives." 

"Your majesty, I desire assistance 
from no one," said the maiden, in a 
calm tone, " I will never ask it, I trust 
in God and await my fete." 

" Well, as you please," said the king, 
with "displeasure. "I hope then that 
the good Lord will give himself extra 
trouble about you, fc^r, I repeat it, from 
me you receive nothing." 

, " But from me," cried Pfund, as he 
made his lash whistle, " she shall have 
something, if she will only do me the 
honor to ask, or to receive without 
asking. I should have been under 
ground with the parson long ago, if the 
beautiftil young lady had not pitied the 
poor rascal, and watched over me.like 
one of God's angels. And it was no 
pleasure for ma'm'selle, I can tell your 
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mijesty, for I was an obstinate patient, 
and—" 

** Hold yonr tongue, fellow I ^ cried 
the king, ** abd driye on ; I am ready." 

^^But,'' growled the old man, "I 
would like to say a word. I pray you 
permit me." 

*^ Well, speak then, but make haste." 

'' I only wished to say — ^Ma'm^seUe, 
AmsJie Hartman, if you ever need a 
friend — ^if a man who has a heart, and 
two strong arms always ready to serve 
you, can be useful to you, then think 
of me I If the sorrowful thought comes 
to you that you are an orphan, and have 
no mother to love, or father to protect 
you, and when you are lonesome in the 
world, — well, then come to me, . to 
Pfimd ; and if you want to make him 
happy, write to him, and just say, * Old 
Pfund, I want a father to love, protect, 
and take care of me, and he will be 
proud and happy if you will take him 
for a father. — Well, now I have said it, 
and — ^forward 1 — Get up 1 " 



CHAPTER IL 

THB OYBBTUBNED CABBIAOB. 

PFinm whipped up the horses, and 
urged them into so wild a gallop, that 
the king had no time to say farewell, 
or to object to this sudden leave-taking. 
But Frederick had not thought of do- 
ing so. He sat upright and gazed at 
the broad back of his coachman with 
an approving smile, and a mild, friend- 
ly expression in his blue eye. As the 
coach moved more slowly up a hill, the 
king called in a gentle voice : '* Sir 
Coachman Pfimd 1 " 

The old man turned his dignified 
head, and let the king see his rosy 
face. " Well, your majesty. I know I 
shall get a scolding, because I under- 
took to open my mouth in your ma- 
jesty's presence. But you see, I am 



just like a stage-horse when he is going 
home and smells his stable. Tliere is 
no reining him in, and he will run. 
My heart ran away with me when I 
saw the house where I lay sick so many 
weeks last year, and should have died, 
if the pretty ma'm'selle hadn't taken 
pity on me. — ^And now I beg your ma- 
jesty^s pardon, and promise that, hence- 
forth, I will behave like a mannerly 
royal coachman and hold my mouth, 
and never lose sight of respect, rever- 
ence, and all the rest of it." 

" Well, well, we shall see how long 
you will keep that promise," said the 
king, laughing. ^^ You are an incorri- 
gible stage-horse, and I must either dis- 
charge or be patient with you." 

^'Then I only ask your mi^esty to 
be patient," said Pfund, touching his 
wheel-horse lightly with his whip. " Be 
patient with me, and I promise that I 
will be the same with your majesty." 

"You will be patient with me I" 
exclaimed the king, laughing loudly. 
"Well, but when?" 

"Why, when I want to growl be- 
cause your mi^esty sometimes orders 
me to drive fast, and it is impossible 
through the sand ; and then when your 
majesty orders me to go where no car- 
riage could pass, and to turn into a 
road where there isn't a sign of one ; or 
when your majesty blames me because 
you ar'n't pleased with some one else, 
and beat the sack, when you mean the 
mule, as this morning, when your ma- 
jesty scolded me because you were dis- 
pleased with the generals. When any 
of these things happen agaiD, I will be 
patient, and not mutter or argue." 

" Now, that is very good in you, 
Mr. Coachman, but I do not believe 
you will do it," said the king, good-na- 
turedly; "but we shall see. As for 
Ma'm'selle Amalie at Otmannshof, I wiU 
only say to you, my friend, that, if she 
ever comes to you, you must tell me of 
it, and let me help her." 
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" But suppose she comes with a se- 
cret, your majesty ? " asked Pfund, with 
a contemplative countenance. ^^ Such 
pretty maidens often have secrets that 
they might perhaps be willing to trust 
to a Mend) but not to a king." 

" Do you anticipate a secret, then ? " 

" Yes ; I must tell your majesty, that 
the people in Ottmannshof last year 
used to gossip about a handsome young 
officer who had been there, and seemed 
to be pleased with the lady. She was 
very fond of him, they said, and the 
servant that brushed my boots and 
clothes undertook once to tell me that 
she had had a love-a£[air with the gen- 
tleman, but my informant never got 
any further, because I cuffed his ears, 
and swore I would break every bone in 
his body, if he ever attempted to repeat 
such slanderous nonsense. So I never 
heard any more about if 

" I can well believe that the people 
were a&aid of your great fists," said 
the king; "but you think, yourself, 
that there was something in this gossip, 
and that it was not a mere slander ? " 

"I don't know," growled Pfund. 
" The ma'm'selle didn^ look so happy 
and contented this year as she did last ; 
then I thought she might be in sorrow, 
and if the handsome officer had really 
loved her so much he would have mar- 
ried her, and — well, it is foolishness." 

" Yes, foolishness ; you are right. An 
officer should never marry an agent's 
daughter — that would be a fine aJQ^ ! 
Who was this officer ? What was his 
name ? In what service was he ? " 

" I don't know, your majesty ; he was 
not there, and I never asked about 
him." 

** And the people never told you any 
thing? Well, then, you have heard 
my commands. If the young lady ever 
comes to you for help tell me, and I 
will uphold you. — ^Now, I have some- 
thing else to say to you. I wish to re< 
turn to Berlin as soon as possible, he- 
ld 



cause I expect a guest. My brother-in- 
law, the Stadtholder of Holland, is to 
pay me a visit, and will bring a great 
train with him — many equipages, sad- 
dle-horses, and grooms. He is very 
rich, and his servants distinguished 
gentlemen, who imagine that they are 
persons of some account The day af- 
ter his arrival, wait on his coachman, 
and invite him and all his underlings 
to a supper. Order the supper at the 
* Green-tree Tavern' in the Zimmer- 
strasse, and there eat to your heart's 
content and get drunk. The landlord 
can send me the bill the next day, and 
I will pay it" 

" Ah, your majesty, that is glorious,'* 
cried Pfund, with sparkling eyes, ^* that 
is a great favor to me, and I will be- 
have myself like the King of Prussia 
himself when I receive the coachman, 
lackeys, and jockeys, at my feast : we 
shall all be jolly, and the mischief take 
the rascals if they don^t hurrah with 
me, * Long live Old Fritz ! ' " 

" Drive faster," cried the king. " We 
are crawling up the hill like a snail. 
We have had enough of this ; now, let 
the horses go like hares down the other 
side. — ^Forward 1 Pfund, no more chat- 
tering and gossipping — ^forward 1 " 

And away they went down the hill, 
and along the highway, at a sweeping 
pace, into the country town, where they 
stopped at the posthouse to change 
horses ; but so qmckly was this done, 
that, before the mayor had finished the 
first sentence of his address, Frederick 
again motioned to Pfund to drive on. 
Forward again they went, out of the 
town, over the uneven- road, now by 
woods and villages, now between the 
rows of poplars, up hill, down dale, 
always at a trot. Pfund was happy I 
— ^Ma'm*selle Amalie, the pension for 
the pastor's widow, and the feast for 
the coachman of the stadtholder, occu- 
pied his thoughts, so that he gave the 
reins to his horses, and scarcely noticed 
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the road. The king had ordered, " For- 
ward, always forward I " And he was 
certainly pleased, for he had not said a 
word, or once scolded, as was his man- 
ner, when not satisfied with the driving. 
The coachman never looked back. — 
Perhaps he would have gone a little 
slower had he observed that the king 
had sunk back on the cushions, and 
was sound asleep. But PfUnd was too 
much engaged with himself to notice 
it, and it did his heart good to drive 
at full speed. 

A great stone lay in the middle of 
the highway, which Pfund did not see, 
because the dust was so thick and the 
horses moved so rapidly. With a loud 
crash the fore-wheel passed over it, but 
the larger hind-wheel refused, and the 
carriage overturned. It was fortunate 
that the horses stopped, and did not 
drag the coach forward — that the sud- 
den shock had done the king no inju- 
ry. He was somewhat roughly awa- 
kened, but the alarm was really the 
only inconvenience which the accident 
<caused him. Poor Alkmene stood 
barking at the window. Both the 
lackeys sprang from their seats with- 
'!0\xt harm, and Pfund himself escaped 
with a slight contusion. He raised 
Mmself, notwithstanding his years and 
corpulence, with wonderful celerity, 
and cast a glance into the interior of 
the coach, where he saw the king ly- 
ing among the cushions, and met his 
threatening eyes. 

"Your majesty," he said, humbly, 
'^ are you hurt ? I hope nothing is the 
matter." 

" Matter I " cried the king, in a rage. 
^' The matter isf that my donkey of a 
coachman has turned me over I — ^that 
I lie here like a bundle of rags in the 
middle of the highway, and my lack- 
eys, fools as they are, stand and stare, 
instead of helping me out I " 

"God be thanked I" exclaimed the 
coachman, with a joyful expression. 



" Hurrah I Nothing is the matter with 
his majesty,. for he can scold like a 
sound man I " 

" Help me out, you rascals I " cried 
the king. 

" There is no need of it," said Pfund, 
mildly.—" Here, boys ! Take hold of 
the carriage on this side ] Pull at the 
wheels that stand in the air I I will 
go round and push against the other 
side. Only sit still, your majesty, I 
will have it all right in a moment." 

One strong pull, and then another, 
and the coach was righted. 

"Now let us see if any thing is 
broken," said the coachman, as he tried 
the spokes, and carefully examined the 
springs and axles. " It is like a mira- 
cle," he continued, shaking his head 
solemnly. " It seems as if nothing 
could happen to a carriage in which 
the king sits. With any other gentle- 
man it would have been broken into a 
thousand pieces. It is all right, boys 
— ^you can get up again. But, first," as 
he moved with humble mien, and hat 
in hand, to the carriage door, " I have 
a word to say to his majesty. I beg 
pardon most submissively. It is the 
truth — ^I never shall forgive myself for 
what has happened to-day ; but remem- 
ber, your majesty, it is the first time, 
and forgive the old man." 

"I forgive you," said the king, se- 
verely, "but you shall not drive me 
another day. You must be pensioned. 
That will be no punishment for you, 
for you will still retain your full wages, 
but I owe it to my subjects not to risk 
my life through your carelessness. I 
am determined ; you must be dis- 
missed." 

" No, that is not possible ! Your 
majesty is not in earnest I You cannot 
wish to CAUse the death of your hon- 
est servant, just because a misfortune 
befell him for the first time in his life I 
No, your majesty must remember that 
it is so warm, and there is so much 
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dust — and you ordered me to drive at 
full speed ; I was bound to obey, and I 
could not suppose that such an obsta- 
cle lay in the middle of the public 
road. No, your majesty never can be 
60 unmerciful as to discharge me for 
this accident." 

" Nonsense I " replied the Mng ; " to 
be dismissed and pensioned will do you 
no harm." 

"Yes," cried Pfund, "it would be 
the death of any one who loves his 
king as I love him, and when one is in 
dread all the time that some young 
coachman will turn him over and kill 
him. No, your majesty, it is not pos- 
sible I You couldn't live without your 
old Pfund. Think how I have been 
driving your majesty for six-and-forty 
years, and always well, and on the right 
road. Bad luck may happen some- 
times to the best of us, and your ma- 
jesty, of all men, ought to think of his 
own case, and be silent." 

" How so ? "^ asked the king, whose 
fiudden anger had already cooled, and 
who began to be amused by the alarm 
of his favorite. " Why should I be si- 
lent ? " 

" Well, I will tell your majesty," re- 
plied Pfund, coolly. "You want to 
turn me out and pension me because I 
have had an accident. Now, I just ask 
your majesty, have you never lost a 
battle? Haven't we lived to see Co- 
logne ? and what would your majesty 
have said if your people had turned 
.you out and pensioned you for that ? " 

Frederick laughed aloud, and point- 
ed through the door at the highway. 
" And this is your Cologne, then ? " 

"Yes," answered Pfund, solemnly, 
" this is my Cologne, the first battle I 
ever lost." 

"Well," rejoined the king, "don't 
take it amiss, old general of the coach- 
box, that I have regarded the matter 
from a false etand-point. As my peo- 
ple did not pension me on account of 



the battle of Cologne, number one, so 1 
will not turn off General Pfund on ac- 
count of the battle of Cologne, number 
two. Moreover, I will forgive and for- 
get the whole, and not another word 
shall be said about the miserable busi- 
ness. And now I have only to com- 
mand the noble field-marshal of the 
coach-box to mount his war-steed for 
new victories." 

"Your majesty," cried Pfund, with 
tears in his eyes, " if there were a drop 
of blood in my heart that did not be- 
long to you, jou have gained it now, 
and I am yours, body and soul. If you 
should send me to the infernal regions, 
I would go there, and if you wish to 
trample upon me yon may. I ask your 
majesty only this — ^give me your hand 
as a sign to me of grace and pity, that 
I may kiss it." 

"WeU, there it is," said the king, 
extending his hand, " since you wish 
it" 

The old coachman seized the little, 
meagre hand of the king with his 
thick fingers, and pressed it close to his 
lijw. 

"Believe me," cried he, "the kiss 
which I gave your vmnkled hand was 
sweeter to me than that of a pretty 
woman. I thank your majesty a thou- 
sand times, who is the best and most 
gracious king that ever lived or ever 
win live on this earth." 

"Be silent!" exclaimed Frederick, 
" and drive on." 

" In a moment, your majesty. I will 
only look at the hind-wheels, to see if 
they are all right" 

Pfund went behind the coach, and, 
after trying the wheels, and finding 
them in good order, turned his face up 
to the lackeys, and cast a threatening 
look at them from his little half-shut 
eyes. 

" Rascals, if you ever tell a word of 
our ill-luck of to-day — ^if you are old 
women enough to blab it, I swear that 
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I'll thrash you like an empty coal-sack, 
until there wonH be life enough left in 
you to tattle again. The king and I 
are agreed to be silent about this little 
mischance. You must keep quiet, too, 
or look out for the Old Boy and Pfund I 
Mark that, and act accordingly/' 

After whispering this good counsel 
to the lackeys, the coachman sprang to 
his place, cracked his whip — a present 
from his fellow-coachmen in honor of 
his five-an^-twentieth jubilee — and the 
carriage moved forward again. 



CHAPTER m. 

THB PBOPOSAL. 

The young pastor and the beautiful 
maiden followed the carriage with 
thoughtfnl eyes and earnest looks, uutil 
it disappeared behind a cloud of dust 
When it could no longer be seen, the 
pastor turned his face slowly toward 
Amalie, and their glances met. 

'^ You are displeased with me," said 
the maiden; "you think I ought not 
to have rejected the offer of the king ? '* 

" I never permit myself to judge of 
what you have done," answered the 
pastor, mildly. "But I wish you to 
grant me a moment's hearing. Will 
you permit me to go with you to your 
room ? " 

" Why ? It is dark and dismal t)iere. 
Let us go into the garden. What you 
have to say need surely not be hidden. 
Come." 

Amalie turned, passed through the 
little hall, and, followed by the pastor, 
entered the garden, which lay behind 
the rectory. At the lower end a bower 
stood beside the stone wall, which in- 
closed the churchyard. . Behind the 
honeysuckles and vines the youthful 
pair seated themselves. 

"Here we are alone," said Amalie. 
<^This bower is my apartment in the 



summer time. Now speak, my friend ; 
reprove me, ask me by what means I 
hope to live, or whether I can permit 
myself to remain longer a burden on 
the rector^s widow. I am prepared for 
this, and yet cannot give you an an- 
swer." 

"You misgudge me, Amalie," said 
the young man, sighing, " and already 
your error shows me how little you care 
to read my heart." 

" Your heart 1 " exclaimed Amalie. 

A sad smile of resignation trembled 
on the lips of Pastor Werner. " You 
wonder, it seems, that I even possess a 
heart ? You have only seen me quietly 
performing my duties, and — ^" 

" I have noticed you kind and gener- 
ous to every one," she interrupted him, 
earnestly. "I have seen you full of 
gentle pity for all who suffer — ^fuU of 
comfort to the unhappy, and helping 
the unfortunate. You have gone about 
among us like an apostle, and your 
poverty-stricken flock call you their 
good angel. The people have ceased to 
lament for their departed pastor since 
you came among them. You are to 
them a good friend, a teacher, a father, 
a physician — ^thus have you appeared 
to me, and therefore it was that your 
question surprised me. We, who are 
human, have hearts, and God knows 
how much they err, but His messen- 
gers, who go about doing good among 
men, have not hearts subject to deceit 
and error." 

" I am a poor, sinful man," said the 
preacher, in a voice full of tender sad- 
ness. " A life of sorrow, pain, and 
self-denial, of poverty and resignation, 
has better fitted me, perhaps, to under- 
stand and comfort the afflicted than 
those who have grown up in fortune 
and happiness; I have become accus- 
tomed to suffering, and have learned to 
lay all trustfully in the hands of God ; 
but still I feel pain not less keenly, and 
am not less susceptible of happiness. 
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My heart yearns for an object of sincere 
loye, and, Amalie, it is in yottr hands 
whether I shall attain it" 

<^ In my hands I " she said, turning 
pale and starting back in terror. 

" Yes I " he continued, fervently. " I 
love you, Amalie, I have loved you 
firom the first day I saw you. I seek 
your love as a beggar, who craves after 
costly viands. Amalie, will you accept 
me and become my wife ? " 

^ You ask me that I " she exclaimed. 
" Nothing then has been told you about 
me ? Calunmy has whispered no slan- 
der in your ear ? " 

'* She has," replied he, calmly looking 
into Amalie's &ce. '^She has told me 
a sad history — ^the history of a noble, 
generous maiden, whom the oaths of a 
brilliant and amiable cavalier betrayed. 
Unconscious herself of deceit, she knew 
not that falsehood could speak like 
truth, and that libertines have often the 
appearance of honest men. Yes, I was 
told that the madden living in retire- 
ment had been deceived by such a 
hollow-hearted man; my heart bled, 
and I suffered with her and bore her 
agony." 

^* Is that all the information you re- 
ceived ? " she inquired, softly, and with 
a downcast look. 

**No," he replied as gently; "it is 
not all ; the existence of a child was 
mentioned in connection with this sad 
story — a child found six months ago in 
the rector's garden — ^in this very arbor, 
a few days before the death of my pre- 
decessor, and which the dying man 
blessed and adopted in his family." 

" And have you never asked the rec- 
tor's widow, if there were any truth in 
this story ? " 

" No, Amalie, I would not compel a 
confidence npt voluntarily accorded to 
me ; and then, to confess the truth, I 
have learned to read your eyes, and I 
noticed the love with which you 
nursed the child when it was sick ; I 



heard the prayers which your silent 
glance sent up to God." 

" You saw that it was my child for 
whom I prayed, and yet you love me ; 
you offer me your hand I " 

" You have passed through the school 
of sorrow," he replied." You have, in the 
secrecy of your own heart, surely done 
ample penance for the error of your 
unguided youth. May God forgive the 
betrayer that could beguile and desert 
you I But your soul has remained 
pure, and I ask this soul; will you 
give me your love ? Will you receive 
me as your friend, as the father o-f your 
child? Amalie, I have no rich and 
brilliant life to promise you, but all 
that I have and am, my whole being 
with all its affection, I promise to you. 
Will you receive it, beloved of my 
heart ? " 

Amalie did not reply, but tears 
streamed from her brown eyes, and her 
proud form shuddered. Suddenly, be- 
fore Werner could prevent it, she 
clasped his hand, and pressed it fer- 
vently to her lips. 

" I thank you," she whispered. " My 
heart will thank you as long as I live. 
You believed in me when all reviled me ; 
you have done me the highest honor, 
while I must yet seem to you a casta- 
way. I thank you, but I dare not be 
to you more than your friend — your 
sister. — ^I must tell you a secret, which, 
besides the rector's widow, and the 
good old pastor in heaven, is only 
known to him to whom that child 
binds me — I am married I " 

" Married I " echoed Werner, with a 
cry of anguish. " And your husband 
lives ? " 

" Yes, he lives," she repeated. " In 
knowing this lies my whole misfortune 
— ^he lives, and is not with me I O 
my friend," she continued, as she saw 
how he pressed his folded hands upon 
his breast, as if he would restrain the 
emotions of his tortured heart, " O my 
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friend, forgive me, since, in the egotism 
of my own grief, I did not consider 
that I am also the cause of grief to you ; 
that I, in the sorrow of my bitter love, 
did not know how your generous heart 
had turned to me with other feelings 
than sympathy and pity. I endured 
humiliation and shame, and never an- 
ticipated that one so pure and noble 
could deem me worthy of his love. 
Forgive me, I pray you 1 " 

While Amalie, with a trembling 
voice, thus spoke to her lover, he slowly 
clasped his hands before his face, and. 
with bowed head listened to her words. 
When she ceased, nothing was heard 
save his sighs, and the rustling of the 
leaves in the summer wind. The still- 
ness was interrupted by the song^ of a 
bird that had alighted on the flowery 
roof of the ar]>or, as if it would remind 
these sorrowing children of humanity 
of the peace of Nature and the love and 
happiness of Heaven. " * God is love,' " 
said Werner aloud, as the song of the 
bird ceased. " ' God is love, and he 
who lives in it, lives in God, and God 
in him.' " He looked earnestly at the 
pale young wife, who beheld him with 
an expression of admiration. He forced 
a smile to his lips, and saluted her with 
a gentle inclination of his head. " Be 
welcome as my sister, as my Mend," he 
said, extending his hand toward her. 
" I have conquered, and my soul will 
learn to be content with its own hap- 
piness, because you are worthier of my 
love and admiration than I could have 
anticipated. I repeat it, you are wel- 
come to me, my sister. Trust me, let 
me share in your sorrows, and when you 
need support or council, you may know 
that I am always ready to serve you — 
to do all for you that a brother and 
a friend can do ; for I take nothing 
back of what I have already said : ^ all 
that I have and am, my whole being, 
belongs to you. Let me be of service 
to you I Confide in me, my sister I " 



Amalie gave him both her hands, and 
they gazed long, and with a sad smile, 
at each other. Thoughts, to which 
they dared give no words, and which 
God only understood, moved their 
hearts. 

"I owe it to my child, that I must do 
and suffer for him," said Amalie, after 
a pause. " Were I alone, I would en- 
dure disgrace in silence, and not de- 
mand, from a sense of duty, what my 
love renounces — the recognition of my 
rights. But I am not alone, and I have 
done for my of&pring what I never 
would have done for myself. I have 
addressed myself with both supplicat- 
ing and threatening words to him who 
holds my fate in his hands. I have de- 
manded of him that he should come to 
me — that he should order and decide 
the future for me and his child. I ex- 
pect him every moment, for, yesterday, I 
received a short note from him, in 
which he promised his ipeedy arrival." 

" Ah," said Werner, " now I under- 
stand the words you spoke to the king : 
— * I await my fate 1 ' " 

" Yes, my friend, for I await my hus- 
band, the father of my child 1 Ask me 
to tell no more. I have sworn to be si- 
lent, until that time when my husband 
himself shall absolve me from my oath. 
The next moment may decide the hap- 
piness of my whole life, then — " 

The rattling of a post-chaise was 
heard on the highway, which passed 
near the garden. Amalie sprang from 
the arbor, ran down to the fence, and 
looked out on the road. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE MEETING. 

An open post-carriage was passing. 
A gentleman wrapped in a military 
cloak, sat in the closed coupe. Amalie 
uttered a cry, and extended her arms 
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toward him, while the postilion whi&- 
tled a tune, and his horses trotted 
gayly onward. But the gentleman 
heard the cry. ^* Halt 1 " he said to the 
postilion ; and, as the latter suddenly 
stopped the horses, the officer threw 
back his dust-coyered cloak and re- 
vealed the tall, slender figure of a young 
man in the uniform of a Prussian cap- 
tain of cavalry. He sprang lightly 
from the carriage, leaped over the fence, 
and, in haste and silence, drew Ainalie 
back along the path toward the bower. 

" Not there ! oh, not there 1 " mur- 
mured Amalie; but the young man 
did not listen to her, and compelled 
her toward the still, green retreat. It 
was empty. In this place, where no 
eye could observe, no ear hear them, 
the handsome officer clasped the lady 
in his arms, and covered her mouth 
with kisses. 

*'Here you have me again, Ama- 
lie,'' he said, laughing, as he released 
ber. " And, what seldom happens, in 
the very place where we parted — amid 
the honeysuckles of the old rector's gar- 
den we meet again." 

" In the same arbor where you swore 
that you would return in a few weeks 
to claim your wife," she replied, with 
a tone of gentle reproof. 

*' It was imposdble, you know, Ama- 
lie, I had hoped to overcome the ob- 
stacles in my way more easily. What 
does not one hope when he loves pas- 
sionately, and what cares he for diffi- 
culties when he holds a lovely woman 
in his arms! Tou were so beautiful, 
and I so madly in love, that I believe 
I should have died, if you had not 
yielded at last to my warm entreaties. 
You are still beautiful, Amalie," he 
continued, as he viewed with admiring 
glance the graceful figure and noble 
face of the youtg woman. " Truly, you 
are like a queen of the gods — ^Aphro- 
dite herself— and, as I gaze at you now, 
I comprehend the rash act to which 



the insanity of love impelled me, and I 
forgive myself for it with all my heart 
Yes, Amalie, you are enchantingly 
b^utiful. Let me embrace and kiss 
you, my lovely child I " He endeavored 
to draw her to him once more, but, 
with a proud, repelling gesture, she 
disengaged herself from his arms. 

" You have no right to embrace your 
wife before you have excused yourself 
to her," she said, earnestly. " Had you 
come at last fix)m the free promptings 
of your love, notwithstanding this long 
separation, I would have borne with- 
out reserve, or complaint, all the suf- 
ferings you have caused me, and said, 
*I have waited for you in love and 
trustfulness. You have come at last 
God bless you I ' But you are not here 
of your own free-will ; you have only, 
after long entreaties,, determined to 
come t^ me. Because I threatened to 
disclose our secret-^to appeal to the 
king for help and protection — ^you re- 
visit me." 

" You are wrong, my beautiful Ama- 
Ue," he replied, laughing. " I had re- 
solved to see you, and speak serious 
words to you. We must come at last 
to some definite conclusion. We must 
settle accounts with the past, in order 
to r^ulate the future. Ma foi^ other- 
wise nothing can be done, and we can 
never escape from this state of uncer- 
tainty. You must be aware of that, 
ma toute heUe^ and will listen to reason. 
Come, let us be seated on this bench — 
here, on the very place where I once 
called upon heaven and earth, and all 
the stars, to help me soften your heart. 
Come, sit at my side, let my arm encir- 
cle your lovely form, as when we sat 
beside each other in the silent blessed- 
ness of love. Oh, my beloved, we are 
still young — ^let us forget all, and be 
happy again." 

Amalie leaned her head wearily upon 
his shoulder. "Yes," she said, softly, 
" all seems fair again, and yet how 
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changed. "Ah, Conrad, I have sor- 
rowed so much on your account that I 
sometimes think I hate yon for my 
tears. Say only that you love me still, 
that you have never forgotten me— re- 
peat to me that you would have come 
without my entreaties, that your affec- 
tion urged you to come to me, and I 
will forget all, and only remember that 
I am your wife — ^the mother of your 
child. Oh, my son — ^you must see him I 
I will bring him to you, that you may 
take him in your arms, and bestow 
upon him a father^s blessing.*' 

She sprang up, and would have 
hastened away, but the captain pre- 
vented her. 

" I beg of you not to bring him," 
said Conrad, impatiently. ^^I hate 
such scenes. Besides,'' he continued, 
again assuming a tone of tenderness, 
" my time is limited. I have|X)me to 
see you alone." 

" Not your child, Conrad, your first- 
bom, your beautiful child — you will 
not see him ? not — " 

The captain made an imx>atient 
movement, and interrupted her with 
words of vexation. " I am certainly not 
a preacher, and understand nothing 
about blessings; I only understand 
beauty and happiness. Do not assume 
such a tragic face, my angeL Look 
not so darkly on me." 

*' Conrad," she said, solemnly and 
firmly, " I ask you this only : Do you 
:Still love me ? Have you come to take 
your child and your wife — to acknowl- 
«edge them at last ? " 

"• Gracious heaven ! do you insist on 
becoming Baroness von Pinto ? " 

"• I need not become so, I am that al- 
Teady," replied AmaUe, proudly. 

" Perhaps you are ; that is, if I ac- 
knowlege it, and the king recognizes 
my marriage, ma toute leUe?^ 

" And if the king does not, shall I 
be the less your lawful wife? Oh, 
Conrad, think of the past ; think of 



your vows and protestations-how you 
cast yourself at my feet, and swore 
eternal love I — ^how, with the most sa- 
cred words you overcame my resistance, 
till at length I surrendered my heart, 
and rejoiced in the love that I would 
have hidden in my soul. Think how, 
with passionate assurances, you gained 
the poor bailiff's daughter ! " 

'^I was then foolishly in love, my 
child," responded Conrad, shrugging 
his shoulders, ^^and only remembered 
that the poor bailiff's daughter was 
also the child of Countess von Schmit- 
tau, my aunt. You know, from your 
mother, that when one is in love, there 
seems nothing; so very disgraceful in a 
misalliance." 

** So now you look upon an unequal 
marriage in another light ? This mis- 
alliance seems to you a disgrace ? Do 
not hesitate, Conrad, speak frankly ! 
At least, let there be truth between 
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us. 

" Well, feir Amalie, you shall know 
the truth. I have come to tell it to 
you. Yes, our marriage is unfortunate, 
and you will ruin my entire future, if 
you insist upon revealing the secrets of 
our senseless love." 

" Proceed," said Amalie, with a calm 
voice, as he ceased, and looking at him 
with a fiu5e white with agony, — ^"Pro- 
ceed-*-! am listening." 

" Yes, my beautiful child, I will in- 
form you of all I I find myself in a 
critical — ^a very disgraceful position. I 
owe many debts ; my creditors are con- 
stantly at my heels. Should the king 
know this, he would cashier me with- 
out mercy, for he said to me when pay- 
ing my debts, a year and a half ago, for 
the second time : ' Pinto, if you are not 
more economical — if I hear again of 
your debts, I will cashier you, parole 
d^Jumneur ! ' When the king talks that 
way he is serious; he will keep his 
word, and I would be ruined, if a lucky 
accident did not afford mye a chance of 
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escape. The old CouAt von Schmittan 
has lost his only son, and the estate 
falls to collateral heirs, for it is a male 
fief. But the count has an only daugh- 
ter, whom he lores dearly, and, as he is 
in great favor with the Emperor Jo- 
seph, he has obtained permission to 
select from his relatiyes any unmarried 
male who is acceptable to himself and 
his daughter, and whom she may 
marry. The choice of the Countess 
Ton Schmittau, and of our beloved 
uncle, has fallen on me.'' 

^* But you cannot accept it, for you are 
not unmarried." 

'^Let us talk of that matter. I am 
here f(9r that purpose. I loved you pas- 
sionately, and was guilty of folly. In- 
deed, I am often thoughtless and im- 
pulsive — that is why my companions 
call me the ^ mad Pinto ; ' but my pas- 
sion for you excuses me, for truly yQu 
are an enchanting beauty. Your love 
for me excuses you also for yielding to 
my wishes, consenting to my proposal 
of a secret marriage, and promising to 
conceal it imtil I had succeeded in ob- 
taining the consent of the king of Prus- 
sia, when our union would be publicly 
acknowledged. But there is nothing 
to excuse the old rector, who lent him- 
self to solemnize such a union, and 
consecrated it with the seal of legality. 
He was not justified in this ; he should 
have used all his power to prevent the 
unwise marriage." 

^^ Tou know that he did so," said she, 
sadly. "He refused you, even when 
you cast yourself on your knees, and be- 
sought him with tears ; but the vener- 
able man had no power to withstand 
my tears, for he loved me as his own 
child ; and, when he saw that I also de- 
sired this ^ folly,' as you name it, he at 
length consentid." 

" He ought never to have united us," 
said Pinto, furiously. " He acted not 
only as a man of a weak judgment, 
who knew nothing of the world, but 



also thoughtlessly and dishonorably as 
a preacher, and — " 

" Be silent," interrupted Amalie, vio- 
lently; "no word of blame against 
that worthy man I He stands now be- 
fore the throne of God. Reproach not 
the dead I " 

" What ! the Rector Retschlag lives 
no more I " inquired Conrad, with sur- 
prise. " He seemed such a strong, 
healthy man I " 

" Grief can kill even the strong and 
healthy. Grief for the misfortune of 
his parish brought on his death." 

"What misfortune has befikUen his 
parish ? " 

" You have not even read my letters, 
then," she said, calmly. " Now I under- 
stand your silence, and how you could 
leave all my complaints and entreaties 
unanswered. You never read what I 
wrote to you." 

" My presence here proves the con- 
trary. You wrote that I must come, 
and here I am." 

"You read that letter because the 
address was not in my handwriting. 
Misfortune had made me wise, and I 
began to imagine what was amiss; 
therefore I asked the widow Retschlag 
to direct the last missive ; and, because 
I threatened that I would appeal to 
the king, you thought it safer to come 
yourself. You see my eyes are open." 

"The Rector Retschlag is dead I" 
repeated Captain Pinto, thoughtfully. 
"What other misfortune has befallen 
his parish ? " 

" The fire which destroyed the church 
and the bailiff's house, last spring, also 
burned the bams of the peasants with 
all their grain." 

" A fire ! The church and the bail- 
iff's house burned! Poor child, you 
must have suffered, and I, unhappily, 
did not know it." 

" Is it so ? " cried Amalie, with eyes 
full of scorn. " la it true that you did 
not read my letters ? I informed you 
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of all that had befallen me, and yet 
you do not know it ? " 

*^ You ladies write such long letters, 
and we men have little patience. I 
opened them .all, and read the begin- 
ning, ^ My dear Conrad I ' and the close, 
^ , *your ever true and loving Amalie.' 
^ ^ When I had done that I laid them aside 
with satisfaction, for I knew that you 
loved and confided in me. But your 
last was a little different, for it had 
no * Dear Conrad,' and ended abruptly 
with * Amalie von Pinto.' That wor- 
ried me, for I supposed you did not 
love me longprj-«mi so — ^I read it; I 
was shoclied'-^o^eam that your father 
had died, and that you were dependent 
on the rector's widow; I regarded it 
as my sacred duty to come and make 
provision for you." 

"What cold, unloving words, are 
these I" she said, sadly. "Ah, Con- 
rad, scarcely two years have passed 
since you swore eternal love at the al- 
tar of God, and now it is only duty 
which brings you back to your wife 
and child! Your lawful wife stands 
before you like a beggar ; the innocent 
lips of your of&pring have never yet re- 
ceived a father's kiss I You cannot 
know how I have suffered — ^how I have 
been scorned, despised, and scoffed at 
— how people have derided me as a 
dishonored, &,llen woman. They have 
insolently and shamelessly reproached 
me, and yet I have borne all with a 
smooth brow and upraised head. The 
world supposed that I must bow my- 
self in sorrow, and shrink from its pres- 
ence. I have had the courage to en- 
dure all this, and honestly and faith- 
fully to hide the secret of our union, ' 
I had promised you when we were 
married. Why should I be troubled 
that men reviled me ? my conscience 
affirmed my innocency, and that was 
enough I " 

" You have acted very bravely," said 
Conrad, pressing her hand to his lips. 



"You have kept your promise, but I 
fear the rector has not; he has not 
been silent." 

" Do not slander the dead," she an- 
swered, warmly. "Did he not, after 
the marriage was over, lay his hand 
on the Bible and say, ' I swear to pre- 
serve your secret until the hour you 
remove the seal from my lips ? ' " 

" It is true," repUed Von Pinto ; " but 
that did not prevent him from regis- 
tering our marriage, with the date and 
hour. He assured me, however, that 
no one but himself had access to the 
book, which was locked up in the re- 
cess behind the altar, of which he alone 
had the key. He promised ifle that 
he would allow no one to take it, 
and—" 

" And he kept his word," ii^terrupted 
Amalie, " he held the key in his own 
possession till the day fate made it 
useless." 

" What do you mean ? What hap- 
pened on that day ? " 

" On that day the church was struck 
by lightning. A few minutes after- 
ward, the whole building was in flames 
and soon a heap of ashes." 

" The church wholly burned ? " he 
asked, in breathless expectation. 

"With all it contained, and there- 
fore I said that the good pastor needed 
the key no longer, for the altar, with the 
hidden recess, was destroyed." 

" And the church register ? " 

"That also, Conrad," Amalie an- 
swered, looking up to him with mourn- 
ful eyes. " Besides God, only we two 
now know of our union." 

" And He will be silent," said the 
-iptain, with a coarse laugh. " He will 
not* bear witness. On the contrary, 
de has already taken care that our se- 
cret should be buried. The rector is 
dead, the church register burned, and, 
as it seems to me, God Himself has de- 
creed our divorce. Yes, the word 
must be spoken — we cannot belong to 
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each other ; we muBt part 1 We com- 
mitted a folly, yet we shall both re- 
member it, while life lasts, as a paradise 
lost ; but man must be ever driven forth 
to suffer disappointment and sorrow as 
the heritage of Adam I We were happy 
for two months, but must now submit to 
the prose of common life, and the re- 
quirements of reason. An acknowledg- 
ment of our union is utterly impossible, 
the sweet dream has ended, and we 
awake to a sad reality. My whole fu- 
ture depends on my being unmarried, 
so that I can unite myself to the daugh- 
ter of the Count von Schmittau, in or- 
der to become the inheritor of his es- 
tate. Amalie, if you ever loved me — if 
you were in earnest when you promised 
before the altar of God to devote your 
life to me, then fulfil your oath ! By 
a renunciation you make me happy, 
while you give freedom to yourselfl" 

Amalie looked at him with a burn- 
ing sense of anger and contempt. ^^ I 
have permitted you to speak to the 
end,^^ she said, while the words fell 
from her lips slowly, as the rain-drops 
that precede the tempest ^* I wished 
to look into the depths of your heart, 
and I know now how dark is that 
abyss into which all my love — my 
dreams and hopes of life — ^have been 
cast. I have borne the disgrace this 
marriage brought upon me bravely and 
joyfully, for love gave me courage; 
but now I am ashamed of it. Could I 
wash out the past with my hearths 
blood, I would thrust a dagger into 
my bosom. But what has taken place 
cannot be remedied. We must both 
bear the bonds which fetter us. I can- 
not give you back your freedom, for we 
were wedded by the priest's benedic- 
tion — ^I do not wish it, for you are the 
father of my child, and he shall not go 
into the world dishonored. He shall 
have a name and a father. I will not 
be ashamed before my child. I will 
maintain his rights; and, if you will 



not accord them to him voluntarily, I 
will never rest till I find means which 
will force you to acknowledge him and 
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me. 

'^ I am curious as to what means you 
can use," said the captain, with a de- 
riding laugh. "Poor and unknown, it 
would be next to impossible to gain a 
recognition of your doubtful rights, 
and it would be far better to arrange 
the matter with me, than to become 
my enemy." 

" Oh 1 " cried Amalie, raising her 
arms toward heaven^ " has it come to 
this, that I must submit to such a dis- 
grace 1 Thou knowest it, O my God, 
that I am this man's wife — ^his lawful 
wife ; and yet he would disown me, and 
cast off my child! Assist me. Thou 
who heardst him swear at Thy altar 
to be true to me, and who knowest 
that I was never his, without the bless- 
ing of Thy minister. Have pity on 
me, O my God 1 and give me consola- 
tion and support against my own hus- 
band, and the father of my child ! " 

" Enough I " cried the captain, im- 
patiently, as he drew down her arms 
with an angry movement ; " let us talk 
like sensible persons, who wish to 
agree upon their future with each 
other, and arrange for the best, under 
present circumstances. Believe me, I 
would deem myself happy, if fate per- 
mitted me to call you mine forever, 
and to acknowledge our espousals. 
Yon are beautiful, charming, and sensi- 
ble, and would learn very well to per- 
sonate the noble lady in fashionable 
salons. The proud blood of the Schmit- 
taus flows in your veins, and will not 
be disowned. You are worthy to be- 
come the Baroness von Pinto; and I 
lament it, as a severe misfortune, that 
I cannot make you such. For, 1 re- 
peat, it is impossible ; I am ruined, if 
you insist upon it. . The king would 
never pardon me; the Count von 
Schmittau would select another relative 
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for his son-in-law ; the rich inheritance 
would be lost to me, and with it the 
hope of paying my debts and reSstab- 
lishing my position. If, then, yon con- 
sent to part from me, I see a happy, re- 
putable future, and you shall be the 
first to enjoy its fruits. I promise to 
secure an income for yourself and your 
child, on which you can liye comforta- 
bly and respectably." 

^ No more I " cried Amalie, in a loud 
and angry voice, as she sprang from 
her seat, and fiiced him with burning 
eyes. " No more I I am no Hagar 
that permits herself to be thrust forth 
into the wilderness. I am your lawful 
wife, and will drive from your house 
any woman usurping the place of 
honor that belongs to me." 

" Amalie," besought Pinto, while, in 
the agony of his excitement, he sank 
upon his knees before her, and raised his 
hands in entreaty, **I adjure you, for 
the sake of our peace hereafter, have 
pity I My honor and fortune are in 
your hands I If you have ever loved 
me, have mercy, and make me free I " 

" I cannot ; oh, my God, I can never 
consent to make a jest of lawful wed- 
lock, and to regard as never spoken 
the vows we made before the holy 
altar. The church register is burned, 
in which our secret was inscribed, se- 
cure from the eyes of man, but it re- 
mains in our hearts, and we cannot 
erase it. We cannot make the past ab 
if it had not been." 

" You will not consent, then ? " said 
Conrad, with threatening aspect, as he 
sprang from his knees. *' You will not 
part from me ? " 

" No 1 Neither you nor I have the 
power to separate from each other." 

"You insist on becoming Baroness 
von Pinto ? " 

" Yes, and that my son shall be rec- 
ognized as legitimate." 

" Can nothing shake your resolu- 
tion — cannot my prayers and entreaties, 



and the certainty that you will ruin 
me?" 

"Nothing! though I know that I 
make myself unhappy, that I go to 
meet a dreary future; for I loVe you 
no longer, my esteem for you is gone, 
and I shall be more miserable than the 
pauper on the streets. She begs for 
bread, but I for my honor, and the 
consciousness of this will crimson my 
cheek with shame. But my resolution 
is unchangeable." 

" I ask you, for the last time, said. 
Pinto, pale with excitement, "are* yon 
determined to become Baroness von 
Pinto ? " 

" Yes," was the short and firm reply. 
A moment their glances met, as those 
of combatants in deadly conflict. 

" This is your last word ? " 

" My last ! " 

" Now then," exclaimed the captain, 
his voice hoarse and trembling with 
passion, " hear my last word also ! 
You have rejected the hand that was 
extended to you in friendship! Let 
there be war between us, then, even to 
death! I tear loose the bonds that 
my mad passion once bound aroimd 
us ; I cast from me you and your child 
forever ! Should you become reasona- 
ble, and accept support from me, you 
will find me ready to give it to you, 
but I will never be forced to make you 
my wife — ^the bailiff's daughter the 
Baroness von Pinto ! " 

*^ Conrad, you sin against yourself as 
weU as against God. You degrade 
yourself for you falsify. I am your 
lawful wife — ^you cannot, before God 
and your own soul, commit perjury 1 " 

" Prove that it is perjury. Produce 
your witnesses who can testify that you 
are my wife ! Summon the old rector 
from his grave, restore the register 
from its ashes, and let them prove that 
you are my wedded wife. But since 
you cannot do this, I will declare that 
your pretensions are false — ^an insane 



THE MEETING. 



253 



fancy — and I will appeal to the law 
and to my king against your persecu- 
tion." 

Amalie stood opposite him, pale as 
death, with threatening mien and eyes 
burning with scorn and anger. ^* At- 
tempt it, Conrad von Pinto I God has 
heard your words, and He will punish 
you ; He wiU send me an avenger. 
Deny my sacred rights before the law 
and before* the king, but God knows 
them, and He will provide that the 
truth shall be discovered. He will 
send me a witness of my innocence I " 

" I am curious to see him," said 
Pinto, laughing derisively. " Vraiment, 
very curious to see the witness that 
Gk)d ^1 send from heaven, to prove 
what cannot be proved." 

^' Here is the witness I " exclaimed a 
deep, solemn voice behind him, and 
the lofty figure of the clergyman Wer- 
ner appeared at the entrance of the ar- 
bor. 

" Who are you, sir, and what do you 
want?" said the captain, turning an- 
grily toward him. 

** I am the successor of him who cel- 
ebrated your espousal with this true 
and noble sufferer," answered Werner. 
'^ I am the witness whom she needs to 
prove her innocence and her rights; 
for I have heard all I God has willed 
that your voices should reach me, 
while I was kneeling yonder in the 
churchyard, where I had gone to pray, 
at the grave of the departed rector, for 
peace to my own heart! Your loud 
voices disturbed me in the struggle 
with my own sorrow. Involuntarily 
I am the witness of your admissions 
and denials, and will prove Amalie^s 
claims I " 

" Very beautiful, truly," sneered the 
captain. " You will testify on the mere 
word of one who is in love, and ambi- 
tious of rank. How can you swear to 
that which is totally unknown? At- 
tempt it, my good sir I If you have 



listened to us you have also heard that 
I have just declared to Amalie Hart- 
man that I would never recognize her 
pretensions — would never make a tem- 
porary mistress my wife. Your extem- 
porized appearance cannot change my 
determination. I would be silent and 
forbearing, from pity for the woman I 
once loved," continued the young man, 
"but if she will wage war with me, 
she will find me armed I There is 
nothing more to be said between us — 
let me pass, good rector ; I will leave 
you, and be sure I will not obey Ama- 
lie or her accomplices. Form your 
plans — I do not fear them, for I will 
shatter them as glass, and lay you in 
the dust at my feet. — Adieu." 

Pinto passed Amalie without casting 
a single glance at her. His attention 
was directed to the rector (who stood 
without at the entrance of the arbor), 
on whom he bestowed a cold, con- 
temptuous look, and a threatening 
smile. He walked hastily down the 
path to the fence which separated the 
garden from the highway. He did not 
look back; erect and proud was his 
carriage, free and careless, as if the re- 
cent scene were but a pastime. Spring- 
ing over the hedge, he called the pos- 
tilion, who was waiting at no great 
distance, in the shade of a cluster of 
trees* 

Amalie, motionless, breathless, gazed 
after him, as though she expected Con- 
rad would return. As the rumbling of 
his departing post-chaise was heard, 
her proud figure gave way, and her 
pale lips uttered that cry of agony so 
oft expressed by betrayed woman, "I 
have loved and am deserted ! " 

^'But God, Amalie, has not deserted 
you," said the soft, sad voice of the 
rector, "and a friend stands at your 
side, who is ready to devote his life to 
you. Arise, and be of good courage I 
God is with the pure and innocent, 
•and He will direct you in the way by 
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which justice will be vindicated.^^ The 
young rector extended his hands toward 
her, and raised her gently. 

" Werner," she said, with that calm- 
ness which the excess of misery pro- 
duces. " My friend, you are conyinced 
that I am his wife ? " 

** Yes, Amalie, I am." 

'* You are also convinced that, if I 
insist upon my rights, it is not because 
I am ambitious to become a great lady, 
but because I must preserve my own 
honor and that of my child." 

^* I am certain that it is not from am- 
bition and worldly pride that you wish 
to become Baroness von Pinto." 

'^ You may know, too, that I do not 
wish it on account of my love for him. 
His cruelty has destroyed the affection 
I entertained for him, but I will pursue 
the path of duty for my child's sake. 
Could I still choose I would rather 
earn my bread as a household drudge, 
than be his wife. Remember this, my 
friend, but understand, also, that no 
choice IB left me, and that I must atone 
for the fault of my unguarded youth 
by a life of sorrow, submission, and 
resignation." 

" Your fault was love," replied Wer- 
ner, " and may God pardon you and 
all of us I You have resolved to do 
what is right and honorable. You 
could nut consent to a falsehood, for 
what God has joined let not man put 
asunder. You are his wife, and noth- 
ing can separate you, but the decree 
of God and the king. Come to some 
resolution, therefore ; collect all your 
' strength, and exert yourself; for what 
is to be done must be done quickly." 

"My plan is already formed," said 
Amalie, earnestly and calmly. " I will 
visit Berlin ; I will go to the king, or 
rather," added she, with a slight smile, 
" I will go to my old friend, the coach- 
man Pfund. You heard how, a few 
hours ago, he promised me his assist- 
ance in his plain, frank way, and I 



know that his words come from the 
heart. To him I will go ; he will give 
me counsel and aid, and obtain for me 
an audience with the king. I will ap- 
peal to Frederick for justice, and he 
will not refuse it, for he is the repre- 
sentative of Gk>d on earth, and God is 
just." 

" Go," said Werner, warmly ; " God 
Himself has shown ihe way through 
which counsel and support will come. 
It was not chance that brought Pfund 
here to offer you his assistance. I am 
satisfied from his &ce that he is a kind, 
honest man, and will protect you. If 
you need another friend, summon me, 
my sister, and I will come, should your 
call find me on my death-bed." 

The young woman held out her hand 
to him with a sad smile. " My friend, 
I thank you. I have learned to suffer, 
and will not complain ! I go to Ber- 
lin to see the old coachman. To over- 
take him would be impossible, for the 
king travels fast, and the poor but slow- 
ly. Besides, I need rest and compo- 
sure. By the day after to-morrow I 
will commence my pilgrimage, and go 
where my husband is. Ah, my friend, 
how different is his position from mine ! 
The Baron von Pinto fearlessly visits 
Frederick the Second, while his wife 
must steal timidly to the coachman 
Pfimd I " 



CHAPTER V. 

THE ▲UDIBNCB. 

The king had returned to Sans-Souci 
after his Bilesian journey, and recom- 
menced his usual regular and laborious 
life. A little change was made* in the 
previous course of business: the cabi- 
net council, which had always met at 
eight every morning, in order to give 
the king their opinions, and to receive 
his decisions and orders, wore notified 
to appear at riz. 
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" The candle bums almost to the 
socket,^' said the king, ^*and I must 
make haste to accomplish all I can be- 
fore the light leaves me in eternal dark- 
ness. I must make good use of the lit- 
tle time left me, for it belongs not to 
me but the state.'' . 

On the fifth of October, after the 
council had concluded its sitting, the 
king passed from the chamber into his 
cabinet to grant the audiences which 
had been appointed. "Go," he di- 
rected his chamberlain SchSning, who 
had with solicitous care wrapped the 
gouty feet of the king in furs ; " go, 
Sch5ning, and see whether there are 
many people in the anteroom, and then 
let them enter one by one, in the order 
of their arrival. I think there are 
many audiences to-day." 

The chamberlain hastened away, and 
returned after a few moments, with an 
air of vexation. " Your majesty," he 
said, respectfully, "there are truly a 
great many people in the antechamber, 
and of a very curious sort." 

"How so?" said the king, "why 
curious? What sort of people are 
they ? " 

" Your majesty, there are six fellows 
looking like the devils in the story- 
book, and four ladies, who seem to be 
their grandmothers ! " 

The king cast a stem and reproving 
look on the humorous chamberlain. 
" You must conduct yourself here as it 
becomes a royal oflScial. Tell me plain- 
ly who are these people ? " 

The chamberlain looked down with 
an expression of chagrin and mortifica- 
tion, and his voice trembled as he an- 
swered : " Your majesty, such people as 
I never saw before in the king's ante- 
chamber. The men wear jackets, and 
cloth stockings, laced as high as the 
knee; on their heads, cloth caps; in 
thdr hands, they carry short rakes, and 
baskets on their backs, fastened by 
strapA to their shoulders, like knap- 



sacks. The women are dressed in 
coarse, dark gowns, with cloth spen- 
cers, party-colored handkerchiefs round 
their heads; aprons of blue, striped 
linen, and baskets on their backs." 

"Ah, I know who they are," ex- 
claimed the king, as he hastily took 
several pinches of snuff from his vest 
pocket. "They do not bring a fra- 
grance of Eau de Cologne f " 

" Who, your majesty ? " 

"Tlie gentlemen rag-pickers and 
their ladies, who you say are the dev- 
il's grandmothers." 

* " Your majesty, I beg pardon, I will 
never again venture thus — " 

"No more!" said the king, "I am 
not angry with you, for you are an ex- 
cellent servant, and know I am satisfied 
with you. You understand how to 
humor an old man like me ; and I have 
noticed, by the way, that you leave the 
door of my chamber open, so that you 
can hear at once, if I call." 

" Ah, your majesty, that is only my 
duty." 

" It is something when a man does 
his d,uty," muttjpred the king quietly to 
himself. " People grow more heedless 
and trifling every day; as the world 
now goes, it is not duty but pleasure 
that seems the greatest good." 

" Pardon, your majesty, but your or- 
ders were that the visitors should be 
admitted in the order of their coming ; 
these persons are not the first here." 

" Who is before them ? " 

" The two court physicians, and the 
cook with the bill of fare." 

" The cook 1 What does that fellow 
want?" said the king, impatiently. 
"I wrote out the bill early this morn- 
ing, and ordered every thing." 

"Yes, your majesty, but you know 
the gentlemen doctors must always 
have a word to say, and they examine 
the bUl every day, to see that nothing 
is inserted injurious to your majesty's 
health." 
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" I hope that the gentlemen have | 
found nothing to object to on the bill 
to-day?" cried the king. "At any 
rate they must wait, for what concerns 
my person can be postponed." 

" Your majesty," ventured the cham- 
berlain, " the doctors have waited long, 
and they have many patients." 

^^ That is true, the sick must not wait 
for their physicians." 

The king greeted the two court phy- 
sicians, Selle and Frese, with a hurried 
nod, and beckoned them to approach. 
" "Well, I see all manner of admonition 
in your face, my good Selle, and the 
worthy Frese looks as if he had just 
swallowed a dozen of his own pills." 

" Your majesty," said the latter, 
" they would do you more good than 
the mock -turtle soup, seasoned with 
nutmegs, set down on the bill of fare 
for to-day, and, as to the admonition 
which the acute observation of your 
majesty has discovered in my counte- 
nance," remarked the physician and 
privy-councillor Selle, " I regret that it 
must remain there, and that respect for 
my king forbids me to transfer it from 
my face to my lips." 

"But I am curious to hear the re- 
primand," insisted Frederick, "and, 
since you cannot address it to me, call 
in my chamberlain Schoning, and ad- 
minister it to him, 8ans gSne^ 

Councillor Selle bowed, opened the 
door of the antechamber, and beckoned 
in the chamberlain, who respectfully 
awaited the king^s orders. The arm- 
chair of Frederick stood beside his 
desk, opposite the door, and his great 
sparkling eyes were directed, with a 
sharp glance, toward the councillor, 
who met the chamberlain with an 
angry face. "I see," he said, "from 
your looks, that you have disregarded 
all my directions." 

Schoning stared, with a puzzled ex- 
pression, at the court doctor. "But, 
Mr. Privy-councillor — " 



" Silence I " interrupted Selle, " it is 
now my turn, when I speak the patient 
must be attentive; for, in the sick- 
chamber, the physician is the sovereign 
lawgiver, and must be obeyed." 

"That is a severe rule," remarked 
the king, shaking his head. 

" But a just one," replied the privy- 
councillor. " The physician is responsi- 
ble for his patient, and, when he once 
undertakes the duty of curing him, he 
should be able to count as certainly 
upon obedience to his orders as the 
general in the battle-field. — ^You have 
been disobedient and rebellious, Schon- 
ing, and that is a sin agaihst yourself 
and an insult to me. I have not been 
able to conceal from you that your sys- 
tem is shattered, and exhausted from 
much fatigue. It requires, therefore, 
the most careful nursing. We must 
exercise the greatest watchfulness, that 
the gout which lurks in your system — '^ 

" But, sir," cried SchSning, astound- 
ed, "this is ver> alarming; I never 
knew before that the gout was lurking 
in my system — " 

" Schoning," said the king, " be 
quiet I He is attacking me ; you need 
not be alarmed I — Go on, Selle." 

" I repeat, we must take the greatest 
care that the gout, which lurks in 
your system, should be subdued by 
mild remedies, a quiet mode of life, 
and light diet. You must be careful 
of your life, for you are the head of a 
great family, who look up to you with 
love, respect, and admiration; whose 
happiness and wel&re depend on you. 
You must preserve your health for the 
sake of those who love you, and to 
whom you are indispensable." 

" No man on earth is indispensable," 
said the king, shaking his head. " *' The 
king is dead, long live the king I ' " 

" Self-preservation is a sacred duty," 
resumed Selle; "what answer would 
you make if you stood before the throne 
of Gk)d, and He asked you : — * Why do 
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you come so soon? Your days had 
not yet expired P I know well bow 
you would reply: *Lord, I kept a 
ooujde of court doctors to cure me, 
who sent me here before my time.' 
But the good Lord would not believe 
you. He. would say : * The science of 
the physician was disregarded in the 
cook's bill of fare. You, and you alone, 
must bear the guilt of your death I ' — 
Think, then, Sch5ning ; be reasonable, 
and do not disgrace your poor, anxious 
physicians, who are responsible before 
the world for your life, second our 
efforts to restore your health, by obey- 
ing those regulations as to your diet on 
which your recovery depends. When 
(me is taking antimony, and various 
other medicines, and was bled only a 
week ago, he should indulge in only 
the lightest diet. You promised me 
that yon would confine yourself to this. 
Now how does your bill of fare to-day 
read ? I will glance it over, and you will 
acknowledge that such dishes are im- 
possible for an invalid. We have here : 
' 1. Mock-turtle soup with nutmeg. 2. 
BoBt^ d la Iiits9ienn€ in French brandy. 
8. Polenta with garlic, baked in but- 
ter. 4. Eel-pie. 5. Fowls in sour 
cream — ' Oh, Schoning, Sch3ning, is 
that a bill of fare suitable for an in- 
valid? No I such food, with their 
heating spices, is out of the question. 
Have pity on your physicians, Sch6n- 
ing, you would not make your restora- 
tion impossible, and render all their care 
and science vain. You may take to-day 
a light brotli, and some roast chicken. 
Be an obedient patient." 

The chamberlain cast a look of em- 
barrassment at the iking, who nodded 
in reply : " Yes, Mr. Councillor, I will 
eat nothing to-day but what you re- 
commend — ^that is," he added, " if his 
majesty permits it" 

** 1 1" exclaimed the king. " Go down 

into the kitchen forthwith, and order 

the dinner according to Selle's arrange- 
11 



ment I wish you a good appetite, 
and congratulate myself that I shall 
not partake of your dinner." 

**Your majesty will not partake of 
it ? " asked Selle and Frese at the 
same time. 

"Certainly not," laughed the king. 
" Your reprimand was excellent, but I 
am not converted by it, and you know 
I am one of the unbelievers in the in- 
fallibility of doctors. As the Turks 
say : ^ What is to be, will be.' But, as 
to my bill of fiure, the physicians can 
only judge of my recipes after they 
have enjoyed them as my guests. The 
old Romans said : ' Nothing can hurt 
when the doctor is present.' In order 
that my dinner may not injure me, it 
will be best that I invite you both to 
dine with me to-day at one o'clock. 
— We shall therefore meet again, gen- 
tiemen." 

" But, sire—" 

"There is no *but,' when I have 
spoken," interrupted the king, with a 
stem look. "Besides, the people in 
the antechamber await me; and your 
patients, you." 

The king followed the court doctors 
as they took their departure, with a 
dark, earnest look. 

" As if I could be cheated I " muttered 
he, shrugging his shoulders ; "as if I 
did not know that the lamp must go 
out when it has no more oil I The 
doctors cannot cure me of my three- 
and-seventy years, and, when Nature 
says to a plant, ^ You have ceased to 
bloom,' no science can revive it. Truly, 
I have little wish to live longer in this 
world — ^it is cold and lonesome. All 
my friends have gone, and await me in 
Elysium. What have I to do here 
now ? I am tired of ruling slaves, and 
life disgusts me. — ^But no I As long as 
I have life, I must fulfil the require- 
ments of duty." He rang the belL 
Schoning, who stood in the antecham- 
ber, knew the signal, and understood 
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that bis master wished to give tbe 
second aadience. 

The door opened very softly. With 
abashed faces, and stepping npon their 
toes, entered the personages whom 
SchOning had described as such extra- 
ordinary visitors — ^the rag-pickers of 
Berlin. The king laughed, and while 
he liberally used his snuflf^ he motioned 
them, with his crutch, to defile by his 
armchair. 

** Is tills, then, the ordinary garb in 
which you follow your calling ? " asked 
the king, as the men and women again 
posted themselves in two columns before 
the door. 

" Yes, your majesty," replied an old 
man whom the others had selected as 
their spokesman, **only that it does 
not always look so clean, for your royal 
majesty knows that, when one has to 
root in the gutters all day, he caunot 
look so clean and elegant as when he 
pays his monarch a visit." 

" Yes, cfertainly, I can very easily un- 
derstand that," laughed Frederick. " It 
is hot a very agreeable business, but a 
very useful one ; and it is for this reason 
I have sent for you, to tell you that you 
ought to devote great care and atten- 
tion to your busin&ss and fear no pains 
or trouble." 

"Your majesty," said the spokes- 
man, mournfully, " if people would only 
not consider us so disreputable, and 
look upon us as if we were altogether 
useless, whom every respectable man 
must avoid 1 " 

"You must not concern yourselves 
about that," replied the king, cheerfully, 
" for those who take that stand-point 
are stupid fellows, and do not com- 
prehend how necessary your trade is. 
Where would good paper come from if 
you did not gather good rags ? Much 
depends on rags — ^they are a more im- 
portant article than, for instance, the 
coffee which the foolish Berliners are so 
fond of nowadays. One can do very 



well without coffee, but rags are an ab- 
solute necessity. I wish to have paper- 
mills established, and this cannot be 
done without rags, and these you and 
your comrades must provide. If you 
do your duty, you are as respectable as 
other laborers who do theirs." 

" I thank your majesty, in the name 
of us all," cried the old man, with a 
trembling voice, and tears in his eyes ; 
" I thank you in the name of all the 
*poor, crippled, and stupid, who, as 
myself, have never learned a trade, 
and like sparrows pick up their food 
in the streets. When people pass by 
us haughtily, and saucy boys call us 
names, we won^t trouble our heads 
about it, but think that it is no matter 
what they say ; our king has spoken to 
us, and now we are of just as much ac- 
count as any other subjects in his king- 
dom. — ^Is it not so, comrades ? " 

"Yes, yes," repeated the others, in 
joyful chorus. 

" You must take great care of your 
rags, and learn how to sort them," said 
the king, " for that is very necessary to 
the paper-maker, and you will be so 
much the better paid. Tell your com- 
rades all that I have said to you, and let 
them know that your king thinks it 
all very important, and that he will be 
much pleased, if you gather industri- 
ously and sort carefully. — ^Do you look 
for rags in the street only ? " 

"No, your majesty, we go to the 
neighboring villages Treptow and Steg- 
letz, Schdnhausen and Pankow, for our 
article of trade can be found every- 
where." 

" Just so," said Frederick, " only be 
active, go to the villages with barrows, 
and buy the rags fgive the people punk 
for them with which to kindle their 
fires, so that linen may not be burned 
for tinder. Remember this ! " 

"We shall remember it carefully 
your majesty, and endeavor to be indus- 
trious and orderly people." 
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The king gave a friendly nod, and 
asked how much they could make by a 
day^s labor, and how many rags they 
could collect in the course of a week. 
The old man answered plainly and 
sensibly, and Frederick seemed satis- 
fied with the replies. At length he 
dismissed them with kind words, and 
directed them to go to his cabinet- 
councillor Miller, who had already re- 
ceived orders to give each of them a 
piece of money, because they had been 
mentioned as the best of their class in 
Berlin. 

When the rag-gatherers had taken 
their leave, with expressions of grati- 
tude and faces glowing with pleasure, 
the king rang again and ordered the 
chamberlain to summon the privy- 
coundllor Trarbach. 

" Trarbach," said his majesty, " I am 
convinced th^t we have as good rags 
and can make as good paper as the 
people of Holland or France, if we 
only have the proper mills. How much 
do you think is sent from Berlin to 
other countries for printing-paper? " 

"I have, by order of your majesty 
made some investigations on this sub- 
ject, and the result is, that fifty thou- 
sand tbalers are sent from Berlin to 
other countries for that purpose." 

^^Ah, what a shame that ist and, 
though I suppose that, in all the cities 
of Prussia, there is not another so given 
to writing as overwise and pretentious 
Berlin, yet we may reckon that at least 
twice as much altogether is used in 
other places, and thus at least two hun- 
dred thousand thalers go out of the 
country. This shall not be! You 
must issue a decree in my name forbid- 
ding the exportation of rags, and ob- 
tain a competent paper manufacturer 
from France or Holland, who may 
commence operations here." 

" Your majesty, I have already had 
an interview with the factor Dubois, 
whom Baron von Grimm sent here 



from Paris, and he is ready to establish 
a paper-mill in Spechthausen, if your 
majesty will have the grace to allow 
him a subsidy for the first few years. I 
find, however, that his demands are too 
high." 

" How much does he require ? " 

** Ten thousand thalers a year." 

"That is a dear price, yet I will 
grant to Monsieur Dubois, out of my 
privy purse, ten thousand thalers a year 
for five years, should I live so long, 
which is very doubtful. He shall be 
paid for two years at once. See to it, 
Trarbach, remember this matter, and 
that I consider it very important." 

"There are others who propose ,to 
establish paper-mills — a citizen of Ber- 
lin, named Heyl, and — " 

" It.is all the same to me wfiether he 
is called Tom, Dick, or Harry, if he will 
only start it properly. All depends on 
the rags. — Go now, Trarbach, and speak 
with Monsieur Dubois." 

Frederick was now alone again, and, 
as his blue eyes wandered thoughtfitl- 
ly around the apartment, they rested 
on the console, where stood the bust 
of Voltaire. "Ah, Sir Poet," said 
he, smiling, "what Homeric laughter 
would you have indulged in, had you 
heard th^t the philosopher of Sans- 
8ovci was busying himself about rligs I 
I shall be among you soon, illustrious 
dead I and then we shall have an eter- 
nity wherein to interchange our ideas. 
I must devote for the welfare of my 
people the brief time left me on earth. 
If I cannot furnish a chicken for the pot 
of each of my subjects, I can at least 
procure the pot, and let my successors 
provide the chicken. Do not deride 
me, then, for I am a poor king, and a 
slave to duty 1 " 

He nodded to Yoltaire^s bust, and 
turned away. This apartment con- 
tained for the old hero-king many mem- 
ories, speaking to him of past years 
of joy and sorrow — many hopes and 
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cli9api)oiatment8 — great expectations 
and insignificant results. There, upon 
that arm-Kshair opposite him by the ta- 
ble, Voltaire had often sat, and with his 
satirical smile looked down on the pa- 
per, where the king penned verses 
which he difildently submitted to the 
great poet^s inspection. Voltaire had 
gone to the spirit-land long ago, and 
the king composed poetry no. more. 
Age had dried up the fountain of his 
inspirations, and he was fast sinking to 
the grave. 

There, on the tabouret in the window 
had the Marquis d'Argens sat and 
smiled upon his royal friend, while he 
narrated the gay legends of his own 
Provence, and made the king laugh with 
his humor and harmless wit. How 
often had Marechal been in this apart- 
ment, in the happy years gone by — 
that high-souled nobleman, of whom 
Frederick used to say, * that the mem- 
ory of that man could reconcile him to 
miserable humanity.' And here, too, 
had the king listened to the delicate 
sallies of Algarotti, and enjoyed the 
conversation of the learned. All gone I 
with the years of social enjoyment, of 
poesy and love I 

Frederick turned his eyes toward 
that door where she once had knelt 
and prayed, when for the last time he 
beheld her whom he loved so well — 
when he thrust her from him, because 
he would not that a woman should en- 
chain him or obstruct his devotion to 
the service of his people ! .He thought 
of Barbara 1 Her memdry came to 
him as the voice of sad and distant 
music, whispering of the days of love 
and beauty, and moving his soul to 
tears. 

All dead I One only reality remains 
— fame 1 Friendship perished like 
love, youth vanished, hope withered, 
fancy drooped its wing. Of the all- 
aspiring youth nothing is left but the 
old and decrepit man. But fame never 



grows old-rthe laurel crowning the 
poet and the hero is ever fresh. 

The king awoke from a short sleep, 
such as now often revived him wearied 
by the cares of the day. His eyes 
turned by chance toward ,his sword, 
lying among papers and books on the 
writing-table beside him — ^that sword 
with which he had marched before his 
legions, from the day he had won liis 
first victory. The blade was as gleam- 
ing as ever, but the scabbard rusty, A 
strange smile played on the lips of 
the aged monarch as he noticed this, 
and thought of the laurels which he 
had just seen in his dreams. It was 
with him as with his sword : his soul 
was still bright, while his body was old 
and worn. The physicians prolonged 
his life, but could not restore the beauty 
of his youth. 

" Poor scabbard 1 " murmured the king, 
"you are placed here to remind me 
that I must throw you aside and wear 
another; but I will not I We have 
been young and grown old together, 
and so we shall remain. I will do that 
for you which the doctors are doing for 
my body. I will repair you as well as I 
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can. 

Frederick drew the blade with a 
quick motion, and laid it beside him. 
With a melancholy look, he lighted a 
lamp, took a stick of sealing-wax, and 
busied himself in patching the sheath. 
While the king was thus engaged the 
Marquis Lucchessini was standing in 
the antechamber in earnest conversa- 
tion with Chamberlain Schoning. 

"You think then, SchSning, that I 
may venture it to-day?" asked the 
marquis, who was one of the few per- 
sons in whose conversation Frederick 
still took pleasure, and whose wit was 
always pleasant. 

" Marquis, you know that his majesty 
likes your grace, and I am certain that 
he will not deny you." 

" I am not so certain of it, my friend. 
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His majesty, the last evening I had the 
honor of waiting on him was in yery 
bad humor. I was not surprised at it, 
for he told me that he had suffered 
much from want of sleep.^' 

^^But last night he was better, and 
to-day he is in good-humor. He has 
already had the kindness to administer 
a sharp rebuke to me, and has there- 
fore been as friendly and amiable ever 
since as if he wished to make amends 
for it. It is always so; whenever he 
has been a little severe with one of us 
in the morning, he is the more gracious 
afterward, and we don^t get another 
imgry word for the whole day." 

" Well, I \yiU venture it, then," said 
the marquis, laughing; **Iwill go to 
him and make my request, provided I 
do not disturb him. You know that 
he has had the goodness to permit me 
access at all times, and to-day I will 
dare enter unannounced; but, still, I 
should not like to do so, if he is en- 
gaged in business. Could you not 
make some excuse to see what he is do- 
ing?" 

*^ Impossible, marquis, if his mi^esty 
does not ring or call. — Listen, your 
grace I Alkmene is scratching at the 
door to get out. I will open it for her, 
and then get an opportunity to look 
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m. 

The chamberlain walked on tiptoe to 
the door, opened it more slowly than 
usual, and, as the dog glided into the 
antechamber, Schoning returned to the 
marquis. 

"TV ell, my dear Schoning, what is 
the king doing ? Is he reading or Writ- 
ing?" 

" Neither. The king — yes I saw it 
with my own eyes— ^is mending his 
sword-scabbard I " 

" That is unfavorable, for it shows 
that his majesty is in an economical hu- 
mor to-day. But I must enter, for I 
have promised. — Throw open both 
wings, and announce my name dis- 



tinctly." The chamberlain opened the 
doors and s^d, in a loud voice, " His 
Grace the Marquis Lucchessini, first- 
chamberlain to your majesty." 

The marquis advanced with a little 
book in his hand. At the threshold of 
the royal apartment he bowed; then 
took another step and again respect- 
^ly bent his tall, slender figure, while 
he held the book in his outstretched 
hand. 

" My friend," cried Frederick, laying 
aside the scabbard, "what has hap- 
pened — what means this solemn en- 
trie t " 

" Sire," said the marquis, advancing 
two steps nearer, and making another 
profound salutation, " Sire, this is the 
way in which the ambassadors of Genoa 
made their appearance at Vienna, and, 
as I come to-day as an ambassador, 
I venture to bring the court customs of 
my country to my assistance." 

" Ah, sir arnbasaador^^'* said Frederick, 
laughing, " I bid your grace welcome 
to my states, and permit me the very 
pertinent inquiry. From which of the 
little Italian republics have I the honor 
to receive you ? " 

" Sire, I come not as the ambassador 
of a republic, but as that of suffering 
humanity." 

" Ah 1 " then you are the representa- 
tive of more than half of mankind and 
also mine." 

" Sire, when kings suffer, it is to God 
alone to whom they can address their 
petitions, but, when the people suffer, 
they have a source of relief through 
their ambassadors. Sire, I come as the 
deputy of the hospital at Potsdam. 
Your majesty has hitherto graciously 
granted assistance to that charitable in- 
stitution, but this year it has hoped ih 
vain ; and, since it is in great need of 
money, the worthy head of the institu- 
tion has determined to give a public 
concert at the Stadt Theatre fbr the 
benefit of the poor. The concert will 
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take place to-morrow eyening, and I 
would ask permiBsion to lay at your 
majesty's feet this little book, which 
contains the text of the music ; and, at 
the same time, to present this paper, on 
which you will write your subscription 
for the tickets which you may wish to 
take." 

Frederick's smiling face become sol- 
emn. He rose and walked slowly to 
and fro in the apartment, leaning upon 
his sdck. The marquis still held the 
book and subscription-list in his hand, 
and looked anxiously at the silent king. 

" Sire, I beg for pardon, if I have of- 
fended your majesty ; for I see plainly 
that my presumption has displeased 
you." 

The king shook his head slowly. ^^1 
am grieved, simply because I had quite 
forgotten the charity hospital. I have 
not much at present in my private 
purse, but I will think over the matter. 
I assure you, I am mortified that this 
has happened — ^that I had forgotten the 
poor ! " 

" Sire, you give them hope to-day." 

" And that is little for those who are 
hungry ; we cannot fatten very well on 
hope. That is what you would say, is 
it not ? And you are right, monsieur. 
Certain and immediate realization is 
better than a thousand hopes, though 
ever so flattering. Give me the list, 
or rather subscribe in my name four 
tickets." 

"At your majesty's command, and, 
as the price of the tickets is optional, I 
take the liberty to ask, at how much ? " 

"Wait a moment, marquis; I must 
solve a little sum in division, first. 
Four into twenty goes five times. Yes, 
that is right I Well, then, five thou- 
sand thalers." 

" O, sire," cried Lucchessini, filled 
with joyful surprise, ** how noble, how 
generous I Permit me, your majesty, to 
thank you on my knees in the name of 
the poor and suffering, and to kiss the 



beneficent hand which not only wins 
victories, but dispenses'- blessings to 
those that suffer." And, ere the king 
could hinder him, the marquis bowed 
and kissed Frederick's hand. 

" Rise," said the king, " for you really 
shame me; I do not merit your com- 
plimentary address; I have neglected 
my duty, and that is a serious charge ; 
but I will endeavor to atone for it, and 
let these twenty thousand Ihalers be a 
pledge of my sincerity, and determina- 
tion to do better in future." 

" Oh, sire, the whole city will rejoice 
when they know of your subscription." 

"Well, it shall be spared this re- 
joicing. The few good deeds which 
we can do must jiot be done too pub- 
licly and ostentatiously, as if they were 
of an extraordinary character. The 
twenty thousand thalers we pay pri- 
vately, and the hospital board can send 
us a receipt within a week; but we 
shall only subscribe four tickets at one 
Frederick d'or. Besides this, I require 
another condition." 

" Your majesty has only to com- 
mand." 

" Very well, I command that neither 
you nor the hospital managers make 
any talk about my gift, but keep it en- 
tirely secret." 

" Your majesty, that is not possible I 
Such an act of royal generosity ought 
to be known to your people." 

"I do not care for that; besides, 
marquis, we cannot exhibit the light 
without the shade; when you tell of 
my generosity you tell of my negli- 
gence at the same time — how I forgot 
the claims of the hospital so long, and 
have thus been guilty of a great sin, 
and»what a morceau that would be for 
the chroniclers. No, no, my friend, I 
have not the least desire to be in the 
mouths of these people, and therefore I 
repeat my wish that you will never 
speak of the matter." 

" Sire, the poor at least may be per 
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mitted to mention it in their thanks- 
givings to God 1 " 

** That they may do, marqais, only it 
is a question whether the great God 
thinks it worth while to take notice of 
this bagatelle 1 I thank you for re- 
minding me of my duty, and for hav- 
ing given me an opportunity at last to 
hear an application from you. Do you 
know that it is the first time you have 
ever preferred a request ? " 

" Sire, I know it 1 I have made it 
an obligation never to ask any thing 
from your majesty, that I might have 
the satisfaction of proving to you that 
my love and reverence are disinterest- 
ed, and that I only follow my heart's 
impulses when I devote to your mi^esty 
its most tender devotion. But now, 
I beg leave to retire, for I confess I de- 
sire to inform my clients of the happy 
result of my petition." 

*^Go, my dear marquis, and accept 
my thanks at the same time. I expect 
you this evening, and I hope you will, 
by that time, have forgotten the whole 
affair. We shall not converse to-night 
about the poor, but the rich— of those 
oii whom the treasures of knowledge 
have Ipeen bestowed by the gods, and 
who soar on the pinions of the poet's 
art &r above the sorrows of earth. 
Go, my friend, and have the goodness 
to tell my chamberlain that I grant no 
more audiences to-day.'' 

When the king was left alone again, 
he opened his Lucretius, and had soon 
forgotten the world's annoyances in his 
favorite author. 

A noise in the antechamber, and 
voices loud in dispute, aroused him 
from his pleasant abstraction, and 
brought his thoughts back to th^ pres- 
ent. He laid his book aside and lis- 
tened. "What is the matter there, 
and who ventures to disturb my quiet ? 
Schfining defends my door, and the 
other demands admittance. — Is not 
that the voice of my old coachman ? 



It is he who wishes to see me, and to 
whom SchOning refuses admission. — 
Ah, that is too hard, and I must my- 
self—" 

The king rose from his fanteuil, and 
hastening to the door opened it. — 
"What noise is this? Who ventures 
to make such a disturbance here ? " 

"I, your majesty; it's I," said the 
coachman, as he turned his angry face 
toward the king. " It is likely enough 
I have made a noise, but when a man 
has to drive over a rough stone dike, 
why he can't go softly; and just so 
when such an up -start chamberlain 
stops the coachman, who has kept his . 
king on the right way for fifty years, 
and driven with him through thick 
and thin — when such a whipper-snap- 
per of a chamberlain tries to push 
back the coachman who wants to go to 
his master, because he has something 
important to tell him, — well, there 
comes naturally a tussle, and it is as if 
the carriage- wheels were going over a 
stone lying in the middle of the road 
— the wheels give way, or — ^" 

"Or the carriage overturns," inter- 
rupted the king, "We experienced 
that only a week ago on our journey 
from Silesia." 

" Your majesty, you promised never 
to tell that I too had had ray battle of 
Cologne." 

"Why," said Frederick, laughing, 
" does not the whole world know gf 
my battle of Cologne? Why should 
you fare better than I? — But that is 
not the question. You wish to speak 
with me?" 

" I must, your mi^esty, at once, and 
in secret." 

" Well, I am very curious to hear you 
then," said the king, as he reentered 
his cabinet and beckoned Pfund to fol- 
low ; but the old servant turned round 
instead, strode quickly through the an- 
techamber, opened the door that led 
into the hall, and said in a loud voice : 
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^ Come, ma'm'selle, the king will give 
you an audience." 

A lady dressed in black, her face 
hidden by a black veil, entered the 
anteroom. The coachman offered her 
his broad, powerful hand, and, as she 
laid her own so delicately gloved in 
his, he conducted her with a trium- 
phant smile, and the air of a cavalier, 
past the chamberlain, who looked after 
them with a stare of amazement. 

On the threshhold of his apartment 
stood Frederick, and with a command- 
ing gesture checked the strange pair. 
^' You are impudent, sir coachman, 
and you carry your presumption too &r. 
I promised an audience to you, but to 
no one else." 

Pfund turned with perfect coolness 
to his veiled companion. "Don't be 
Mghtened, maWselle, that's the way, 
he always talks. He will receive you 
as soon as I have told him the whole 
story. So be quiet, andt stand here 
waiting till you are called. I promised 
that the king would receive you, and 
he will, for he will not make his old 
coachman a word-breaker and a falsi- 
fier. So just wait till I return to fetch 
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you, 

With resolute step the coachman 
marched into the cabinet, und met with 
a fearless look the eyes of the king, 
which, half in wonder, half in amaze- 
ment, were fixed upon him. 

"I am really curious how yon can 
gain an audience for any other, since I 
do not intend it." 

" Your majesty, it is only because you 
don't know who the ma'm'selle is ; we 
are well acquainted with her, and so I 
am sure you won't make your old ser- 
vant unhappy, but will grant the lady 
the interview I ask." 

"Who is she, then, you simpleton, 
and why does she come here veiled ? " 

" Who is she, your majesty ? Why 
she is my benefactress, the lovely 
Ma'm'selle Amalie, whom we saw a 



week ago at Ottmannshof. Yqu re- 
member her, dont you ?" 

" The bailiff's daughter, whose mo- 
ther was a runaway Countess Schmit- 
tau?" 

"The same, your majesty, the beauti- 
ful Ma'm'selle Amalie Hartman, who 
saved my life, and vrithout whose nurs- 
ing I would have died, and then your 
majesty would have been every day in 
danger of your life, because of aome 
new coachman. Yes, it is the same 
Amalie Hartman, who has been to me 
as an angel, whom the good Lord had 
sent down expressly for the coachman 
of the King of Prussia." 

"A proud, haughty maiden, who 
stood there as if she were a princess. I 
promised her assistance, but she revised 
it, and declared that she did not need 
it." 

" And said she * waited her fate.' I 
remember her words perfectly, for they 
have rung in my ears the whole week, 
and I have kept thinking what sort 
of misfortune they meant for the good 
ma'm'selle." 

" And do you know now I " 

"Yes; and I will tell your majesty. 
But, first, I have a request." 

"What is it?" 

" I know very well it is not respectfiil 
for ordinary people to sit in the king's 
presence ; but, in the first place, I am 
the coachman ; secondly, I am old ; and, 
thirdly, when we travel together I al- 
ways sit in the presence of the king, 
and now I think it is just the same 
whether I am seated on a coach-box, 
or on a chair. My limbs a'n't used to 
standing." 

"Well, we'wiU just imagine we are 
riding," said the king, laughing. — 
" Take a chair, and believe it a coach- 
box." 

Pfund placed his chair dk^ctly op- 
posite the king. Then, with a sigh of 
relief sank into it, and thanked his 
master with a nod of satisfaction. 
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''Now make haste, my Mend; tell 
me where the lady copies from, and 
what she wants." 

''As to the last question," replied 
-the coachman, with a sigh, '*I don't 
know, for she says she can only tell 
your majesty ; but whence she comes 
I do know : naturally from the village 
of Ottmannshof, — ^left there the same 
day as ourselves ; but naturally she had 
no coachman Pfund, and no post-horses ; 
she has travelled by the public coach, 
and the men have such broken-down 
horses that a respectable driver ought 
to be ashamed of them, and so the 
ma'm'selle arrived here five days later 
than we." 

" Yesterday evening, then ? " 

"Yes, yesterday evening, your ma- 
jesty, about bedtime. I was just going 
to sleep, and had said hanns nvU to my 
old woman, because she is from the 
French colony, and is always mightily 
pleased when I throw her a bit of 
French. — ^I was going into the bedroom, 
when somebody knocked at the sitting- 
room door. I felt alarmed, your ma- 
jesty, thought that you had sent for 
me, and sprang like a buck to open 
the door. Who was standing outside ? 
Amalie, as pale as death; she trem- 
bled, and stretched out both her hands 
to me ; ' Father Pfund, will you take 
me in, and give me a place to sleep ? ' 
and I naturally took her in my arms, 
as a father would his child, and carried 
her into the room, and laid her in the 
easy-chair, and said, 'Is it so at last ? 
Do you need an old fellow who would 
give his life for you, just to show how 
thankful he is for all the favors you 
have done him ? Has any one in Gk>d^s 
world injured you — just tell me his 
name, and I will beat the rascal to 
death. Has any thing of yours fallen 
into the water, I will fetch it out like 
a spaniel, or drown myself. Only 
speak, and say what I can do for you, 
and it is done 1 ' She looked at me 



with her heavenly eyes, that warmed 
my heart, and said, 'Dear friend, I 
must have an audience with our noble 
king. I must speak with him; my 
honor and life depend on it I ' — ' Good 
Lord,' I answered, 'why didn't you 
speak to him at Ottmannshof, when we 
were there ? ' — Then she sighed, ' I did 
not know at that time what a terrible 
misfortune had be&Uen me, and when 
I learned it two hours afterward, it was 
too late ; for his majesty was doubtless 
already miles away. But I must speak 
to him ; and you, my friend, will ob- 
tain me a private audience. You 
must not teU my name to any one, for 
I have a powerful enemy here, and 
should he suppose that I came for the 
purpose of seeing the king, he would 
find some means of preventing it.' " 

" Curious," said Frederick to himself. 
" What enemy can she have here ? Sho 
only gives herself airs, it is only a trick 
to fool you, old fellow. Ma'm'seile has 
concluded, after a night's refiection, 
that she would do better to accept my 
assistance and protection, and now 
seeks what she rejected." 

" Your majesty, if you had seen her 
pale face — ^her tearful eyes — ^you would 
know that she is unhappy, and guilty 
of no deceit. She is not one of your 
affected* ladies, such as I have seen in 
the Berlin theatre, who can play with 
tears and sighs before the people, 
nearly die of grief, and, when they re- 
turn behind the scenes, laugh and 
make themselves merry. No, Amalie 
does not come without serious purpose. 
It moved my heart when she begged 
me so sadly to obtain an interview for 
her with the king, and when I said to 
her, 'Be contented and don't trouble 
yourself any more, for, as sure as I am 
the coachman of the king, I promise 
you that his majesty will grant you an 
audience early in the morning,' ah, then 
you should have seen how happy she 
looked, and how she thanked me, say- 
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ing I was her good angeL No one in 
the world ever before called me an 
angel, and I cried for joy to think that 
now at last I could do a favor to the 
maiden who had done so much fur 



»i 



me. 

** Yes, but you didn't know whether 
I would grant the audience you prom- 
ised her." 

"Oh, yes, I did know it," replied 
Pfund, with qniet energy. " Your ma- 
jesty is much too good to be willing to 
let your servant come to disgrace and 
make a lying rascal out of an honest 
man. I have promised the lady, in her 
great need and anxiety of mind, that 
your majesty would receive her early 
this morning, and now you will not 
disappoint old Pfund." 

"Well, since you know it so cer- 
tainly," laughed the king, " I suppose I 
shall have to accede. It is true that I 
must not allow my coachman to dis- 
grace himself, and be driven by a lying 
fellow. — ^Let her enter." 

" Gk)od I " cried Pfund, springing from 
his seat " Long live my generous king 
and master ! " 

"Do not make such a disturbance," 
interrupted Frederick. " Let the good 
ma'm^selle come in, and then we shall 
knov^ what she desires of us.'' 

" She wants nothing from me, your 
majesty-^nly froni you." 

" I only spoke of myself." 

" No, your majesty, you said * us.' " 

" Pfund, you are a fool I Go back 
to the antechamber, and let the young 
womjfti'enter." 

It was a long interview which Fred- 
erick had with Amalie Hartman. She 
tnveiled her sorrowing heart, and sup- 
plicated that the king would save her 
in this her utmost need, beseeching 
him to restore her rights to insure le- 
gitimacy to her child and honor to her- 
self. 

Frederick's fiery eyes were immovably 
fixed on the pale, beautiful face before 



him, as with the energy of suffering, 
and the pathos of outraged innocence 
she appealed to him, but his brow grew 
darker, and he assumed a hard, forbid- 
ding expression. 

" I must say thut your story sounds 
very romantic," said the king, after she 
had ended her narrative, and answered 
his questions. Pinto is certainly a wild 
fellow, but he never would have been 
so demented as to have married a com- 
mon bailiff's daughter; had he done 
so, he surely would not be such a crim- 
inal as to marry a second time. That 
is bigamy, and the penalty is twenty 
years' imprisonment.' No, no, Pinto is 
not such a scoundrel 1 I doubt not. that 
he promised you marriage, while he 
was making love to you, but that he 
really wedded you, I do not believe. 
You have perhaps mistaken the hopeful 
for the actual." 

"Your majesty," replied Amalie, 
proudly, " I should be a sad creature 
did I dare to utter to you, who are the 
representative of God on earth, that 
which is false. For your eyes, in 
which the holy fa^ of heaven shines, 
look into my heart and recognize its 
truthfulness. As sure as there is a God 
above us, I am the wedded wife of 
Baron von Pinto ; my son is his lawful 
child. Therefore do I come to you, and 
beseech your majesty to have pity on 
me, since all have turned from me, and 
Providence itself, concealing the truth, 
seems against me." 

" You should be warned by it, and 
become reasonable. You should see 
that it is best to be silent, and to en- 
dure what cannot be amended. Baron 
von Pinto is a reckless man; he is 
deeply involved, and I have sworn that 
I would not pay another penny of his 
debts, though it is unpleasant for me 
that a cavalier of so good a family 
should go to ruin. Now it happens 
luckily that Pinto has an opportunity 
to retrieve his fortunes by a wealthy 
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marriage ; he has just obtained four 
weeks* leave of absence in order to 
visit Austria, and celebrate his nup- 
tials. And would' you make me be- 
lieve that Pinto is already married, and 
has legitimate of&pring? That is a 
pretty fable, but you will gain nothing 
by it : evidence will be demanded for 
what you affirm. It is easy to assert, 
but I cannot believe without proof." 

"Your majesty,*' interrupted Ama- 
lie, with glowing cheeks and flashing 
eyes, " I came here, because I believed 
the king was called to protect the in- 
nocent and the right — ^I came with the 
courage which a pure conscience and an 
unblemished honor lent me, and I 
sought to supplicate you for justice 
but I see now, with bitter agony, that I 
have deceived myself, and that your 
majesty, instead of defending me, only 
accuses and scoffs at me, and that 
pains me more than alL For where 
shall I seek the right, when even the 
king will not grant it ? " 

"You have dared to speak pre- 
sumptuous words,** said Frederick, 
sternly, "but I will not have heard 
them, for disappointed hopes make 
the heart desperate. . Be calm, and 
do not demand the impossible. I will 
appeal to Pinto*s conscience, and take 
care that you are provided for." 

" Your majesty, I will receive no dis- 
honorable alms, but I demand justice." 

" "Well, then, go to the mischief and 
get it, for you will not have it from 
me 1 I believe nothing of your romance, 
and I have no wish to make ma*m*- 
selle Hartman Baroness von Finto.** 

" Then I have to place my hope in 
God, and from Him alone can help 
come to me I Your migesty disdains 
to exercise justice, and permits a crime 
to be committed, which you can pre- 
vent. I appeal to Heaven to intervene 
in my behalf. God of justice. Pro- 
tector of innocence and of virtue, have 
mercy on me ! Send me help, since all 



desert me — reveal the witnesses of my . 
honor, since the king will not believe 
me I" 

At this moment, and as if in answer 
to her appeal, the doors were violently 
forced open, and the coachman, hold- 
ing back the chamberlain, who was 
vainly endeavoring to close tbem again, 
appeared panting on the threshold. 

" Your majesty, here is some one 
who must speak with you at once — 
who says that he brings weighty testi- 
mony for Amalie Hartman." 

"Ah, God has heard my prayer!** 
cried Amalie, joyfully, "He sends me 
the help for which I besought him 1 *' 

" Who is without ? " cried the king, 
sensibly affected. 

"It is the Rector Werner of Ott- 
mannshof, and he says that there is 
great need that he should speak with 
you, for he comes to prevent 6rime.'* 

"Let him enter, Sch fining, away 
from the door, and let the rector pass.** 

The coachman gave signs of satisfac- 
tion, and the mortified chamberlain re- 
treated. In the doorway appeared the 
tall form of the young rector, with his 
mild, beaming eyes, holding a large 
packet in his hand. He advanced di- 
rectly to the king. 

"Your majesty, I bring you the 
proof that she whom the world has 
hitherto known as Amalie Hartman is 
in truth Baroness von Pinto, the lawful 
wife of that gentleman. I bring your 
majesty the church register of Otmanns- 
hof.** _ • 

"Oh, Werner, ijiy brM#, my 
friend,** cried Amalie, " you come to res- 
cue me ! " With a look of unutterable 
gratitude and love, she extended both 
her hands to him. He held them a 
moment in his own, looked at her with 
a smile, and turned again to the king, 
who asked how it was that the church 
register should suddenly appear like a 
deua ex machina^ since Amalie had in- 
formed him that it had been burnt 
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^ So we aUbelieTed, aire,'* replied the 
rector, with his soft voice. ^* The reg- 
ister had always been kept in the 
closet behind the altar, and since this, 
with the other woodwork of the church 
was consnmed, we supposed that the 
book was destroyed also. The sexton 
had several times attempted to discover 
whether this was the case ; but it was a 
frnitless labor, for the church was noth- 
ing but a heap of ashes, and where the 
altar stood, the roof had fallen through. 
Now," continued the rector, **when 
your majesty gave the money for the 
rebuilding, the work of clearing away 
the ruins began, but no one doubted 
that every document was destroyed, 
since even the communion service and 
the silver candlesticks had melted. 
Amalie had no doubt of it, and for that 
reason she came to her king, in order 
to ask that justice from him which no 
other man had the power to award her. 
As she left us, I prayed God to grant 
her help and strength; I prayed for 
myself, too, that he would make me 
his instrument to aid her; and, after 
I had thus strengthened my faith, I 
went to the late rector's widow, who 
knew a part of the secret, which Ama- 
lie had communicated to me for the 
first time on the day of her departure. 
I asked the widow to tell me all the 
circumstances of her husband's death." 

" The rector was stricken with apo- 
plexy ? " 

"Yes, your majesty, and died after 
three dav^f suffering and silent sor- 
row, ft^ffe could not speak. But 
once, with great difficulty, he pointed 
to the closet in which his books were, 
and his look, as the widow thought, 
was directed with a strangely-anxious 
and supplicating expression to the up- 
permost row. This was all that she 
could tell me, but it was at least a clew 
that I could follow. I spent the whole 
night in tnming over these books, and 
afber many failures my labor was at 



length crowned with success. In one 
of the church books I found a slip of 
paper on which were written the words ; 
* The church register for the year 1783, 
which contains an important secret, 
was inclosed by me in an iron box, and 
buried on a moonlight night, without 
witness, in the churchyard, close to the 
wall behind the arbor in my garden.' " 

'^ And you sought the book in that 
place?" inquired Frederick, quickly, 
" and found it ? " 

" Sire, here it is." The rector tore 
off the paper, and handed the king the 
great book, with its brass-bound covers. 
" Permit me to say, your majesty, that 
the page marked with a strip of paper 
contains the recorded evidence of the 
celebration of the marriage." 

" Is it all true, then ? Let me see 1 Is 
it really so ? " 

While the king examined scrutiniz- 
ingly the book, which the rector had 
opened at the place indicated, Amalie, 
with cheeks wet with tears, fell on her 
knees, her countenance beaming as if 
transfigured, and her eyes resting upon 
the young rector : ** To him I owe it that 
I am released from this shame. He re- 
stores me my honor and binds me to 
himself forever 1 " 

" Truly," said the king, looking up, 
" it is so, and here is a complete proof, 
against which that miserable baron 
will not venture to contend. Mader 
moiselle, or rather baroness, I must beg 
your pardon for my incredulity. I see 
now that" I was wrong, and I am 
grieved that I hurt your feelings ; but 
I will atone for it, and, although I am 
usually opposed to misalliances, and seek 
to prevent them, yet in this special case 
I shall reverse the proverb, and right 
shall go before favor. You have asked 
me for it, lady, and you shall have it. 
Although your husband has requested 
consent to his espousals with the Count- 
ess von Schmittau, I assure you, that I 
had my reasons for wishing that these 
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parties could have been united; but 
you shall not appeal to my justice in 
Tain, and the Mvolous Baron yon 
Pinto shall be made to acknowledge 
that I will not be deceived. We shall 
teach him to honor his lawM wife, 
madame ; but we must go about it cau- 
tiously, so that this foe may not escape. 
He is an incorrigible rou6, madame, 
and I fear you will never experience 
much happiness from your marriage, or 
have occasion to prize your fortune 
very highly." 

^*- 1 renounced all happiness when I 
resolved to prosecute my right" 

*^You no longer love Baron von 
Pinto, then ? " 

**No, your mi^jesty, and it is great 
agony that I have been forced to en- 
dure, because I bestowed my love on 
one who is so unworthy. It was an er- 
ror, for which I must atone by a life 
of affliction ; but I may not therefore 
shrink from it — ^my honor and my 
child forbid it. He has renounced me, 
and refused to recognize his dear little 
son 1 If the register with the proof of 
the celebration of our marriage had not 
been discovered, through the faithful 
exertions of my noble friend, that man 
who swore an eternal faith in me — ^to 
whom in the, innocence of my heart 
and ignorance of the world, I had de- 
voted my whole life — would have 
thrust me from him, and disowned 
me. He would have permitted me, 
burdened with unmerited disgrace, 
to dragk out a wretched existence, 
while he, by perjury lived in wealth 
and respectability. Bowed down by 
these memories, I appeal to your ma- 
jesty for the favor of compelling the 
baron to recognize his wife and child, 
that the world may not point the 
finger of scorn at me — ^that my son may 
not have cause to reproach me." 

" I cannot but respect your motivte," 
said the king. ^* Tou shall be known 



perhaps compel the fellow to do you 
justice. But, as I said, we must work 
cautiously, lest he take flight. Keep 
yourself concealed, and live a quiet and 
retired life until the moment for action. 
See no one, and do not let your name 
be known. Tou had better remain 
with Pfund." 

'* Tour majesty, I fear I shall be bur- 
densome to the old man." 

** We shall ask him about that," said 
the king, laughing, as he went himself 
to the door to call the coachman, who 
stood near the entrance of the cabinet, 
awaiting with anxiety the result of his 
favorite's interview with the monarch. 

" Well, my friend," said Frederick, 
smiling, ** I must tell you, that you have 
succeeded in your affair. Amalie vdll 
probably soon rise to wealth and posi- 
tion, and will have you and the rector 
to thank for if' 

'^ Your majesty," said Pfund, shaking 
his head, ^^ I don't know what it all 
means, but this I do know, that the 
rector and I never could have brought 
it about, if you hadn't taken the reins 
into your own hands and turned the 
wagon into the right road." 

^^ Oh, I do not understand any thing 
about driving, and I will take heed 
not to blunder into your department 
You have well handled the reins for 
Amalie, for she will soon be in a coach 
with the quarterings of a baroness. 
We must, however, wait awhile on the 
cross-road, before we turn into the high- 
way. She must remain concealed for a 
few days longer, though she is afraid 
of being burdensome to you, and I ask 
you if that is the case." 

^' Tour mijesty, I can't believe that 
the savior of my life is afraid of any 
such thing— else she must take me for 
an ungrateful rascal, or that I have lost 
my memory, and don't know how many 
long, weary nights she watched by 
me, and how much trouble she had 
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What can it do but please me, if she, so 
young and pretty, so amiable and 
obliging, will condescend to make her- 
self contented with me and my old 
woman, live with us a few days, and 
try to make herself comfortable among 
such folks as we are ? " 

** You hear, madame," said the king, 
smiling. 

Amalie Hartman ran to the coachman, 
taking his hands and regarding him 
with a look full of tenderness and 
gratitude. "My good, true friend, I 
thank you as deeply and truly as a 
daughter can. I accept your invita- 
tion, and shall rejoice to live with you 
a few days." 

" There is no * but ' about it, then," 
said Frederick. "The lady must be 
altogether incognito, no one must know 
that she is here, or learn her name. Can 
you manage that,* old gentleman ? " 

"Oh, your majesty," said Pfund, 
with a contemptuous shrug of his shoul- 
ders, "that is simple enough. She 
shall live in the best parlor, and I will 
guard the door like a watchdog. If 
any one tries to go in, or asks her name, 
I will order him off." 

" Those measures will be very ener- 
getic, and in that way the secret will 
be well kept. — Go, madame, and await 
my messenger — and you, also, Mr. 
Werner. Wait here a few days, and 
whenever I send for you, come at once 
with the book. You have had a fa- 
tiguing journey and need a few days^ 
rest. Are you acquainted with Ber- 
lin?" 

" No, your majesty, I completed my 
studies in Franl^ort and WtLrtemberg, 
and was never before in Berlin." 

"Well, then, spend a few days in see- 
ing this babel. Lodge at a good house, 
and do not trouble yourself about the 
expense. I will pay the reckoning. 
Adieu I " 



CHAPTER VL 

THE CONJUBATION. 

A FBw days later the king gave a 
dinner at Sans-Souci, to which, how- 
ever, only a few invitations were is- 
sued. Only Minister von Hertzberg, 
Marquis Lucchessini, First Consistorial 
Judge von Sack, and Baron von Pinto, 
were invited, and toward the* last 
named the king showed himself partic- 
ularly gracious. He seated the " mad 
captain," as he used to call him, oppo- 
site himself, and many a biting proverb 
and stinging jest fell from the lips of 
the sarcastic king into the baron^s 
guilty heart ; but he still seemed to feel 
no anxiety, for he believed his secret 
securely kept in the grave of the rectolr 
and in the ashes of the church register. 
Who could appear against him, since 
these witnesses had both disappeared t 
— The baron could therefore laugh 
heartily at the witticisms of the king, 
knowing that they were generally ad- 
dressed to those in special favor — that 
they were, so to speak, the thorns of 
the full rose. 

" So, my mad captain," said his ma- 
jesty, after the lackeys had served the 
dessert, and, at a nod froi^ their master, 
retired into the antechamber, closing 
the doors, " you are really in earnest — 
you wish to flee from the storms of life 
into the haven of matrimony If " 

" Yes, sire ; as soon as I receive leave 
of absence, and you consent to my nup- 
tials, I take my departure." 

"And you are certain that nothing 
will interfere with your voyage ? Your 
papers are all in order — no contraband 
goods on board that could be confis- 
cated by a parson port inspector ? " 

" All in order, I only await the royal 
sanction." 

" That you shall have, baron, I give 
you my royal word ; but not immedi- 
ately I We must first have evidence that 
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yon are a perfectly worthy candidate 
for matrimony. — Sir Chief-Jnstice von 
Sack, usk him a few questions. Let 
him undergo a little examination before 
he appears at the altar of Hymen I 
Propose the necessary questions I " 

" Well, then," said the chief justice, 
solemnly, " Baron von Hnto, I ask you 
if you can assure me, before God and 
your conscience, that there is no im- 
pediment to the consummation of this 
marriage with the Countess Scbmittau 
— ^if there is no other marriage promise 
to prevent it" 

" Before you answer, baron," said the 
king, "remember that the chief jus- 
tice has asked you * in the name of €k)d 
and your conscience.' " 

The king sent a lightning glance at 
the baron, but his sprightly manner 
showed no trace of suspicion. 

" NOj my lord chief justice, no other 
promise of marriage prevents me, and I 
feel myself prepared to unite my for- 
tunes with those of the Countess 
Schmittau." 

**You have arranged your affairs, 
then, and balanced the past ? For the 
marriage state you are about to enter 
upon is like the commencement of a 
new life. Before you step beyond its 
threshold you must have paid all 
debts^l " 

" As for that, my lord chief justice, I 
must admit that this is the single point 
where I am unworthy, and which can 
only be amended through my mar- 
riage. It is well known to your ma- 
jesty that I have debts, but I swear to 
pay them off as soon as the grace of the 
king has sanctioned my nuptials with 
the Countess Schmittau." 

"You acknowledge your pecuniary 
obligation, but is there no other, and 
which you refuse to acknowledge ? Ask 
your conscience if you are free from 
debt, lest it accuse you as a traitor. 
Will you commit no perjury when you 
swear the oath of fidelity ? " 



The eyes of the king rested with a 
penetrating glance on the baron, notic- 
ing his momentary paleness Imd the 
hesitation of fear. But his natural 
color returned to his cheeks, and he 
resumed his usual manner. 

" One repeats the oath of fidelity only 
for the future. My lord chief justice, 
it has no retroactive force. I confess 
that I have often sworn to credulous wo- 
men in a moment of passion, and have 
broken my promise, but what man has 
not ? and who would adjudge him a 
perjurer at the altar, with these broken 
vows of love, when he forswears the 
past, and binds himself for the fu- 
ture ? " 

" He is a hard-shelled sinner," said 
the king, "and his sa^anic majesty 
will have to kindle a lively fire to soften 
him. — The examination is. ended, the 
candidate is proved, and found worthy 
of installation in a place where he will 
be likely to say it is rather warm." 

The captain laughed. " Then, of 
course your majesty grants me leave of 
al^nce, and I may depart ? " 

"Why depart? Why leave of ab- 
sence? We can manage the matter 
much more conveniently here, and, if 
necessary, the lord chief justice can 
perform the ceremony forthwith." 

" But, your majesty, the presence of 
the bride is necessary," replied the 
captain. "I cannot be married by 
proxy like the princes royal." 

"No, but I can charm the bride 
hither. Do you not know that I can^ 
as well as conjurers, summon spirits ?" 

" But the question is, will they come 
when you summon them ? " 

" You may be certain of that. I will 
give you proof that the spint.s are obe- 
dient to my call." The king rose firom 
his chair, and cried in a loud voice, 
" Baroness von Pinto, appear ! appear ! 
appear I " At the third summ6ns the 
door of the reception-chamber was 
thrown open, and a lady in white gar- 
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meats, covered by a white veil, which 
Bwept down to her feet, appeared on 
the threshold. The captain could not 
repress a shudder, and an involuntary 
cry forced itself from his lips at the 
sight of this tall, spectre-like object. 

^*' Now, captain,^' said the Idng, in a 
stem, commanding voice, " go and em- 
brace your bride.'' 

The baron advanced, and then 
stopped, hesitating. ^^ Bire, I know 
not who this lady is I " * 

^^ It is your spouse, upon my royal 
word ; it is Baroness von Pinto. Have 
I not told you that I knew how to call 
spirits, and that they obey me ? Go, 
then, and embrace her ! " 

" But, sire, J have no wife — there is 
no Baroness von Pinto I " 

^ A falsehood I '' exclaimed the king, 
angrily. ^* You are married, and that 
lady is the Baroness von Pinto! If 
you have not the heart to embrace her, 
then ask her name and beseech her to 
unveil herself." 

The baron, whose heart trembled 
with anticipation, approached the white 
figure, who slowly and haughtily ad- 
vanced to meet him. 

" Madame,'' said he, in a low voice, 
*'I pray you tell your name, and un- 
cover your face." 

" I am Baroness von Pinto I " replied 
she, solemnly. " Look at me, and deny 
it if you dare I " And with a sudden 
motion of her hand she put back her 
veil, and revealed her pale, beautiful 
face, with gleaming eyes and haughty 
lips. 

" Amalie I " cried the captain, shrink- 
ing back confounded. "You here— 
you!" — ^Becoming suddenly collected, 
he felt that his whole future hung on 
this moment, and he was resolved to 
improve it. ** How can you venture to 
appear here?" he asked, with an air 
of calm rebuke. " Have you had the 
presumption to execute your threats? 
Have you actually undertaken to tell 



his majesty the fable of our secret mar- 
riage ? " 

" Yes," she answered, with a look of 
unspeakable disdain, " I have told this 
fable to his majesty." 

" But your mt^esty will not listen to 
the stories of a creature whom vanity 
and ambition have driven mad? If 
a maiden has been seduced by some 
heedless young man, surely the mere 
promise of the seducer is not an ac- 
knowledgment of a legal marriage ! " 

"Piuto," said the king, with a se- 
vere look, " you do your name and sta- 
tion little honor — ^you do not act like a 
nobleman. I am ashamed of you, for 
the device of every nobleman should 
be : * Noblesse oblige,^ " 

" But your majesty will ' not give 
more credit to her falsehoods than to 
me ? My word at least will count as 
much as hers, and I assert that her 
marriage with me is only an idea — she 
has no witnesses." 

' " Pastor Werner," called the king, in 
a loud voice. Again the door opened, 
and the rector entered with a heavy 
book in his hand. 

** Is that the church register of Ott- 
mannshof?" asked the king, beckon- 
ing the young preacher to approach. 

" Yes, your majesty, for the year 
1783, which the late rector had con- 
cealed in the churchyard, and which 
was not destroyed by the burning of 
the church." 

" Give the book to the chief justice. 
— And you, my dear Sack, read t^e 
passage the rector will point out to you, 
and then tell me, and all who are here 
present, if it is not complete evideoce 
of marriage ? " 

The worthy old gentleman bowed 
his white head over the book, and read 
attentively the lines which the rector 
indicated. 

" Yes," said the justice, after a pause ; 
" it is direct proof of marriage. It is 
indisputable that the Baron von Pinto 
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was two years since legally united to 
Amalie Hartman." 

**You are a villanous faldfler, Pin- 
to!" 

The baron threw himself upon his 
knees before the king: "Mercy, your 
tnigesty ; mercy I It is true ! I confess 
my fault 1 " 

" Because you cannot do otherwise — 
you cannot longer deny the fact. You 
wished to commit a great crime — to 
renounce your lawful wife and child, 
and consummate a second marriage. 
That is a deed for which I would have 
cashiered you, and sent you to prison 
for life. Your wife, however, has 
asked me to pardon you, and for the 
sake of your poor young bride, who 
has suffered so much through your 
wickedness, I will remit a richly-de- 
served punishment. For her sake I 
will again pay your debts, that you 
may have an opportunity to commence 
a new life; Show yourself worthy of 
this favor ; strive to atone for the past, 
and be a faithful husband and a tender 
father. And I require that, in my 
presence, and before these witnesses, 
you beg your wife's forgiveness for all 
the wrongs you have done her." 

*^ Amalie," said the baron, in a peni- 
tent voice, " Amalie, I pray you forgive 
me I By all the happy days of our 
first love I coi\jure you, forgive me 1 I 
will atone for it; say only that you for- 
give me I " 

Amalie did not answer — her eyes 
rested on him with an expression of 
deep sorrow, and painful contempt. 
Then, turning slowly to Frederick, ^e 
said, ''Your majesty, I am now his 
acknowledged wife 9 " 

''Yes, the marriage is admitted ; you 
are Baroness von Pinto." 

"And my son will bear his father's 
name — ^he will never, when he becomes 
a man, have to blush for his mother or 
his birth ? " 

" No, sorely not, lady baroness ; you 

18 



have proved yourself a brave and vir- 
tuous woman, and your son will have 
reason to be proud of his mother. I 
hope that his father, through her ex- 
ample, will learn to become a real no- 
bleman, and that she will lead him 
bftck to the path of virtue." 

Am aliens glance passed from the 
convicted, downcast captain, and rested 
on the pure face of the rector, who 
had proved his disinterested love, re- 
nounced his own hopes, and brought 
her the evidence of her marriage,, 
though he knew they must part for- 
ever. 

" Do you. Baron von Pinto," resumed 
the king, after a short pause, " arrange 
your debts and hand the statement to 
Minister von Hertzberg, who is author^ 
ized to pay them, in order that you 
may commence an orderly life with 
your young spouse. I will not station 
you in another garrison, for I wish to 
watch you and see how you conduct 
yourself." 

"I thank your migesty," said the 
baron, bowing profoundly. 

" You will make the usual visits with 
your lady, and introduce her as the 
Baroness von Pinto. Moreover, that 
you may not say your wife brought you 
no dowry, I give her twenty thousa;id 
thalers. Besides this, my dear baron- 
ess, I empower you to ask azty favor 
now, in addition to this. Consider, and 
speak I " 

" Your mijesty, may I venture a 
question ? " 

" Speak, madame." 

" Would my son, in case of my death, 
be secure in his rights 9 Could he never 
again be robbed of his name 9 " 

" No, madame, for the law protects 
him. Besides, I appoint your son a ca- 
det in the First Infantry, and his patent 
shall be made out to-day." 

" I thank your majesty, and, since I 
am satisfied as to the future of my son, 
allow me another question : Your ma- 
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jesty, as supreme head of the church, 
has power to dissolve the bonds of mat- 
rimony and to decree a divorce ? " 

" I have that power. I can command 
the courts to confirm the decree." 

"Then I ask the favor which your 
niiyesty has promised to grant me — ^I 
ask that you dissolve the marriage be- 
tween myself and the Baron von Pinto, 
and, immediately after the publication 
of our marriage, to decree formally a 
divorce." 

^^Amalie!" exclaimed the captain, 
" do you wish to drive me from you ? " 

"You drove me from you when I 
prayed for my honor, and the recog- 
nition of my child. You rejected me 
and him — you trod under foot my love. 
Now I despise you, and contempt and 
love cannot dwell together." 

"You desire revenge," said the baron, 
with suppressed anger. "You came 
here only to disgrace me, and to render 
impossible the rich marriage which I 
hoped for." 

" I came here to save mine and my 
son's honor, and — to save you from 
crime I I love you no more, but I 
would not that you should be a crimi- 
naL Now, let the past be forgotten ; I 
will not be angry with you, though I 
must still bear in my heart the scars of 
cruel wounds I — ^Sire, pronounce a di- 
vorce of our miserable marriage ; then 
I ask it, as a last favor, give Baron von 
Pinto his leave of absence, and consent 
to his marriage with the heiress Von 
Schmittau." 

"Oh, Amalie," cried the captain, 
" what a noble woman you are 1 Why 
did I not know how to value your vir- 
tue ? " 

"And had you done so you would 
have deserted me, for your God is 
wealth, and I had nothing to give you 
but my love. When yon had blighted 
my youth I was indeed poor, and so 
had no more value fof you I-^8ire, do 
you grant my reqnest f Will you pro* 



nounce the divorce, and then give the 
baron permission to wed as he wishes 9 " 

" I wiU," replied the king. " It shall 
be as you desire, madame, and I com- 
pliment you, for you have acted well, 
and, though you scorn to be a baroness, 
you are truly a noble woman. I will 
take care of your future — ^you shall re- 
tain the dower I promised. You will 
yet find a husband worthy of you ! " 

Amalie turned with a smile, and her 
eyes met those of the rectCMr Werner. 

The king noticed this. " The human 
heart is a wonderful thing; it bates 
and loves again — and this is a great 
blessing, for how could we endure life 
if our hearts were not weak and strong 
in love— weak, because it is so ready 
to pardon.— ^o, Pinto, and ifepent. In 
three days, when the documents for 
the divorce are issued, you shall have 
the leave of absence for your journey 
to Austria. Gk> ! " 

Conrad gave his military salute, bent 
with a sad, longing look before Ama- 
lie, and hastily lefb the royal apart- 
ment. A pause ensued. Werner no- 
ticed tears on Amalie's cheeks, and, ap- 
proaching her, laid his hand on her 
arm. 

A smUe passed over the thin Hps of 
Frederick, and he beckoned the |>astor 
to approach him : " WeU, Rector Wer- 
ner, you can now return to Ottmamuth 
hof, and the register will remain in your 
charge. You have behaved as a trtte 
and earnest servant of the Lord, and 
the next good living to be presented 
you shall have. You shaS not Wait 
very long, and then you can lead a 
pretty young wife into the rectory, t^hd 
will bring with het a doweaf of twenty 
thousand thalers.'^ 

" Sire, the -lady whom I love needs 
ho fortune, for she is herself all that I 
desire—" 

"Softly, ffly youiig enthusiast. A 
dower — something to live upon -^ is 
also a strong bo6d fin* tender hearts, 
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for we cannot live on moonshine and 
love alone. — ^Well, and now we have 
finished. I hope Pfnnd is satisfied, and 
will not reproach me for being ungrate- 
ful to his benefactress. — ^Madame, go to 
your friend and thank him. If it had 
not been for him I should never have 
given you this audience, or have con- 
cerned myself about you; but he in- 
sisted, and what the man once gets into 
his head he accomplishes at all hazards. 
Gk) and greet Mr. Pfimd for me, and 
tell him he must drive me out to-day. 
I will then ask him if my conduct has 
received his approbation." 

But the coachman was not to-day 
in a condition to attend to his duties. 
He was confined by a violent fever, 
brought on by a cold; yet he heard 
with joy AmaHe's account of her fortu- 
nate audience, and her assurances of 
tender affection toward him. In the 
evening, when Amalie came to his bed- 
side to bid him fiirewell, as Ae was 
about to return to Ottmannshof in the 
public coach, she bent over him and 
whispered a few words that made the 
old man, notwithstanding his sickness, 
utter a loud exclamation. While it 
echoed through the sick-room she 
slipped away, and, with Werner's as- 
sistance, entered the coach. 

The words which Amalie whispered 
were: "Dear father Pfund, when you 
go next year with the king to the re- 
view in Silesia, my name will not be 
Amalie Hartman, but Amalie Werner 
—that of my husband. Rector Wer- 
ner !— " 

The good old coachman's fever nfett 
day rose to a dangerous height, and 
the two royal physicians whom the 
king had sent shook their heads du- 
biously. '* He has fallen into a kind of 
lethargy," they reported, " and, appa- 
rently taking no interest in any thing, 
he lies silent." 

*^ I will wake him out of his lethar- 
gy," said the king. "If your science 



has failed I will myself write my friend 
a prescription." He went to his wri- 
ting-table, dashed with a hasty hand a 
few lines upon the paper, sealed and 
dispatched it by a page to the coach- 
man, with the direction that if the old 
man was too sick to read it himself, it 
must be read to him, and an answer 
returned. 

Pftmd was in a burning fever when 
the messenger reached him, but the 
sick man's eyes lighted up when the 
page said he brought a note in the 
king's own hand. Having been re- 
quested, the page broke the seal and 
began to read : *^ To my dear coachman 
Pfund "— 

" Only let me see that I " exclaimed 
the coachman. " I must read that my- 
self I " He raised himself a little, and 
gazed on the letters that danced before 
his inflamed eyes ; but he was satisfied 
that the superscription was, " To my 
dear Ooachman Pfund." He bade the 
page read on : " Old friend, I must, 
day after to-morrow, drive to the re- 
view at Berlin; now, how can I get 
through the sand, and over the rough 
road, comfortably and quietly, if you do 
not drive my carriage! I hope you 
will be well by that time, and not 
leave me in embarrassment. There- 
fore, I remain your affectionate king 
and master I " 

With a single bound Pfund was out 
of bed, and ran to the mirror. He was 
horrified at his beard, and called to his 
wife to fetch the barber, and a clean 
shirt, for he had to drive the king, and 
mtist get well at once. Dame Pfund 
came running in all haste, and it cost 
her a great deal of anxiety and trouble 
to get her excited husband into bed 
again. 

" Very well," said the sick man, de- 
fiantly, " to-day I will do as you wish. 
I will lie here, but to-morrow I must 
get up and be well." 

" But the doctors will not allow it ; 
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they have ordered that you most not 
get up at least for a week, and — " 

'^Bleas me," said Pfund, shrugging 
bis shoulders, ^' how can they tell how 
long it needs for a man to recover ? I 
beg you, Herr yon Pirch, go to his ma- 
jesty, and say to him from me that I 
will do my duty, and have no notion 
of leaving him in embarrassment He 
need not be anxious. I will be well in 
time to drive him to Berlin." And 
so it was. To the astonishment of the 
court physicians the patient was up 
the next day, for the fever had left 
him. On the following morning the 
king's carriage was in motion, and 
Pfund, a little pale, sat upon the box. 

"Well, my friend," said Frederick, 
as his lackeys hssisted him into the 
coach, " so my prescription helped you ? 
I am very glad of it, and I thank you 
for your presence. But how did you 
manage to get well so soon 9 " 

"That was very easy, your majesty; 
I only needed to think you wanted me, 
and that it was my duty to keep you 
on the right road. — Shall we start, 
your majesty ? " 

" Yes, and who knows if it is not for 
the last journey ? " 

"God forbid," repUed Pfond. «I 



have no idea of leaving off driving yet, 
and your majesty is a lusty stripling in 
comparison with me." 

" Ah, my God I " said the king, shak- 
ing his head, and following with a 
thoughtful look the flight of birds 
which rose from a neighboring tree 
and soared toward heaven, while Pfimd 
lightly cracked his whip, and started 
his horses into a trot. Soon a veil of 
dust shrouded the carriage which bore 
the aged master and servant who had 
loved each other from youth. Two 
yellow greyhounds lay on the seat be- 
side the king, and sometimes Hcked his 
cold, thin hand. Beside the coachman 
sat a lackey, who nudged him when he 
fell into a doze. That was indeed the 
last drive of Frederick the Great with 
his coachman 1 A few weeks after, the 
latter passed away, and the king re- 
marked when he heard of his death : 
"I shall never want him again. For 
that other journey no coachman is need- 
ed, but a good conscience!" That 
journey was soon, undertaken. He 
seemed to have anticipated it when, in 
his last drive with the old coachman, 
he noticed the flight of birds, for his 
spirit soared heavenward the following 
year, on the 17th of August, 1786. 
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CATHARINE PARR. 

AN HI8TOBICAL NOVEL. 

BY XiOTJIS-Al -M-JJlELTaS A^OIBL. 

▲UTHOB Cff "TBEOERICK THE GRKAT AND HIS 0017BT," '* JOSIFH II. IHD 

OOUBT,'' ** MERCHAliT OF BIBLIN," ETC., BIO. 

Ppom the German, by Rev. H. N. PIERCE, D. D. 
1 YoL, Idmo. Glofh. Frioe, $2.00. 



From ih/e Mcaminer, 



" All who have read the interesting series of novels by this accomplished author- 
ess can well anticipate the happy style in which she will serve np bluff Eling Hal, 
and the items which she can add, even to the romantic, of this jolly old prototype 
of Brigham Young, Defender of the Faith." 

From the WbreesUr PttUadhan, 

" The life of such a monarch aifords ample materials and scope for historical 
romance ; and with great good judgment Miss Muhlbach writes them np into a fine 
Ulustratibn of one of the marked periods of English history.*' 

From the JPnmdenee Herald, 

*' This is one of the most fasdnating of all Ifiss Miihlbach*8 novels. It is 

spirited, historically correct, and as entertaining as many of the volumes of Sir 

Walter Scott." 

From the TVoy Whig. 

« This is one of the most interesting of this admirable author's works, treating 
as it does with entire historical fidelity of the most critical period of English liistory, 
while she, with a talent all her own, interweaves a romance of enhancing int^resf* 

J^Wmii the Bj/raaue JoumaL 

** The study which enables an author to delineate so aocnrately the emotfoni 
and inoenHves to acticm which mark men and women of a past age, must be dose 
and untirmg^ and Miss Miihlbach shows in all of her works a perfecticm which 
carries the reader into the very presence of the characters represented." 
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LOUISA OF PRUSSIA 

AND HER TIMES. 

BY LOUISA ]kr&HLBACH. 

tBAN8LA.TSD BT 

1 VolviM, Sto. Pap«r Oo7«rf, $1.60; dofh, $8.00. 



From the UHca Morning Herald, 

« No hiatorical novelist has labored so fiiithfiilly and successfully to reproduce a 
complete picture of past times and events as Louisa Muhlbach. Her success in the 
present work is most satisfactory. By reading the volume one gains an astonish- 
ingly clear and vivid idea of the causes which permitted the overthrow by Napo- 
leon I. of the empire of Charlemagne— the comxption and vice, and weakness and 
want of earnest patriotism which characterized the courts and people of the Germany 
of that period." 

From the If ewe and Herald. 

^ This is also an historical noveli and is very entertaining and piquant, and wiU 
command a wide circle of readers." 

From the Daily CouranU 
** Among the characters introduced are the first Napoleon, Joseph Haydn, the 
Empr^s Josephine, the historian Muller, the philosopher Hegel, and many other 
famous characters of two generatiohs ago." 

Frorn the Sepuhlican. 

** This interesting historical novel takes the reader to Prussia during the period 
of the invasion of Germany by Napoleon. It gives us the German side of the war, 
showing how deeply they fbTt the hutirtliatioti which Kapoleon^s victories compelled 
them to endure; The character of the beautifiil and beloved Louisa of Prussia, 
whose memo<7 id cherished by the PrtaflAass aa that of a saint is charmingly por 
trayed." 
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DAUGHTER OF AN EMPRESS. 



AN HISTORICAL NOVEL. 



BY XiOXJISA. 3ytTJI3[i:iB-A.OJEI. 



TRANSLATED TROM THE GERMAN, BT 



NATHANIEL GREBNR. 



1 Tolume, 8vo. Illustrated. Paper cover, $1.50 ; cloth, $2.00. 



From the Chicago Christian Times, 

• 

" Miss Miihlbach has not merely romanced ; she adheres rigidly to her text, gamed 
from a great variety of sources, state records, native and foreign historians. The 
climax of her most brilliant scenes is a fact which she refers to its recorder ; the 
startling prophecy, the pungent witticism, she takes word for word from its author.*' 

From the Worcester Spy, 

" Louisa Miifalbaeb must have carefully and diligently studied the secret histo- \ 

ries of the timeB and countries of which she writes, and her task is done well and 
effSectively; her novels, apart from their historical value, are admirable as ro* 
mances, and fully deserve praise and popularity." 

From the Portland Press, 

'* Not for a long time has there been published in this country any series of ro- 
mances so widely popular. This volume illustrates Russian history in the time of 
the great Catharine, and with equal success as that which has attended her in her 
previous efforts." 

From the MemphU Appeal, 

'* It possesses the same charm of narration and startling episode which character 
ize all the works of Miss Miihlbach, and will be eagerly sought after by every one 
who has read her preceding works. 
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MARIE ANTOINETTE 
AND HEE SON. 

AH HISTORICAL NOVEL. 

1 Tdvme, Sra Oontaining dght Blustrations. Paper cover, ^%\M ; cloth, 12.00. 



From the Eoming TeUgraph, 

'* The pnbliBhers deserve the heartiest thanks of the reading pnblio for 
reprodudng in America, so promptly and so admirably, the illustrated His- 
torical liomances of L. Mtlhlbach, which are unquestionably the most com- 
plete and meritorious works of the kind which have been written since the 
days of Sir Walter Scott, and which cannot be too widely read." 

From the IndianapolU State Journal, 

*' The romantic career of the beautiful and unfortunate daughter of Maria 
Theresa, the famous plot of the Diamond Necklace, and the Beign of Terror, 
are depicted with great power, and worked up into a noyel^ making a very 
enchanting love-story," 

From the Norfolk County Journal, 

^ The era chosen for the scene of this novel is one of the most exciting 
in histOTy. It is one of this author^s most successfid attempts at combining 
history and romance for general reading." 

From the Springfield Republican. 

<« As in all the works of the author, the story of itself is interesting 
enough to retain the attention and interest of any novel-reader, while Ms- 
torioal accuracy or verisimilitude is carefdlly preserved." 
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